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A WORD TO THE READER.

PREFIXED TO THE FIRST EDITION OF 1837

TH 3U must not, my old and partial friend, look into this work foi

that species of interest which is drawn from stirring adventures and

a perpetual variety of incident. To a Novel of the present day are

necessarily forbidden the animation, the excitement, the bustle, the

pomp, and the stage-effect which History affords to Romance. What-

ever merits, in thy gentle eyes, " Rienzi," or " The Last Days of

rompeii," may have possessed, this Tale, if it please thee at all, must

i»we that happy fortune to qualities widely different from those which

won thy favour to pictures of the Past. Thou must sober down thine

imagination, and prepare thyself for a story not dedicated to the narra-

tive of extraordinary events—nor the elucidation of the characters of

great men. Though there is scarcely a page in this work episodical to

the main design, there may be much that may seem to thee wearisome

and prolix, if thou wilt not lend thyself, in a kindly spirit, and with a

generous trust, to the guidance of the Author. In the hero of this tale

thou wilt find neither a majestic demigod, nor a fascinating demon.

He is a man with the weaknesses derived from humanity, with the

strength that we inherit from the soul ; not often obstinate in error,

more often irresolute in virtue ; sometimes too aspiring, sometimes too

despondent : influenced by the circumstances to which he yet struggles

to be superior, and changing in character with the changes of time and
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fate; but never wantonly rejecting those great principles by which

alone we can work out the Science of Life—a desire for the Good,

a passion for the Honest, a yearning after the True. From such

principles, Experience, that severe Mentor, teaches us at length the

safe and practical philosophy which consists of Fortitude to bear,

Serenity to enjoy, and Faith to look beyond !

It would have led, perhaps, to more striking incidents, and have

furnished an interest more intense, if I had cast Maltravcrs, the Man

of Genius, amidst those fierce but ennobling struggles with poverty

and want to which genius is so often condemned. But wealth and

lassitude have their temptations as well as penury and toil. And for

the rest—I have taken much of my tale and many of my characters

from real life, and would not unnecessarily seek other fountains when

the Well of Truth was in my reach.

The Author has said his say, he retreats once more into silence acd

into shade ; he leaves you alone with the creations he has called to

life —the representatives of his emotions and his thoughts—the inter-

mediators between the individual and the crowd :—Children not of the

clay, but of the spirit, may they be faithful to their origin !—so should

they be monitors, not loud but deep, of the world into which they are

cast struggling against the obstacles that will beset them, for ib*

heritage of their parent—the right to survive the grave I

London, August 12, 1887



ERNEST MALTRA7ER&

BOOK I.

To y&p vfdCov eV ToioiaSe 06<TKerat

Xwpoiou avrovp' Kal vtv ov 8A\ttos dfnv

Oi>5° ofi&pos, oi)8t irvevfidTow ovSev k\ov*.

'AAA' 7]Sova?s 6,/j.oxSov iralpei 0lov.

Soph. Trac\in. It*.

' Toutb pastures in a valley of its own :

The glare of noon—the rains and winds of

Mar not the balm yet virgin of all care.

But ever with sweet Joys it buildeth up

The airy halls of life."
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BOOK T.

CHAPTER I.

" My meaning in 't, I protest, was very honest in the behalf of the maid * * •
j i*. who would have suspected an ambush where I w*» taken ?

"

All's Well that Endt Well, Act. iv. Sc. 3.

Some four miles distant from one of

our northern manufacturing towns, in

the year 18—, was a wide and deso-

late common ; a more dreary spot it

is impossible to conceive—the herbage

grew up in sickly patches from the

midst of a black and stony soil. Not a

tree was to be seen in the whole of the

comfortless expanse. Nature herself

had seemed to desert the solitude, as

if scared by the ceaseless din of the

neighbouring forges ; and even Art,

which presses all things into service,

had disdained to cull use or beauty

from these unpromising demesnes.

There was something weird and pri-

meval in the aspect of the place

;

especially when in the long nights of

winter you beheld the distant fires

and light*, which give to the vicinity

of certain manufactories so preter-

natural an appearance, streaming red

and wild over the waste. So abandoned
oy man appeared the spot, that you
found it difficult to imagine that it

was only from human fire* that its

bleak and barren desolation was
illumed. For miles along the moor
you detected no vestige of any habita-

tation ; but as you approached the

verare nearest to the town, you could

just perceive at a little distance from
the main road, bv which the common
was intersected, a small, solitary, and
miserable hovel.

Within this lonelyabodo, at the time
in which my ptoiy opens, were seated

two persons. The one was a man of

about fifty years of age, and in a

squalid and wretched garb, which was

yet relieved by an affectation of ill

assorted finery. A silk handkerchief,

which boasted the ornament of a large

brooch of false stones, was twisted

jauntily round a muscular but meagre
throat ; his tattered breeches were
also decorated by buckles, one of

pinchbeck, and one of steel. His
frame was lean, bit broad and sinewy,

indicative of considerable strength.

His countenance was prematurely

marked by deep furrows, and his
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grizzled hair waved over a low,

rugged, and forbidding brow, on
which there hang an everlasting frown

that no smile from the lips (and the

man smiled often) could chase away.

It was a face that spoke of long-con-

tinued and hardened vice—it was one

in which the Past had written indeli-

ble characters. The brand of the

hangman could not have stamped it

more plainly, nor have more unequi-

vocally warned the suspicion of honest

or timid men.
He was employed in counting some

few and paltry coins, which, though

an easy matter to ascertain their

value, he told and retold, as if the act

could increase the amount. " There

must be some mistake here, Alice,"

he said, in a low and muttered tone :

" we can't be so low—you know I had
two pounds in the drawer but Monday,
and now Alice, you must have
stolen some of the money—curse

you."

The person thus addressed sate at

the opposite side of the smouldering

and sullen fire ; she now looked quietly

up,—and her face singularly contrasted

that of the man.
She seemed about fifteen years of

age, and her complexion was remark-

ably pure and delicate, even despite

the sunburnt tinge which her habits

of toil had brought it. Her auburn
hair hung in loose and natural curls

over her forehead, and its luxuriance

was remarkable e"en in one so young.

Her countenance was beautif'il, nay,

even faultless, in its small and child-

like features, but the expression

pained you—it was so vacant In

repose it was almost the expression of

an idiot—but when she spoke, or

smiled, or even moved a muscle, the

eyes, colour, lips, kindled into a life

tvhich proved that the intellect was
atill there, though but imperfectly

awakened
" I did not steal any, father," she

Mid, in a quiet voico ;
" but I should

like to have taken some, only I kne*
you would beat me if I did."

" And what do you want money
for?"

" To get food when I 'm hungered."
" Nothing else 1

"

" I don't know."
The girl paused.

—

" Why don't you

let me," she said after a while, " why
don't you let me go and work with

the other girls at the factory 1 I

should make money there for you and

me both."

The man smiled—such a smile—it

seemed to bring into sudden play all

the revolting characteristics of his

countenance. " Child," he said, " you

are just fifteen, and a sad fool you

are : perhaps if you went to the fac-

tory, you would get away from me

;

and what should I do without you 1

No, I think, as you are so pretty,

you might get more money another

way."

The girl did not seem to under-

stand this allusion ; but repeated,

vacantly, " I should like to go to the

factory."

" Stuff !
" said the man, angrily,

" I have three minds to
"

Here he was interrupted by a loud

knock at the door of the hovel.

The man grew pale. " What can

that be?" he muttered. "The hour

is late—near eleven. Again—again !

Ask who knocks, Alice."

The girl stood for a moment or so

at the door; and as she stood, her

form, rounded yet slight, her earnest

look, her varying colour, her tender

youth, and a singular grace of attitude

and gesture, would have inspired an
artist with the very ideal of rustic

beauty.

After a pause, she placed he/ lipi

to a chink in the door, and repeated

her father's question.
" Pray pardon me," said a clear,

loud, yet courteous voice, " but seeing

a lii^ht at your window, I have ven-

tured to ask if anv one within wiL
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conduct me to ****; I will pay the

service handsomely."
" Open the door, Alley," said the

owner of the hut.

The girl drew a large wooden bolt

from the door ; and a tall figure

crossed the threshold.

The new-comer was in the first

bloom of youth, perhaps about
eighteen years of age, and his air and
appearance surprised both sire and
daughter. Alone, on foot, at such an
hour, it was impossible for any one to

mistake him for other than a gentle-

man; yet his dress was plain, and
somewhat soiled by dust, and he car-

ried a small knapsack on his shoulder.

As he entered, he lifted his hat with

somewhat of foreign urbanity, and a

profusion of fair brown hair fell par-

tially over a high and commanding
forehead. His features were hand-

some, without being eminently so,

and his a.-pect was at once bold and
prepossessing.

" 1 am much obliged by your civi-

lity," he said, advancing carelessly,

and addressing the man, who sur-

veyed him with a scrutinising eye;

"and trust, my good fellow, that you
will increase the obligation by accom-

panying me to * * * *."

"You can't miss well your way,"

said the man surlily; "the lights will

direct you."
" They have rather misled me, for

they seem to surround the whole

common, and there is no path across

it that I can see ; however, if you will

put me in the right road, I will not

trouble you further."

" It is very late," replied the churl-

ish landlord, equivocally.

"The better reason why I should

be at * * * *. Come, my good friend,

put on your hat, and I '11 give you
half-a-guinea for your trouble."

The man advanced; then halted;

again surveyed his guest, and said,

"Are you quite alone, sir J

"

" Qu'ite."

" Probably you are known at ****]*

" Not I. But what matters that to

you ? I am a stranger in these parts."

" It is full four miles."

"So far, and I am fearfully tired

already !
" exclaimed the young man,

with impatience. As he spoke, he

drew out his watch. " Past eleven,

too !

"

The watch caught the eye of the

cottager ; that evil eye sparkled. He
passed his hand over his brow. "I
am thinking, sir," he said, in a more
civil tone than he had yet assumed,
* that as you are so tired, and the

hour is so late, you might almost as

well
"

"What?" exclaimed the stranger,

stamping somewhat petulantly.

"I don't like to mention it; but

my poor roof is at your service, and I

would go with you to * * * * at day-

break to-morrow."

The stranger stared at the cottager.

and then at the dingy walls of the

hut. He was about, very abruptly, to

reject the hospitable proposal, when
his eye rested suddenly on the form

of Alice, who stood, eager eyed, and

open-mouthed, gazing on the hand-

some intruder. As she caught his

eye, she blushed cheply, and turned

aside. The view seemed to change

the intentions of the stranger. He
hesitated a moment ; then muttered

between his teeth : and sinking his

knapsack in the ground, he cast

himself L»do a chair beside the fire,

stretched his limbs, and cried gaily

" So be it, my host : shut up your

house again. Bring me a cup of beer,

and a crust of bread, and so much for

supper! As for bed, thi3 chair will

do vastly well."

" Perhaps we can manage better

for you than that chair;" answered the

host. " But our best accommodation

must seem bad enough to a gentle-

man : we are very poor people—hard

working, but very poor."

Never mind me." answered the
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stranger, busying himself in stirring

the fire ; "lam tolerably well accus-

tomed to greater hardships than

sleeping on a chair, in an honest

man's house ; and though you are

poor, I will take it for granted you

are honest."

The man grinned ; and turning to

Alice, bade her spread what their

larder would afford. Some crusts of

bread, some cold potatoes, and some

tolerably strong beer, composed all

tbc fare set before the traveller.

Despite his previous boasts, the

young man made a wry face at these

Socratic preparations, while he drew

his* chair to the board. But his look

grew more gay as he caught Alice's

eye ; and as she lingered by the table,

and faltered out some hesitating

words of apology, he seized her hand,

and pressing it tenderly—" Prettiest

of lasses," said he—and while he

Bpoke he gazed on her with undis-

guised admiration—"a man who has

travelled on foot all day, through the

ugliest country within the three seas,

is sufficiently refreshed at night by
the sight of so fair a face."

Alice hastily withdrew her hand,

and went and seated herself in a

corner of the room, whence she con-

tinued to look at the stranger with

her usual vacant gaze, but with a half

smile upon her rosy lips.

Alice's father looked hard first at

one, then at the other.

" Eat, 6ir," said he, with a sort of

chuckle, " and no fine words
;
poor

Alice is honest, as you said just now."
* To be sure," answered the travel-

ler, employing with great zeal a set of

strong, even, and dazzling teeth at

the tough crusts ; " to be sure she is.

I did not mean to offend you; but

the fact is, that I am half a foreigner,

and abroad, you know, one may say a

civil thing to a pretty girl, without
hurting her feelings, or her father's

either."

" Half a foreigner ! why you talk

English as well as I do;" said the

host, whose intonation and words

were, on the whole, a little above his

station.

The stranger smiled. " Thank you
for the compliment," said he. " What
I meant was, that I have been a great

deal abroad; in fact, I have jusi

returned from Germany. But I am
English-born."

"And going home'r
" Yes."
" Far from hence 1 ''

" About thirty miles, 1 believe.''

" You are young, sir, to be alone."

The traveller made no answer, but

finished his uninviting repast, and
drew his chair again to the fire. He
then thought he had sufficiently

ministered to his host's curiosity to

be entitled to the gratification of his

own.

"You work at the factories, I

suppose?" said he.

" I do, sir. Bad times."

" And your pretty daughter 1

"

" Minds the house."
" Have you no other children 1

"

" No ; one mouth besides my own
is as much as I can feed, and that

scarcely. But you would like to rest

now; you can have my bed, sir—

I

can sleep here."

" By no means," said the stranger,

quickly; "just put a few more coals

on the fire, and leave me to make
myself comfortable."

The man rose, and did not press

his offer, but left the room for a

supply of fuel. Alice remained in

her corner.

" Sweetheart," said the traveller,

looking round, and satisfying himself

that they were alone ;
" I should

sleep well if I could get one kis* from

those coral lips."

Alice hid her face with her hands.

" Do I vex you 1

"

" no, sir."

At this assurance the traveller rose,

and approached Alice softly. Ho
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drew away her hands from her face,

when she said gently, " Have you
much money about you ?

"

" the mercenary baggage ! " said

the traveller to himself; and then

replied, aloud, " Why, pretty one ?

—

Do you sell your kisses so high

then ]

"

Alice frowned, and tossed the hair

frcm her brow. " If you have money,"

she said, in a whisper, " don't say so

to father. Don't sleep if you can help

it. I 'm afraid—hush—he comes !

"

The young man returned to his

seat with an altered manner. And
as his host entered, he for the first

time surveyed him closely. The im-

perfect glimmer of the half-dying and

single candle threw into strong lights

and shades the marked, rugged, and
ferocious features of the cottager ; and
the eye of the traveller, glancing from

the face to the limbs and frame, saw

that whatever of violence the mind
might design, the body might well

execute.

The traveller sank into a gloomy
reverie. The wind howled—the rain

beat—through the casement shone

no solitary star—all was dark and
sombre ;—should he proceed alone

—

might he not suffer a greater danger

upon that wide and desert moor

—

might not the host follow— assault

him in the dark ] He had no weapon,

save a stick. But within, he had at

least a rude resource in the large

kitchen poker that was beside him.

At all events, it would be better to

wait for the present. He might at

any time, when alone, withdraw the

bolt from the door, and slip out un-

observed.

Such was the fruit of his medita-

tions while his host plied the fire.

" You will sleep sound to-night,"

said his entertainer, smiling.

"Humph ! Why I am over-fatigued;

I dare say it will be an hour or two

before I fall asleep ; but when I once

am asleep, I sleep like a rock !

"

" Come, Alice," said her father,
* let us leave the gentleman. Good
night, sir."

" Good night—good night," re-

turned the traveller, yawning.
The father and daughter disap-

peared thi(/ngh a door in the corner
of the room. The guest heard them
ascend the creaking stairs—all was
still.

" Fool that I am," said the traveller

to himself, " will nothing teach me
that I am no longer a student at Got-
tingen, or cure me of these pedestrian

adventures ? Had it not been for

that girl's big blue eyes, I should be
safe at * * * * by this time ; if, in-

deed, the grim father had not mur-
dered me by the road. However,
we '11 balk him yet ; another half-

hour, and I am on the moor : we
must give him time. And in the

meanwhile here is the poker. At the

worst it is but one to one; but the

churl is strongly built."

Although the traveller thus endea-

voured to cheer his courage, his heart-

beat more loudly than its wont. He
kept his eyes stationed on the door
by which the cottagers had vanished,

and his hand on the massive poker.

While the stranger was thus em-
ployed below, Alice, instead of turning

to her own narrow cell, went into her

father's room.

The cottager was seated at the foot

of his bed, muttering to himself, and
with eyes fixed on the ground.

The girl stood before him, gazing
on his face, and with her arms lightly

crossed above her bosom.
" It must be worth twenty guineas,"

said the host, abruptly to himself.
" What is it to you, father, what the

gentleman's watch is worth 1 ''

The man started.

" You mean," continued Alice,

quietly, "you mean to do some injury

to that young man; but you shall

not."

The cottager's face grew black as
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night. " How," he began in a loud

voice, but suddenly dropped the tone

into a deep growl—" how dare you

talk to me so?—go to bed—go to

bed."
" No, fether."

" No 1

"

" I will not stir from this room until

day-break."
" We will soon see that," said the

man, with an oath.

" Touch me, and I will alarm the

gentleman, and tell him that
"

"What?"
The girl approached her father,

>laced her lips to his ear, and whis-

pered, " That you intend to murder
him."

The cottager's frame trembled from

head to foot; he shut his eyes, and

gasped painfully for breath. " Alice,"

said he, gently, after a pause—" Alice,

we are often nearly starving."

" / am

—

you never !

"

" Wretch, yes ! if I do drink too

much one day, I pinch for it the next.

But go to bed, I say—I mean no harm
to the young man. Think you I would

twist myself a rope ?—no, no ;—go

along, go along."

Alices face, which had before been

earnest and almost intelligent, now
relapsed into its wonted vacant stare.

" To be sure, father, they would

hang you if you cut his throat. Don't

forget that ;—good night ;"—and so

saying, she walked to her own oppo-

•Ue chamber.

Left alone, the host pressed his band

tightly to his forehead, and remained
motionless for nearly half-an-hour.

"If that cursed girlwould but sleep/

he muttered at last, turning round, "it

might be done at once. And there's

the pond behind, as deep as a well ; and
I might say at daybreak that the boy

had bolted. He seems quite a stranger

here—nobody '11 miss him. He must
have plenty of blunt to give half-a-

guinea to a guide across a common !

I want money, and I won't work—if I

can help it, at least."

While he thus soliloquised, the air

seemed to oppress him : he opened
the window, he leant out—the rain

beat upon him. He closed the window
with an oath ; took off his shoes, stole

to the threshold, and, by the candle

which he shaded with his hand, sur-

veyed the opposite door. It was
closed. He then bent anxiously for-

ward and listened.

" All 's quiet," thought he, " per-

haps he sleeps already. I will steal

down. If Jack Walters would but

come to-night, the job would be done
charmingly."

With that he crept gently down the

stairs. In a corner, at the foot of the

staircase, lay sundry matters, a few

faggots, and a cleaver. He caught
up the last. " Aha," he muttered

;

" and there 's the sledge-hammer some-

where for Walters." Leaning himself

against the door, he then applied his

eye to a chink which admitted a dim
view of the room within, lighted fit-

fully by the fire.
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CHAPTER II.

«* What have we here t

A carrion death I
*

Merchant of Venice, Act ii. So. 7.

fawasabout this time that the stranger

deemed it advisable to commence his

retreat. The slight and suppressed

sound of voices, which at first he had

heard above in the conversation of

the father and child, had died away.

The stillness at once encouraged and
warned him. He stole to the front

door, softly undid the bolt, and found

the door locked, and the key missing.

He had not observed that during his

repast, and ere his suspicions had been

aroused, his host, in replacing the

bar, and relocking the entrance, had

abstracted the key. His fears were

now confirmed. His next thought

was the window—the shutter only

protected it half way, and was easily

removed ; but the aperture of the

lattice, which only opened in part,

like most cottage casements, was far

too small to admit his person. His

only means of escape was in breaking

the whole window ; a matter not to

be effected without noise, and con-

sequent risk.

He paused in despair. He was

naturally of a strong-nerved and gal-

lant temperament, nor unaccustomed

to those perils of life and limb which

German students delight to brave

;

but his heart well-nigh failed him at

that moment. The silence became
distinct and burdensome to him, and
a chill moisture gathered to his brow.

While he stood irresolute and in sus-

pense, striving to collect his thoughts,

his ear, preternaturally sharpened by

fear, caught the faint muffled sound

of creeping footsteps—he neard the

stairs creak. The sound broke the

spell. The previous rague appre-

hension gave way, when the dangei

became actually at hand. His pre-

sence of mind returned at once. He
went back quickly to the fire-place,

seized the poker, and began stirring

the fire, and coughing loud, and in-

dicating as vigorously as possible that

he was wide awake.

He felt that he was watched—he

felt that he was in momently peril.

He felt that the appearance of slum-

ber would be the signal for a mortal

conflict. Time passed, all remained
silent ; nearly half-an-hour had elapsed

since he had heard the steps upon the

stairs. His situation began to prey

upon his nerves, it irritated them

—

it became intolerable. It was not,

now, fear that he experienced, it was
the overwrought sense of mortal en-

mity—the consciousness that a man
may feel who knows that the eye of a

tiger is on him, and who, while in

suspense he has regained his courage,

foresees that sooner or later the spring

must come ;—the suspense itself be-

comes an agony, and he desires tc

expedite the deadly struggle he can

not shun.

Utterly incapable any longer to

bear his own sensations, the traveller

rose at last, fixed his eyes upon the

fatal door, and was about to cry aloud

to the listener to enter, when he heard

a slight tap at the window ; it was twice

repeated ; and at the third time a low

voice pronounced the name of Darvil

It was clear, then, that accomplices

had arrived ; it was no longer against

one man that he should have to con
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tend. He drew his breath hard, and

listened with throbbing ears. He
heard steps without upon the plashing

soil ; they retired—all was still.

He paused a few minutes, and

walked deliberately and firmly to the

inner door at which he fancied his

host stationed ; with a steady hand

he attempted to open the door ; it was

fastened on the opposite side. " So !

"

said he, bitterly, and grinding his

teeth ;
" I must die like a rat in a

cage. Well, I '11 die biting."

He returned to his former post,

drew himself up to his full height,

and stood grasping hie homely weapon,

prepared for the worst, and not alto-

gether undated with a proud con-

sciousness of his own natural advan-

tages of activity, stature, strength,

and daring. Minutes rolled on ! the

silence was broken by some one at

the inner door; he heard the bolt

gently withdrawn. He raised his

weapon with both hands ; and started

to find the intruder was only Alice.

She came in with bare feet, and pale

as marble, her finger on her lips.

She approached—she touched him.
" They are in the shed behind," she

whispered, "looking for the sledge-

nammer—they mean to murder you

;

get you gone—quick."

" How 1—the door is locked."

" Stay. I have taken the key from

his room."

She gained the door, applied the

key—the door yielded. The traveller

threw his knapsack once more over

his shoulder and made but one stride

to the threshold. The girl stopped

him. " Don't say anything about it

;

he is my father, they would hang
him."

" No, no. But you 1—are safe, 1

trust?—depend on my gratitude.

—

I shall be at * * * * to-morrow—th«

best inn—seek me if you can ! Which
way now ?

"

" Keep to the left."

The stranger was already several

paces distant ; through the darkness,

and in the midst of the rain, he fled

on with the speed of youth. The girl

lingered an instant, sighed, then

laughed aloud ; closed and re-barred

the door, and was creeping back, when
from the inner entrance advanced the

grim father, and another man, of

broad, short, sinewy frame, his arms
bare, and wielding a large hammer.

" How ?
" asked the host ; " Alice

here, and—hell and the devil ! have

you let him go 1

"

" I told you that you should not

harm him."

With a violent oath, the ruffian

struck his daughter to the ground,

sprang over her body, unbarred the

door, and, accompanied by his com-

rade, set off in vague pursuit of hii

intended victim.
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CHAPTEB IIL

* Ton knew—none so well, of my daughter's flight.'

Merchant of Venice, Act ill. Sc. 1.

The day dawned ; it was a mild, damp,
hazy morning ; the sod sank deep

beneath the foot, the roads were heavy

with mire, and the rain of the past

night lay here and there in broad

shallow pools. Towards the town,

waggons, carts, pedestrian groups

were already moving ; and, now and
then, you caught the sharp horn of

some early coach, wheeling its be-

cloaked outside and be-nightcapped

inside passengers along the northern

thoroughfare.

A young man bounded over a style

into the road just opposite to the

mile-stone, that declared him to be

one mile from * * * *.

" Thank Heaven ! " he said, almost

aloud. "After spending the night

wandering about morasses like a will-

o'-the-wisp, I approach a town at last.

Thank Heaven again, and for all its

mercies this night ! I breathe freely.

I AH SAFE."

He walked on somewhat rapidly;

he passed a slow waggon—he passed

a group of mechanics—he passed a

drove of sheep, and now he saw
walking leisurely before him a single

figure. It was a girl, in a worn and
humble dress; who seemed to seek

her weary way with pain and languor.

He was about also to pass her, when
he heard a low cry. He turned, and
beheld in the wayfarer his preserver

of the previous night.

" Heavens f is it indeed you 1 Can
I believe my eyes]"

" I was coming to seek you, sir,"

said the girl, faintly. " I too have
•scaped ; I shall never go back to

father, I have no roof to cover my
head now."

" Poor child ! but how is this ] Did
they ill-use you for releasing me j

"

" Father knocked me down, and

beat me again when he came back

;

but that is not all," she added, in a

very low tone.

" What else!"

The girl grew red and white by

turns. She set her teeth rigidly,

stopped short, and then walking on

quioker than before, replied,— "It

don't matter ; I will never go back

—

I 'm alone now. What, what shafi I

do 1 " and she wrung her hands.

The traveller's pity was deeply

moved. "My good girl," said he,

earnestly, "you have saved my life,

and I am not ungrateful. Here

"

(and he placed some gold in her hand),
" get yourself a lodging, food, and
rest

; you look as if you wanted them
;

and see me again this evening when it

is dark, and we can talk unobserved."

The girl took the money passively,

and looked up in his face while he

spoke ; the look was so unsuspecting,

and the whole countenance was so

beautifully modest and nrgin-like,

that had any evil passion prompted
the traveller's last words, it must have

fled scared and abashed as he met the

gaze.

" My poor girl," said he, embar-

rassed, and after a short pause ;—"you
are very young, and very, very pretty.

In this town you will be exposed to

many temptations : take care where

you lodge
;
you have, no doubt, friends

here ?

"
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" Friends ]— what are friends ]

"

answered Alice.

" Have you no relations; no mother's

bin?"
" None."
" Do you know where to ask

shelter?"
" No sir ; for I can't go where

father goes, lest he should find me
out."

" Well, then, seek some quiet inn,

and meet me this evening, just here,

halfa-inile from the town, at seven.

I will try and think of something for

you in the meanwhile. But you seem
tired, you walk with pain

;
perhaps it

will fatigue you to come—1 mean, you

had rather perhaps rest another day."
" Oh ! no, no ! it will do me good

to see you again, sir."

The young man's eyes met hers,

and hers were not withdrawn; their

Boft hlue was suffused with tears—they

penetrated his soul.

He turned away hastily, and saw
that they were already the subject of

curious observation to the various

passengei s that overtook them. "Don't
forget

!

" he whispered, and strode on
with a pace that soon brought him to

the town.

He inquired for the principal hotel

— entered it with an air that bespoke

that nameless consciousness of superi-

ority, which belongs to those accus-

tomed to purchase welcome, wherever

welcome is bought and sold —and
before a blazing fire and no unsub-

stantial breakfast, forgot all the terrors

of the past night, or rather felt re-

joiced to think he had added a new
and strange hazard to the catalogue

of adventures already experienced by
Ernest Maltravers.

CHAPTER IV.

Con una Dam a tenia

Un galan conversaclon.***

Moratin : El Tiatro Espanoi Num. li.

Maltravers was first at the appointed

place. His character was in most

respects singularly energetic, decided,

and premature in its development;

but not so in regard to women : with

them he was the creature of the

moment; and, driven to and fro by
whatever impulse, or whatever passion,

caught the caprice of a wild, roving,

and all-poetical imagination, Mal-

travers was, half unconsciously, a poet

—a poet of action, and woman was

his muse.

He had formed no plan of conduct

towards the poor girl he was to meet.

He meant no harm to her. If she

had been less handsome, he would

* With a dame he held a gallant con-

versation.

have been equally grateful ; and her
dress, and youth, and condition, would
equally have compelled him to select

the hour of dusk for an interview.

He arrived at the spot. The wintei

night had already descended ; but a

sharp frost had set in : the air was
clear, the stars were bright, and the

long shadows slept, still and calm,

along the broad road, and the whitened
fields beyond.

He walked briskly to and fro, with-

out much thought of the interview, or

its object, half chanting oH verses,

German and English, to himself, and
stopping to gaze every moment at the

silent star.-.

At length he saw Alice approach :

she came up to him timidly and
irentUr. His heart beat more quickly
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he felt that he was young, and alone

with beauty. " Sweet girl," he said,

with involuntary and mechanical

compliment, " how well this light

becomes you ! How shall I thank
you for not forgetting me?"

Alice surrendered her hand to his

without a struggle.

" What is your name ?
" said he,

bending his face down to hers.

"Alice Darvil."

" And your terrible father,

—

is he,

in truth, your father V
" Indeed he is my father and mother

too ?

"

" What made you suspect his inten-

tion to murder me? Has he ever

attempted the like crime ?
"

" No ; but lately he has often talked

of robbery. He is very poor, sir.

And when I saw hi-; eye, and when
afterwards, wrhile your back was turned,

he took the key from the door, I felt

that—that you were in danger."
" Good girl—go on."
" I told him so when we went up

stairs. I did not know what to

believe, when he said he would not

hurt you ; but I stole the key of the

front door, which he had thrown on
the table, and went to my room. I

listened at my door ; I heard him go
down the stairs : he stopped there for

some time ; and I watched him from
above. The place where he was,

opened to the field by the backwiy.
After some time, I heard a voice

whisper him : I knew the voice, and
then they both went out by the back-

way ; so I stole down, and went out

and listened ; and I knew the other

man was John Walters. I 'm afraid

of him, sir. And then Walters said,

says he, ' I will get the hammer, and,

sleep or wake, we '11 do it.' And father

said, ' It 's in the shed.' So I saw
there was no time to be lost, sir,

and—and—but you know all the

rest."

" But how did you escape ?

"

"Oh, my father, after talking to

Walters, came to my room, and beat

and—and—frightened me ; and when
he was gone to bed, I put on my
clothes, and stole out; it was just

light ; and I walked on till I met
you."

" Poor child, in what a den of vice

you have been brought up ! " •

" Anan, sir."

" She don't understand me. Have
you been taught to read and write ?

"

" Oh, no !

"

" But I suppose you have been
taught, at least, to say your catechism

—and you pray sometimes ?
"

" I have prayed to father not to

beat me."
" But to God 1

"

" God, sir !—what is that ? " *

Maltravers drew back, shocked and
appalled. Premature philosopher as

lie was, this depth of ignorance per-

plexed his wisdom. He had read all

the disputes of schoolmen, whether or

not the notion of a Supreme Being is

innate
; but he had never before been

brought face to face with a living

creature, who was unconscious of a

God.

After a pause, he said—" My poor
girl, we misunderstand each other.

You know that there is a God ?"

'• Xo, sir."

" Did no one ever tell you who made
the stars you now survev—the earth

on which you tread ?

"

" No."
" And have you never thought

about it yourself?"
" Why should 1 1 What has that

to do with being cold and hungry ?

"

* This ignorance—indeed the whole sketch
of Alice—is from the life ; nor is such
ignorance, accompanied by what almost
seems an instinctive or intuitive notion of

rinht or wrong, very uncommon, as our
police reports can testify. In the Examiner
for, I think, the year 1835, will be found
the case of a young girl ill-treated by her
father, whose answers to the interrogatoriei

of the magistrate are very similar to those
of Alice to the qaestions of Jfaltravers
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Maltravers looked incredulous.

—

" You see that great building, with

the spire rising in the starlight]"

" Yes, sir, sure."

"What is it calledV
" Why, a church."
" Did you never go into it 1

"

" No."
" What do people do there 1

"

" Father says one man talks non-

sense, and the other folk listen to

him."

"Your father is no matter.

Good heavens ! what shall I do with

this unhappy child ]

"

" Yes, sir, I am very unhappy," said

Alice, catching at the last words ; and

the tears rolled silently down her

cheeks.

Maltravers never was more touched

in his life. Whatever thoughts of

gallantry might have entered his

young head, had he found Alice such

as he might reasonably have expected,

he now felt there was a kind of sanctity

in her ignorance ; and his gratitude

and kindly sentiment towards her

took almost a brotherly aspect.

—

" You know, at least, what school is 1

"

he asked.
" Yes, 1 have talked with girls who

go to school."

" Would you like to go there,

too ?

"

•' Oh, no, sir—pray not
!

"

" What should you like to do then?

— Speak out, child. I owe you so

much, that I should be too happy to

make you comfortable and contented

in your own way."
" 1 should like to live with you, sir."

Maltravers started, and half smiled,

and coloured. But looking on her

eyes, which were fixed earnestly on
hi>, there was so much artlessness in

l luir soft, unconscious gaze, that he

law she was wholly ignorant of the

interpretation that might be put upon

so candid a confession.

I have said that Maltravers was a

wild, enthusiastic, odd being—he was

in fact, full of strange German romance

and metaphysical speculations. He
had once shut himself up for months
to study astrology—and been even

suspected of a serious hunt after the

philosopher's stone ; anothei time he

had narrowly escaped with life and

liberty from a frantic conspiracy of

the young republicans of his uni-

versity, in which, being bolder and

madder than most of them, he had
heen an active ringleader ; it was,

indeed, some such folly that had

compelled him to quit Germany
sooner than himself or his parents

desired. He had nothing of the sober

Englishman about him. Whatever
was strange and eccentric had an

irresistible charm for Ernest Maltra-

vers. And agreeably to this disposi-

tion, he now revolved an idea that

enchanted his mobile and fantastic

philosophy. He himself would edu-

cate this charming girl—he would
write fair and heavenly characters

upon this blank page—he would act

the Saint Preux to this Julie of Nature.

Alas, he did not think of the result

which the parallel should have sug-

gested ! At that age, Ernest Mal-

travers never damped the ardour of

an experiment by the anticipation of

consequences.
" So," he said, after a short reverie,

" so you would like to live with me ?

But, Alice, we must not fall in love

with each other."

" I don't understand, sir."

"Never mind," said Maltravers, a

little disconcerted.

" I always wished to go into service."

"Ha!"
" And you would be a kind master."

Maltravers was half disenchanted.
" No very flattering preference,"

thought he :
" so much the safer for

us. Well, Alice, it shall be as you
wish. Are you comfortable where

you are, in your new lodging?"
" No."
" Why, they do not insult you ?

"
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" No ; but the.y make a noise, and

1 like to be quiet to think of you."

The young philosopher was recon-

ciled again to his scheme.
" "Well, Alice—go back—I will take

a cottage tomorrow, and you shall be

my servant, and I will teach you to

read and write, and say your prayers,

and know that you have a Father

above who loves you better than he

below. Meet me again at the same

hour to-morrow. "Why do you cry,

Alice? why do you cry?"
" Because— because," sobbed the

girl, " I am so happy, and I shall live

with you and see you."
" Go, child—go, child," said Mai-

travers hastily ; and he walked away
with a quicker pulse than became
his new character of master and
preceptor.

He looked back, and saw the girl

gazing at him ; he waved bis hand,

and she moved on arid followed him
slowly back to the town.

Maltravers, though not an elder

son, was the heir of affluent fortunes

;

he enjoyed a munificent allowance

that sufficed for the whims of a youth

who had learned in Germany none of

the extravagant notions common to

young Englishmen of similar birth

and prospects. He was a spoiled child,

with no law but his own fancy,—his

return home was not expected,— there

was nothing to prevent the indulgence

of his new caprice. The next day he

hired a cottage in the neighbourhood,

which was one of those pretty thatched

edifices, with verandahs and monthly
roses, a conservatory and a lawn, which
justify the English proverb about a

cottage and love. It had been built

by a mercantile bachelor for some fair

Rosamond, and did credit to his taste.

An old woman, let with the house,

was to cook and do the work. Alice

was but a nominal servant. Neither
the old woman nor the landlord com-
prehended the Platonic intentions of

the young stranger. But he paid his

rent in advance, and they were not

particular. He, however, thought it

prudent to conceal his name. It was

one sure to be known in a town not

very distant from the residence of his

father, a wealthy and long-deseeniled

country gentleman. He adopted,there-

fore, the common name of Butler;

which, indeed, belonged to one of hi3

maternal connexions, and by that

name alone was he known both in the

neighbourhood and to Alice. From
her he would net have sought conceal-

ment,—but somehow or other no occa-

sion ever presented itself to induce him
to talk much to her of his parentage

or birth.
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CHAPTER V.

' Thought would destroy their Paradise."

—

Gray.

Maltravers found Alice as docile a

pupil as any reasonable preceptor

might have desired. But still, reading

and writing—they are very uninterest-

ing elements ! Had the groundwork

been laid.it might have been delightful

to raise the fairy palace of knowledge;

but the digging the foundations and

the constructing the cellars is weary

labour. Perhaps he felt it so,—for in

a few days Alice was handed over to

the very oldest and ugliest writing-

master that the neighbouring town

could afford. The poor girl at first

wept much at the exchange ; but the

grave remonstrances and solemn ex-

hortations of Maltravers reconciled

her at last, and she promised to work

hard and pay every attention to her

lessons. I am not sure, however, that

it was the tedium of the work that

deterred the idealist—perhaps he felt

its danger—and at the bottom of his

sparkling dreams and brilliant follies

lay a sound, generous, and noble

heart. He was fond of pleasure, and

had been already the darling of the

sentimental German ladies. But he

was too young, and too vivid, and too

romantic to be what is called a sen-

sualist. He could net look upon a fair

face, and a guileless smile, and all the

ineffable symmetry of a woman's shape,

with the eye of a man buying

for base uses. He very easily fell in

love, or fancied he did, it is true,

—

but then he could not separate desire

from fancy, or calculate the game of

passion without bringing the heart or

the imagination into the matter. And

though Alice was very pretty and very

engaging, he was not yet in love with

her, and he had no intention of

coming so.

He felt the evening somewhat long,

when for the first time Alice discou

tinned her usual lesson: but Malt ra

vers had abundant resources in him
self. He placed Shakspeare and
Schiller on his table, and lighted his

German meerschaum—he read till he

became inspired, and then he wrote

—

and when he had composed a few

stanzas he was not contented till he

had set them to music, and tried their

melody with his voice. For he had

all the passion of a German for son:

and music—that wild Maltravers !—

and his voice was sweet, his taste con-

summate, his science profound. As th«

sun puts out a star, so the full blaz«

of his imagination, fairly kindled, ex-

tinguished for the time his fairy fancy

for his beautiful pupil.

It was late that night when Mal-

travers went to bed—and as he passed

through the narrow corridor that led

to his chamber, he heard a light step

flying before him, and caught the

glimpse of a fomale figure escaping

through a distant door. ''The silly

child !
" thought he, at once divining

the cause; "she has been listening to

my singing. I shall scold her." But
he forgot that resolution.

The next day, and the next, and

many days passed, and Maltravers

saw but little of the pupil fur whose

sake Ire had shut himself up in a

country cottage, in the depth of

winter. Still he did not repent his

purpose, nor was he in the least tired

of his seclusion— he would not inspect

.Mice's progress, for he was certain ho
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should be dissatisfied with its slow-

ness—and people, however handsome,

cannot learn to read and write in a

day. But he amused himself, not-

withstanding. He was glad of an
opportunity to be alone with his own
thoughts, for he was at one of those

periodical epochs of life when we like

to pause and breathe awhile, in brief

respite, from that methodical race in

which we run to the grave. He
wished to re-collect the stores of his

past experience, and repose on his

own mind, before he started afresh

upon the active world. The weather

was cold and inclement ; but Ernest

Maltravers was a hardy lover of nature,

and neither snow nor frost could de-

tain him from his daily rambles. So

about noon, he regularly threw aside

books and papers, took his hat and
staff, and went whistling or humming
his favourite airs through the dreary

streets, or along the bleak waters, or

amidst the leafless woods, just as the

humour seized him ; for he was not

an Edwin or Harold, who reserved

speculation only for lonely brooks and
pastoral hills. Maltravers delighted

to contemplate nature in men as well

as in sheep or trees. The humblest

alley in a crowded town had some-

thing poetical for him ; he was ever

ready to niix in a crowd, if it were

only gathered round a barrel-organ or

a dog-fight, and listen to all that was

said, and notice all that was done.

And this I take to be the true poetical

temperament essential to every artist

who aspires to be something more
than a scene-painter. But, above all

things, he was most interested in any
display of human passions or affec-

tions ; he loved to see the true colours

of the heart, where they are most
transparent—in the uneducated and
poor— for he was something of an
optimist, and had a hearty faith in

the loveliness of our nature. Perhaps,

indeed, he owed much of the insight

into and mastery over character that

No. 182.

he was afterwards considered to dis

play, to his disbelief that there is any

wickedness so dark as not to be sus-

ceptible of the light in some place or

another. But Maltravers had his fits

of unsociability, and then nothing but

the most solitary scenes delighted

him. Winter or summer, barren

waste or prodigal verdure, all had

beauty in his eyes ; for their beauty

lay in his own soul, through which he

beheld them. From the^e walks he

would return home at dusk, take his

simple meal, rhyme or read away the

long evenings with such alternation

as music or the dreamy thoughts of a

young man with gay life before him
could afford. Happy Maltravers !

—
youth and genius have luxuries all

the Rothschilds cannot purchase

!

And yet, Maltravers, you are ambi-

tious !—life moves too slowly for you !

—you would push on the wheels of

the clock!— Fool— brilliant fool!—
you are eighteen and a poet !—What
more can you desire ?—Bid Time stop

for ever

!

One morning Ernest rose earlier

than his wont, and sauntered care-

lessly through the conservatory which

adjoined his sitting-room ; observing

the plants with placid curiosity (for

besides being a little of a botanist, he

had odd visionary notions about the

life of plants, and he saw in them a

hundred mysteries which the herbalist s

do not teach us,) when he heard a low

and very musical voice singing at a

little distance. He listened and recog-

nised with surprise words of his own,

which he had lately set to music, and

was sufficiently pleased with to sing

nightly.

When the song ended, Maltravers

stole softly through the conservatory,

and as he opened the door which led

into the gardes, he saw at the open

window of a little room which was

apportioned to Alice, and jutted out

from the building in the fanciful irre-

gularity common to ornamental cot-
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(ages, the form of his discarded pupil.

She did not observe him ; and it was

not till he twice called her by name
that she started from her thoughtful

and melancholy posture.

" Alice," said he, gently, " put on

your bonnet, and walk with me in the

garden : you look pale, child ; the

fresh air will do you good."

Alice coloured and smiled, and in a

few moments was by his side. Mal-

travers, meanwhile, had gone in and

lighted his meerschaum, for it was his

great inspirer whenever his thoughts

were perplexed, or he felt his usual

fluency likely to fail him, and such

was the case now. With this faithful

ally he awaited Alice in the little

walk that circled the lawn, amidst

shrubs and evergreens.

" Alice," said he, after a pause.; but

he stopped short.

Alice looked up at him with grave

respect.

" Tush !

" said Maltravers ; " per-

haps the smoke is unpleasant to you.

It is a bad habit of mine."

"No, sir," answered Alice; and
she seemed disappointed. Maltravers

paused and picked up a snowdrop.
" It is pretty," he said ; " do you

love flowers 1

"

" Ob, dearly," answered Alice, with

some enthusiasm :
" I never saw many

till I came here."

" Now then, I can go on," thought

Maltravers : why, I cannot say, for I

do not see the sequitur; but on he

went in medias res. " Alice, you sing

charmingly."
" Ah 1 sir, you—you—" she stopped

abruptly, and trembled visibly.

" Yes, I overheard you, Alice."

" And you are angryV
" I !—Heaven forbid ! It is a talent,

but you don't know what that is; I

mean it is an excellent thing to have

an ear, and a voice, and a heart for

music; and you have all three.''

He paused, for he felt his hand
touched ; Alice suddenly clasped and

kissed it. Maltravers thrilled through
his whole frame ; but there was some-

thing in the girl's look that showed
she was wholly unaware that she had
committed an unmaidenly or forward

action.

" I was so afraid you would be
angry," she said, wiping her eyes as

she dropped his hand ;
" and now I

suppose you know all."

" All
!

"

" Yes ; how I listened to you every

evening, and lay awake the whole

night with the music ringing in my
ears, till I tried to go over it myself;

and so at last I ventured to sing aloud.

I like that much better than learning

to read."

All this was delightful to Maltra-

vers : the girl had touched upon one

of his weak points : however, he re-

mained silent. Alice continued.

"And now, sir, I hope you will

let me come and sit outside the door

every evening and hear you ; I will

make no noise—I will be so quiet."

" What, in that cold corridor, these

bitter nights ?

"

" I am used to cold, sir. Fathei

would not let me have a fire when he
was not at home."

'• No, Alice, but you shall come
into the room while I play, and I will

give you a lesson or two. I am glad

you have so good an ear ; it may be

a means of your earning your own
honest livelihood when you leave me.''

" When I but I never intend tc

leave you, sir !" said Alice, beginning

fearfully and ending calmly.

Maltravers had recourse to the

meerschaum.

Luckily, perhaps, at this time, they

were joined by Mr. Simcox$ the old

writing-master. Alice wont in to

prepare her books ; but Maltravers

laid bis hand upon the preceptor's

shoulder.

" You have a quick pupil, I hope
sir," said he.

"0 very, very, Mr. Butler. She
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comes oq famously. She practises

a great deal when I am away, and I

do my best."

" And," asked Maltravers, in a

grave tone, " have you succeeded in

instilling into the poor child's mind
some of those more sacred notions of

which I spoke to you in our first

meeting ]

"

" Why, sir, she was indeed quite a

heathen—quite a Mahometan, I may
«ay ; but she is a little better now."

" What have you taught her]"
" That God made her."

" That is a great step."

" And that he loves good girls, and
Irill watch over them."
" Bravo ! You beat Plato."

" No, sir, I never beat any one,

except little Jack Turner ; but he is

a dunce."
" Bah ! What else do you teach

her?"
" That the devil runs away with bad

girls, and "

" Stop there, Mr. Simcox. Never
mind the devil yet awhile. Let her

first learn to do good, that God may
love her; the rest will follow. I

would rather make people religious

through their best feelings than their

worst,—through their gratitude and
affections, rather than their fears and
calculations of risk and punishment."

Mr. Simcox stared.

" Does she say her prayers 1
"

" I have taught her a short one."

" Did she learn it readily ]

"

" Lord love her, yes ! \Vhen I told

her she ought to pray to God to bless

her benefactor, she would not rest till

I had repeated a prayer out of our

Sunday-school book, and she got it

by heart at once."

" Enough, Mr. Simcox. I will not

detain you longer."

Forgetful of his untasted breakfast,

Maltravers continued his meerschaum
and his reflexions : he did not cease,

till he had convinced himself that he

was but doing hi* duty to Alice, by

teaching her to cultivate the charming
talent she evidently possessed, and
through which she might secure her

own independence. He fancied that

he should thus relieve himself of a

charge and responsibility, which often

perplexed him. Alice would leave

him, enabled to walk the world in an
honest professional path. It was an
excellent idea. " But there is danger,"

whispered Conscience. "Ay," an-

swered Philosophy and Pride, those

wise dupes that are always so solemn,

and always so taken in ;
" but what is

virtue without trial 1
"

And now every evening, when the

windows were closed, and the hearth

burnt clear, while the winds stormed,

and the rain beat without, a lithe

and lovely shape hovered about the

student's chamber : and his wild

songs were sung by a voice, which
Nature had made even sweeter than

his own.

Alice's talent for music was indeed

surprising ; enthusiastic and quick, as

he himself was in all he undertook,

Maltravers was amazed at her rapid

progress. He soon taught her to play

by ear ; and Maltravers could not but

notice that her hand, always delicate

in shape, had lost the rude colour and
roughness of labour. He thought of

that pretty hand more often than he

ought to have done, and guided it over

the keys, when it could have found its

way very well without him.

On coming to the cottage, he had
directed the old servant to provide

suitable and proper clothes for Alice

;

but now that she was admitted, " to

sit with the gentleman," the crone had
the sense, without waiting for new
orders, to buy the "pretty young
woman " garments, still indeed simple,

but of better materials, and less rustic

fashion ; and Alice's redundant tresses

were now carefully arranged into

orderly and glossy curls, and even

the texture was no longer the same :

and happiness and health bloomed on
c2
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her downy cheeks, and smiled from
the dewy lips, which never quite closed

over the fresh white teeth, except when
she was sad ;—but that seemed never,

now she was not banished from Mal-

travers.

To say nothing of the unusual grace

and delicacy of Alice's form and
features, there is nearly always some-

thing of Nature's own gentility in

very young women (except, indeed,

when they get together and fall a-

viggling) ; it shames us men to see

how much sooner they are polished

into conventional shape, than our

rough, masculine angles. A vulgar

boy requires, Heaven knows what
assiduity, to move three steps—I do
not say like a gentleman, but like a

body that has a soul in it ; but give

the least advantage of society or

tuition to a peasant girl, and a hundred
to one but she will glide into refine-

ment before the boy can make a bow
without upsetting the table. There
is sentiment in all women, and senti-

ment gives delicacy to thought, and

tact to manner. But sentiment with

men is generally acquired, an offspring

of the intellectual quality, not, as

with the other sex, of the moral.

In the course of his musical and
vocal lessons, Maltravers gently took

the occasion to correct poor Alice's

frequent offences against grammar and
accent; and her memory was prodi-

giously quick and retentive. The
very tones of her voice seemed altered

in the ear of Maltravers ; and, some-

how or other, the time came when he

was no longer sensible of the difference

in their rank.

The old woman-servant, when she

had seen how it would be from the

first, and-taken a pride in her own pro-

phecy, as she ordered Alice's new
dresses, was a much better philosopher

than Maltravers; though he was

already up to his eart, in the moon-lit

abyss of Plato ; and had filled a dozen

common-place books with criticisms

on Kant.

CHAPTER VL

* Young man, I fear thy blood is rosy red.

Thy heart is soft."

D'Aguilar's Fiesco, Act iil, So. 1.

As education does not consist in read-

ing and writing only, so Alice, while

still very backward in those elemen-

tary arts, forestalled some of their

maturest results in her intercourse

with Maltravers. Before the inocula-

tion took effect, she caught knowledge

in the natural way. For the refine-

ment of a graceful mind and a happy

manner is very contagious. And
Maltravers was encouraged by her

quickness in music to attempt such

instruction in other studies as con-

versation could afford. It is a hotter

school than parents and masters think

for : there was a time when all infor-

mation was given orally ; and pro-

bably the Athenians learned more
from hearing Aristotle, than we do
from reading him. It was a delicious

revival of Academe—in the walks, or

beneath the rustic porticoes of that

little cottage,— the romantic philo-

sopher and the beautiful disciple ! And
his talk wasmuch like that of a sage of

the early world, with some wistful and

earnest savage for a listener :—of the

stars and their courses—of beasts, and
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birds, and fishes, and plants and
flowers—the wide Family of Nature

—of the beneficence and power of God
—of the mystic and spiritual history

of Man.
Charmed by her attention and do-

cility, Maltravers at length diverged

from lore into poetry ; he would repeat

to her the simplest and most natural

passages he could remember in his

favourite poets; he would himself

compose verses elaborately adapted to

her understanding : she liked the last

the best, and learned them the easiest.

Never had young poet a more gracious

inspiration, and never did this inhar-

monious world more complacently re-

solve itself into soft dreams, as if to

humour the novitiate of the victims it

must speedily take into its joyless

priesthood. And Alice had now
quietly and insensibly carved out her

own avocations— the tenour of her

service. The plants in the conver-

vatory had passed under her care, and

no one else was privileged to touch

Maltravers' books, or arrange the

sacred litter of a student's apartment.

When he came down in the morning,

or returned from his walks, every

thing was in order, yet by a kind of

magic, just as he wished it ; the

flowers he loved best, bloomed, fresh-

gathered, on his table ; the very posi-

tion of the large chair, just in that

corner by the fire-place, whence on
entering the room, its hospitable arms
opened with the most cordial air of

welcome, bespoke the presiding genius

of a woman ; and then, precisely as

the clock struck eight, Alice entered,

bo pretty and smiling, and happy-

looking, that it was no wonder the

single hour at first allotted to her ex-

tended into three.

Was Alice in love with Maltravers ?

—She certainly did not exhibit the

symptoms in thfi ordinary way—she

did not grew more reserved, and
agitated, and timid— there was no
worm in the bud of her damask cheek

;

nay, though from the first she had

been tolerably bold, she was more free

and confidential, more at her ease

every day ; in fact, she never for a

moment suspected that she ought to

be otherwise; she had not the con-

ventional and sensitive delicacy of

girls, who, whatever their rank of life,

have been taught that there is s-

mystery and a peril in love ; she hac

a vague idea about girls going wrong,

but she did not know that love had any

thing to do with it ; on the contraiy,

according to her father, it had con-

nexion with money, not love ; all that

she felt was so natural, and so very

sinless. Could she help being so de-

lighted to listen to him, and so grieved

to depart? What thus she felt she

expressed, no less simply and no less

guilelessly : and the candour some-

times completely blinded and misled

him. No, she could not be in love,

or she could not so frankly own that

she loved him—it was a sisterly and

grateful sentiment.
" The dear girl—I am rejoiced to

think so," said Maltravers to himself

;

" I knew there would be no danger."

Was he not in love himself?—the

reader must decide.

" Alice," said Maltravers, one even-

ing, after a long pause of thought and
abstraction on his side, while she wa«

unconsciously practising her last les

son on the piano—" Alice,—no, donf

turn round—sit where you are, but

listen to me. We cannot live always

in this way."

Alice was instantly disobedient

—

she did turn round, and those great

blue eyes were fixed on his own with

such anxiety and alarm, that he had

no resource but to get up and look

round for the meerschaum. But Alice,

who divined by an instinct his lightest

wish, brought it to him, while he was

yet hunting, amidst the further cor-

ners of the room, in places where it

was certain not to be. There it

was, already filled with the fragrant
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Salonica, glittering with the gilt pas-

'

tile, which, not too healthfully, adulte-

rates the seductive weed, with odours

that pacify the repugnant censure of

the fastidious—for Maltravers was an

epicurean even in his worst habits ;

—

there it was, I say, in that pretty

hand which he had to touch as he

took it ; and while he lit the weed,

he had again to blush and shrink

beneath those great blue eyes.

" Thank you, Alice," he said

:

" thank you. Do sit down—there

—

out of the draught. I am going to

open the window, the night is so

lovely."

He opened the casement, overgrown

with creepers, and the moonlight lay

fair and breathless upon the smooth

lawn. The calm and holiness of the

night soothed and elevated his

thoughts, he had cut himself off from

the eyes of Alice, and he proceeded

with a firm, though gentle voice :

—

" My dear Alice, we cannot always

live together in this way; you are

now wise enough to understand me,

bo listen patiently. A young woman
never wants a fortune so long as she

has a good character ; she is always

poor and despised without one. Now,
A good character in this world is lost

as much by imprudence as guilt

;

and if you were to live with me much
longer, it would be imprudent, and

your character would suffer so much
that you would not be able to make
your own way in the world ; far, then,

from doing you a service, I should

have done you a deadly injury, which

I could not atone for : besides,

Heaven knows what may happen
worse than imprudence; for, I am
verry sorry to say," added Maltravers,

with great gravity, "that you are

much too pretty and engaging to

—

to—in short, it won't do. I must go
home ; my friends will have a right

to complain of me, if I remain thus

lost to them many weeks longer.

And you, my dear Alice, are now

sufficiently advanced to receive better

instruction than I or Mr. Simcox can

give you. I therefore propose to

place you in some respectable family,

where you will have more comfort,

and a higher station than you have

here. You can finish your education,

and instead of being taught, you will

be thus enabled to become a teacher

to others. With your beauty, Alice,"

(and Maltravers sighed,) "and natural

talents, and amiable temper, you have

only to act well and prudently, to

secure at last a worthy husband and

a happy home. Have you heard me,
Alice 1 Such is the plan I have formed

for you."

The young man thought as he

spoke, with honest kindness and
upright honour; it was a bitterer

sacrifice than perhaps the reader

thinks for. But Maltravers, if he had

an impassioned, had not a selfish,

heart; and he felt, to use his own
expression, more emphatic than elo-

quent, that " it would not do," to live

any longer alone with this beautiful

girl, like the two children, whom the

good Fairy kept safe from sin and the

world in the Pavilion of Roses.

But Alice comprehended neither

the danger to herself, nor the tempta-

tions that Maltravers, if he could not

resist, desired to shun. She rose,

pale and trembling—approached Mal-

travers, and laid her hand gently on
his arm.
" I will go away, when and where

you wish—the sooner the better—to-

morrow—yes, to-morrow; you are

ashamed of poor Alice ; and it has

been very silly in me to be so happy."

(She struggled with her emotion for

a moment, and went on.) " You
know Heaven can hear me, even when
I am away from you, and when I

know more I can pray better; and
Heaven will bless you, sir, and make
you happy, for I never can pray for

anything else."

With tb«>s« words she turned away,
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and walked proudly towards the door.

But when she reached the threshold,

she stopped and looked round, as if to

take a last farewell. All the associa-

tions and memories of that beloved

spot rushed upon her—she gasped for

breath,—tottered,—and fell to the

ground insensible.

Maltravers was already by her side
;

he lifted her lightweight in his arms

;

he uttered wild and impassioned ex-

clamations—"Alice, beloved Alice

—

forgive me ; we will never part
!

" He
chafed her hands in his own, while her

head lay on his bosom, and he kissed

again and again those beautiful eye
lids, till they opened slowly upon him,

and the tender arms tightened round
him involuntarily.

"Alice," he whispered — "Alice,
dear Alice, I love thee." Alas, it was
true : he loved—and forgot all but

that love. He was eighteen

CHAPTER VIL

"How like a younker or a prodigal,

The scarfed bark puts from her native bay I
**

Merchant of Venice,

We are apt to connect the voice of

Conscience with the stillness of mid-

night. But I think we wrong that

innocent hour. It is that terrible

" next morning," when reason is wide

awake, upon which remorse fastens

its fangs. Has a man gambled away

his all, or shot his friend in a duel

—

has he committed a crime, or incurred

a laugh—it is the next morning, when

the irretrievable Past rises before him

like a spectre ; then doth the church-

yard of memory yield up its griesly

dead—then is the witching hour when

the foul fend within us can least

tempt perhaps, but most torment. At

night we have one thing to hope for,

one refuge to fly to—oblivion and

sleep 1 But at morning, sleep is over,

and Tfi are called upon coldly to

review, and re-act, and live again the

waking bitterness of self-reproach.

Maltravers rose a penitent and un-

happy man—remorse was new to him,

and he felt as if he had committed a

treacherous and fraudulent as well as

guilty deed. This poor girl, she was

so innocent, so confiding, so unpro-

tected, even by her own sense of right.

He went down stairs listless and
dispirited. He longed yet dreaded

to encounter Alice. He heard her

step in the conservatory— paused,

irresolute, and at length joined her.

For the first time she blushed and
trembled, and her eyes shunned his.

But when he kissed her hand in

silence, she whispered, " And am I

now to leave you ]
" And Maltravers

answered fervently, " Never !
" and

then her face grew so radiant with

joy, that Maltravers was comforted

despite himself. Alice knew no re-

morse, though she felt agitated and
ashamed; as she had not compre-
hended the danger, neither was she

aware of the fall. In fact, she never

thought of hei^elf. Her whole sou!

was with him ; she gave him back iv

love the spirit she had caught from
him in knowledge.

And they strolled together through

the garden all that day, and Mal-

travers grew reconciled to himself.

He had done wrong, it is true ; but

then perhaps Alice had already suf

fered a3 much as she sould in th#
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world's opinion, by living with him
alone, though innocent, so long. And
now she had an everlasting claim to

his protection—she should never know
shame or want. And the love that

had led to the wrong, should, by fide-

lity and devotion, take from it the

character of sin.

Natural and commonplace sophis-

tries ! L'homme se pique ! as old

Montaigne said; Man is his own
sharper ! The conscience is the most
elastic material in the world. To-day

you cannot stretch it over a mole-hill,

to morrow it hides a mountain.

how happy they were now—that

young pair ! How the days flew like

dreams ! Time went on, winter passed

away, and the early spring, with its

flowers and sunshine, was like a mirror

<p their own youth. Alice never ac-

companied Maltravers in his walks

abroad, partly because she feared to

meet her father, and partly because

Maltravers himself was fastidiously

averse to all publicity. But then they

had all that little world of three acres

—lawn and fountain, shrubbery and

terrace, to themselves, and Alice nevei

asked if there was any other world

without. She was now quite a scnolar,

as Mr. Simcox himself averred. She

could read aloud and fluently to Mal-

travers, and copied out his poetry in

a small, fluctuating hand, and he had

no longer to chase throughout his

vocabulary for short Saxon monosyl-

lables to make the bridge of inter-

course between their ideas. Eros

and Psyche are ever united, and

Love opens all the petals of the soul.

On one subject alone, Maltravers was

less eloquent than of yore. He had

not succeeded as a moralist, and he

thought it hypocritical to preach what

he did not practise. But Alice was

gentler and purer, and as far as she

knew, sweet fool ! better than ever

—

she had invented a new prayer for

herself; and she prayed as regu-

larly and as fervently as if she were

doing nothing amiss. But the code of

heaven is gentler than that of earth,

and does not declare that ignorance

excuseth not the crime.
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CHAPTEB VIIL

' Some cloud6 sweep on as vultures for their prey.

• * * *

No azure more shall robe the firmament,

Nor spangled stars he glorious.'*

Byron, Heaven and Earth.

It was a lovely evening in April, the

weather was unusually mild and se-

rene for that time of the year, in the

northern districts of our isle, and the

bright drops of a recent shower

Bparkled upon the buds of the lilac

and laburnum that clustered round

the cottage of Maltravers. The little

fountain that played in the centre of

a circular basin, on whose clear surface

the broad-leaved water-lily cast its

fairy shadow, added to the fresh green

of the lawn ;

—

" And softe as velvet the yonge grass,**

on which the rare and early flowers

were closing their heavy lids. That
twilight shower had given a racy and
vigorous sweetness to the air which

stole over many a bank of violets, and
slightly stirred the golden ringlets of

Alice as she sate by the side of her

entranced and silent lover.—They
were seated on a rustic bench just

without the cottage, and the open
windows behind them admitted the

view of that happy room—with its

litter of books and musical instru-

ments—eloquent of the Poetry of

Home.
Maltravers was silent, for his flexile

and excitable fancy was conjuring up
a thousand shapes along that trans-

parent air, or upon those shadowy
violet banks. He was not thinking,

he was imagining. His genius re-

posed dreamily upon the calm, but

exquisite sense of his happiness. Alice

was not absolutely in his thoughts,

but unconsciously she coloured them
all—if she had left his side, the whole
charm would have been broken. But
Alice, who was not a poet or a genius,

v:as thinking, and thinking only of

Maltravers. . . . His image was "the
broken mirror " multiplied in 8

thousand faithful fragments, over

every thing fair and soft in that

lovely microcosm before her. But
they were both alike in one thing

—

they were not with the Future, they

were sensible of the Present—the

sense of the actual life, the enjoyment
of the breathing time, was strong

within them. Such is the privilege

of the extremes of our existence

—

Youth and Age. Middle life is never

with to-day, its home is in to-morrow

. . . . anxious, and scheming, and
desiring, and wishing this plot ripened

and that hope fulfilled, while every

wave of the forgotten Time brings i.t

nearer and nearer to the end of all

things. Half our life is consumed in

longing to be nearer death.
" Alice," said Maltravers, waking at

last from his reverie, and drawing that

light, childlike form nearer to him,
" you enjoy this hour as much as I do."

" Oh, much more !

"

" More ! and why so 1

"

" Because 1 am thinking of you,

and perhaps you are not thinking of

yourself."

Maltravers smiled and stroked

those beautiful ringlets, and kissed

that smooth, innocent forehead, and
Alice nestled herself in his breast
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"How young you look by this light,

Alice
!

" said he, tenderly looking

down.
" Would you love me less if I were

old 1 " asked Alice.

" I suppose I should never have

loved you in the same way, if you
had been old when I first saw you."

" Yet I am sure I should have felt

the same for you if you had been—oh

!

ever so old !

"

" What, with wrinkled cheeks, and
palsied head, and a brown wig, and
no teeth, like Mr. Simcox?"

" Oh, but you could never be like

that ! You would always look young
—your heart would be always in your

face. That dear smile—ah, you would
look beautiful to the last

!

"

" But Simcox, though not very

lovely now, has been, I dare say,

handsomer than I am, Alice; and I

shall be contented to look as well

when I am as old."

" I should never know you were old,

because I can see you just as I please.

Sometimes, when you are thoughtful,

your brows meet, and you look so

stern that I tremble ; but then I

think of you when you last smiled,

and look up again, and though you

are frowning still, you seem to smile.

I am sure you are different to other

eyes than to mine. . . . and time must

kill me before, in my sight, it could

alter you."
" Sweet Alice, you talk eloquently,

for you talk love."

" My heart talks to you. Ah ! I

wish it could say all it felt. I wish it

could make poetry like you, or that

words were music— I would never

speak to you in anything else. I was

so delighted to learn music, because

when I played I seemed to be talking

to you. I am sure that whoever

invented music did it because he loved

dearly and wanted to say so. I said

he,' but I think it was a woman.
Was it?"

" The Greeks I told you of, and

whose life was music, thought it was

a god."
- Ah, but you say the Greeks made

Love a god. Were they wicked for it T'

" Our own God above is Love," said

Ernest, seriously, u as our own poets

have said and sung. But it is a love

of another nature—divine, not human.
Come, we will go within, the air grows
cold for you."

They entered, his arm round her

waist. The room smiled upon them
its quiet welcome ; and Alice, whose
heart had not half vented its fulness,

sat down to the instrument still to
" talk love " in her own way.

But it was Saturday evening. Now
every Saturday, Maltravers received

from the neighbouring town the pro-

vincial newspaper—it was his only

medium of communication with the

great world. But it was not for that

communication that he always seized

it with avidity, and fed on it with

interest. The county in which his

father resided bordered on the shire

in which Ernest sojourned, and the

paper included the news of that

familiar district in its comprehen-

sive columns. It therefore satisfied

Ernest's conscience and soothed his

filial anxieties to read, from time to

time, that "Mr. Maltravers was enter-

taining a distinguished party of friends

at his noble mansion of Lisle Court
;

"

or that " Mr. Maltravers* fox-hounds

had met on such a day at something

copse
;

" or that " Mr. Maltravers,

with his usual munificence, had sub-

scribed twenty guineas to the new
county gaol." . . . And as now Mal-

travers saw the expected paper laid

beside the hissing urn, he seized it

eagerly, tore the envelope,and hastened

to the well-known corner appropriated

to the paternal district. The very

first words that struck his eyes were

these :—

>

"ALARMING ILLNESS OF MR. MALTRAVERS.

" We regret to state that this exem-
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plary and distinguished gentleman

was suddenly seized on Wednesday
night with a severe spasmodic affec-

tion. Dr. was immediately sent

for, who pronounced it to be gout

in the stomach— the first medical

assistance from London has been

summoned.
" Postscript.—We havejust learned,

in answer to our inquiries at Li>:e

Court, that the respected owner is con-

siderably worse : but slight hopes are

entertained of his recover}'. Captain

Malt ravers, his eldest son and heir, is

at Lisle Court. An express has been

despatched in search of Mr. Ernest

Maltravers, who, involved by his high

English spirit in some dispute with

the authorities of a despotic govern-

ment, had suddenly disappeared from

Gottingen, where bis extraordinary

talents had highly distinguished him.

He is supposed to be staying at

Paris."

The paper dropped on the floor.

Ernest threw himself back on the

chair, and covered his face with his

hands.

Alice was beside him in a moment.
He looked up, and caught her wistful

and terrified gaze. " Oh, Alice
!

" he

cried, bitterly, and almost pushing

her away, " if you could but guess my
remorse ! " Then springing on his

feet, he hurried from the room.

Presently the whole house was in

commotion. The gardener, who was
always in the house about supper-

time, flew to the town for post-horses.

The old woman was in despair about

the laundress, for her first and only

thought was for "master's shirts."

Ernest locked himself in his room.
Alice ! poor Alice !

In little more than twenty minutes,

the chaise was at the door : and Ernest,

pale as death, came into the room
where he had left Alice.

She was seated on the floor, and the

fatal paper was on her lap. She had
been endeavouring, in vain, to learn

what had so sensibly affected Mai
travers, for, as I said before, she was
unacquainted with his real name, and
therefore the ominous paragraph did

not even arrest her eye.

He took the paper from her, for he
wanted again and again to read it

:

some little word of hope or encourage-

ment must have escaped him. And
then Alice flung herself on his breast.

" Do not weep," said he ; " Heaven
knows I have sorrow enough of my
own ! My father is dying ! So kind,

so generous, so indulgent ! God,
forgive me ! Compose yourself, Alice.

You will hear from me in a day or two."

He kissed her; but the kiss was
"Cold and forced. He hurried away.

She heard the wheels grate on the

pebbles. She rushed to the window

;

but that beloved face was not visible.

Maltravers had drawn the blinds, and
thrown himself back to indulge his

grief. A moment more, and even the

vehicle that bore him away was gone.

And before her were the flowers, and
the star-lit lawn, and the playful

fountain, and the bench where they

had sat in such heartfelt and serene

delight. He was gone ; and often,—

oh, how often, did Alice remember
that his last words had been uttered

in estranged tones— that his last

embrace had been without love I
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CHAPTER IX.

•* Thy due from m«
Is tears ; and heavy sorrows of the blood,

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness,

Shall, O dear father, pay thee plentcously !
"

Second Part of Henry IV. y Act iv., So. 4.

It was late at night when the chaise

that bore Maltravers stopped at the

gates of a park lodge. It seemed an

age before the peasant within was

aroused from the deep sleep of labour-

loving health. " My father," he cried,

while the gate creaked on its hinges :

"my father— is he better'* Is he

alive ?

"

" Oh, bless your heart, Master

Ernest, the 'squire was a little better

this evening."
" Thank heaven ! On—on !

"

The horses smoked and galloped

along a road that wound through

venerable and ancient groves. The
moonlight slept soft upon the sward,

and the cattle, disturbed from their

sleep, rozo lazily up, and gazed upon
the unseasonable intruder.

It is a wild and weird scene, one of

those noble English parks at mid-

night, with its rough forest-ground

broken into dell and valley, its never-

Innovated and mossy grass, overrun

with fern, and its immemorial trees,

that have looked upon the birth, and
'ook yet upon the graves, of a hundred
generations. Such spots are the last

proud and melancholy trace ofNorman

knighthood and old romance, left to

the laughing landscapes of cultivated

England. They always throw some-

thing of shadow and solemn gloom
upon minds that feel their associa-

tions, like that which belongs to some
ancieut and holy edifice. They are

the cathedral aisles of Nature, with

their darkened vistas, and columned
trunks, and arches of mighty foliage.

But in ordinary times the gloom is

pleasing, and more delightful than all

the cheerful lawns and sunny slopes

of the modern taste. Now to Mal-

travers it was ominous and oppressive

:

the darkness of death seemed brooding

in every shadow, and its warning voice

moaning in every breeze.

The wheels stopped again. Lights

flitted across the basement story ; and
one above, more dim than the rest,

shone palely from the room in which

the sick man slept. The bell rang

shrilly out from amidst the dark ivy

that clung around the porch. The
heavy door swung back—Maltravers

was on the threshold. His father

lived—was better—was awake. The
son was in the father's arms.
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CHAPTER X.

- The guardian oak
Mourn'd o'er the roof it shelter'd : the thick air

Labour'd with doleful sounds."

—

Elliott of Sheffield.

Many days had passed, and Alice was

still alone ; but she had heard twice

from Maltravers. The letters were

short and hurried. One time his

father was better, and there were

hopes ; another time, and it was not

•expected that he could survive the

ireek. They were the first letters

Alice had ever received from him.

Those first letters are an event in a

girl's life—in Alice's life they were a

very melancholy one. Ernest did not

ask her to write to him ; in fact, he

felt, at such an hour, a repugnance to

disclose his real name, and receive the

letters of clandestine love in the house

in which a father lay in death. He
might have given the feigned address

he had previously assumed, at some
distant post-town, where his person

was not known. But, then, to obtain

such letters he must quit his father's

side for hours. The thing was im-

possible. These difficulties Maltravers

did not explain to Alice.

She thought it singular he did not

wish to hear from her ; but Alice was

humble. What could she say worth

troubling him with, and at such an
hour 1 But how kind in him to write

!

how precious those letters ! and yet

they disappointed her, and cost her

floods of tears : they were so short

—

so full of sorrow—there was so little

love in them ; and " dear," or even
" dearest Alice," that, uttered by the

voice, was so tender, looked cold upon

the lifeless paper. If she but knew
the exact spot where he was, it would

be Horoc comfort ; but she only knew

that he was away, and in grief; and
though he was little more than thirty

mile3 distant, she felt as if immeasur-
able space divided them. However,

she consoled herself as she could ; and
strove to shorten the long miserable

day by playing over all the airs he

liked, and reading all the passages he

had commended. She should be so

improved when he returned ; and how
lovely the garden would look! for

every day its trees and bosquets caught

a new smile from the deepening spring.

Oh, they would be so happy once

more ! Alice now learned the life

that lies in the future ; and her young
heart had not, as yet, been taught

that of that future there is any prophet

but Hope

!

Maltravers, on quitting the cottage,

had forgotten that Alice was without

money ; and now that he found his

stay would be indefinitely prolonged,

he sent a remittance. Several bills

were unpaid— some portion of the

rent was due ; and Alice, as she was

desired, intrusted the old servanf

with a bank note, with which she was

to discharge these petty debts. One
evening, as she brought Alice the

surplus, the good dame seemed greatly

discomposed. She was pale and agi-

tated ; or, as she expressed it, " had a

terrible fit of the shakes."
" What is the matter, Mrs. Jones 1

you have no news of him—of—of my
—of your master 1

"

" Dear heart, miss—no," answered

Mrs. Jones ;
" how should 1 t Bir

I'm sure I don't wish to frighten yc
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there has heen two sitch robberies in

the neighbourhood ?

"

" 0, thank Heaven that's all !
" ex-

claimed Alice.

" 0, don't go for to thank Heaven
for that, miss ; it's a shocking thing

for two lone females like us, and them
ere windows all open to the ground !

You sees, as I was taking the note to

be changed at Mr. Harris's, the great

grocer's shop, where all the poor folk

was a buying agin to-morrow " (for it

was Saturday night, the second Satur-

day after Ernest's departure; from

that hegira Alice dated all her chrono-

logy), " and every body was a-talking

about the robberies last night. La,

miss, they bound old Betty— you

know Betty— a most respectable

oman, who has known sorrows,, and

drinks tea with me once a week. Well,

miss, they (only think !) bound Betty

to the bed-post, with nothing on her

but her shift—poor old soul ! And as

Mr. Harris gave me the change, (please

to see, miss, it 's all right,) and I asked

for half gould, miss, it 's more conve-

nient, sitch an ill-looking fellow was

by me, a buying o' baccy, and he did

so stare at the money, that I vows I

thought he'd have rin away with it

from the counter ; so I grabbled it

up and went away. But, would you

believe, miss, just as I got into the

lane, afore you turns through the

gate, I chanced to look back, and
there, sure enough, was that ugly fel-

low close behind, a running like mad.

0, 1 set up such a skreetch ; and young
Dobbins was a taking his cow out of

the field, and he perked up over the

hedge when he heard me ; and the

;ow, too, with her horns, Lord bless

her ! So the fellow stopped, and I

bustled through the gate, and got

home. But la, miss, if we are all

robbed and murdered?"
Alice had not heard much of this

harangue ; but what she did hear, very

slightly affected her strong, peasant-

born nerves ; not half so much, in-

deed, as the noise Mrs. Jones made in

double-locking all the doors, and bar-

ring, as well as a peg and a rusty inch

of chain would allow, all the windows,

—which operation occupied at least

an hour and a half.

All at last was still. Mrs. Jones

had gone to bed—in the arms of sleep

she had forgotten her terrors—and
Alice had crept up stairs, and un-

dressed, and said her prayers, and
wept a little ; and, with the tears yet

moist upon her dark eyelashes, had
glided into dreams of Ernest. Mid-
night was past— the stroke of One
sounded unheard from the clock at

the foot of the stairs. The moon was

gone—a slow, drizzling rain was falling

upon the flowers, and cloud and dark-

ness gathered fast and thick around

the sky.

About this time, a low, regular,

grating sound commenced at the thin

shutters of the sitting-room below,

proceeded by a very faint noise, like

the tinkling of small fragmentfj of

glass on the gravel without. At length

it ceased, and the cautious and partial

gleam of a lanthorn fell along the

floor ; another moment, and two men
stood in the room.

" Hush, Jack !
" whispered one

;

"hang out the glim, and let's look

about us."

The dark lanthorn, now fairly un-

muffled, presented to the gaze of the

robbers nothing that could gratify

their cupidity. Books and music,

chairs, tables, carpet, and fire-irons,

though valuable enough in a house-

agent's inventory, are worthless to the

eyes of a house-breaker. They mut-

tered a mutual curse.

"Jack," said the former speaker,
" we must make a dash at the spoons

and forks, and then hey for the money.

The old girl had thirty shiner?, be-

sides flimsies."

The accomplice nodded consent
;

the lanthorn was again partially

i shaded, and with noiseless and stealthy
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steps the men quitted the apartment.

Several minutes elapsed, when Alice

was awakened from her slumber by a

loud scream : she started, all was again

silent : she must have dreamt it : her

little heart beat violently at first, but

gradually regained its tenour. She
rose, however, and tbe kindness of

her nature being more susceptible

than her fear— she imagined Mrs.

Jones micrht be ill—she would go to

her. Witi. I big idea she began partially

dressing herself, when she distinctly

heard heavy :'.. steps and a strange

voice in the roum beyond. She was
now thoroughly alarmed— her first

impulse was to escape from the house

—her next to bolt the door, and call

aloud for assistance. But who would
hear her cries ] Between the two
purposes she halted irresolute ....
and remained, pale and trembling,

seated at the foot of the bed, when a

broad light streamed through the

chinks of the door—an instant more,

and a rude hand seized her.

" Come, mem ; don't be fritted, we
won't harm you ; but where 's the

gold-dust—where 's the money 1—the

old girl says you 've got it. Fork it

over."

" mercy, mercy ! John Walters,

is that you ]
"

" Damnation !
" muttered the man,

staggering back, " so you knows me,
then : but you shan't peach

;
you

shan't scrag me, b—t you."

While he spoke he again seized

Alice, held her forcibly down with one

hand, while with the other he deli-

berately drew from a side pouch a

long case-knife. In that moment of

deadly peril, the second ruffian, who
had been hitherto delayed in securing

the servant, rushed forward. He had
heard the exclamation of Alice, he
heard the threat of his comrade ; he

darted to the bed side, cast a hurried

gaze upon Alice, and hurled the in-

tended murderer to the other side of

the room,
" What, man, art mad ]" he growled

between his teeth. " Don't you know
her ? It is Alice ;—it is my daughter."

Alice had sprung up when released

from the murderer's knife, and now,
with eyes strained and starting with
horror, gazed upon the dark and evil

face of her deliverer.

"0 God, it is—it is my father!"

she muttered, and fell sense'^s-.

" Daughter or no daughter," said

John Walters, " I shall not put my
scrag in her power; recollect how
she fritted us before, when she run
away."

Darvil stood thoughtful and per-

plexed—and hjs associate approached
doggedly with a look of such settled

ferocity as it was impossible for even
Darvil to contemplate without a
shudder.

" You say right," muttered the

father, after a pause ; but fixing his

strong gripe on his comrade's shoulder,—" the girl must not be left here

—

the cart has a covering. We are leav-

ing the country; I have a right to

my daughter—she shall go with us.

There, man, grab the money—it 's on
the table ; . . . . you 've got the

spoons. Now then—" as Darvil spoke

he seized his daughter in his arms

;

threw over her a shawl and a cloak that

lay at hand, and was already on the

threshold.
" I don't half like it," said Walters,

grumblingly—" it been't safe."

"At least it is as safe as murder !

"

answered Darvil, turning round, with

a ghastly grin. " Make haste."

When Alice recovered her senses,

the dawn was breaking slowly along

desolate and sullen hills. She was

lying upon rough straw—the cart was

jolting over the ruts of a precipitous,

lonely road,—and by her side scowled

the face of that dreadful father.
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CHAPTER XI.

1 Yet he beholds her with the eyes of mind

—

He sees the form which he no more shall meet

—

She like a passionate thought is come and gone,

While at his feet the bright rill bubbles on."

EixroTT of Sheffield.

It was a little more three weeks after

that fearful night, when the chaise of

Maitravers stopped at the cottage door

—the windows were shut up ; no one

answered the repeated summons of

the post-boy. Maltravers himself,

alarmed and amazed, descended from

the vehicle : he was in deep mourning.

He went impatiently to the back en-

trance ; that also was locked ; round

to the French windows of the drawing-

room, always hitherto half-opened,

even in the frosty days of winter,

—

they were now closed like the rest.

He shouted in terror, "Alice ! Alice !

"

—no sweet voice answered in breath-

less joy, no fairy step bounded forward

in welcome. At this moment, how-

ever, appeared the form of the gar-

dener, coming across the lawn. The
tale was soon told ; the house had

been robbed—the old woman at morn-

ing foutnd gagged and fastened to her

bed-post—Alice flown. A magistrate

had been applied to,—suspicion fell

upon the fugitive. None knew any-

thing of her origin or name, not even

the old woman. Maltravers had na-

turally and sedulously ordained Alice

to preserve that secret, and she was

too much in fear of being detected

and claimed by her father, not to obey

the injunction with scrupulous cau-

tion. But it was known, at least, that

she had entered the house a poor

peasant girl ; and what more common
than for ladies of a certain description

to rim away from their lover, and tako

me of his property by mistake?

And a poor girl like Alice—what else

could be expected l The magistrate

smiled, and the constables laughed.

After all, it was a good joke at the

young gentleman's expense ! Per-

haps, as they had no orders from
Maltravers, and they did not know
where to find him, and thought he

would be little inclined to prosecute,

the search was not very rigorous.

But two houses had been roWjed the

night before. Their owners were

more on the alert. Suspicion fell

upon a man of infamous character,

John Walters ; he had disappeared

fiom the place. He had been last

seen with an idle, drunken fellow,

who was said to have known better

days, and who at one time had been

a skilful and well-paid mechanic, till

his habits of theft and drunkenness

threw him out of employ; and he

had been since accused of connexion

with a gang of coiners—tried—and

escaped from want of sufficient evi-

dence against him. That man was

Luke Darvil. His cottajre was

searched ; but he also had fled. The
trace of cart-wheels by the gate of

Maltravers gave a faint clue to pur-

suit ; and after an active search of

some days, persons answering to the

description of the suspected burglars

—with a young female in their com-

pany—were tracked to a small inn,

notorious as a resort for smugglers,

by the sea-coast. But there every

vestige of their supposed whereabout

disappeared.
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And all this was told to the stunned

Maltravers ; the garrulity of the gar-

dener precluded the necessity of his

own inquiries, and the name of Darvil

explained to him all that was dark to

others. And Alice was suspected of

the basest and the blackest guilt

!

Obscure, beloved, protected as she

had been, she could not escape the

calumny from which he had hoped

everlastingly to shield her. But did

he share that hateful thought ] Mal-

travers was too generous and too

enlightened.
" Dog !

" said he, grinding his

teeth, and clenching his hands, at

the startled menial, " dare to utter a

syllable of suspicion against her, and

I will trample the breath out of your

body
!

"

The old woman, who had vowed
that for the varsal world she would

not stay in the house after such a
" night of shakes," had now learned

the news of her master's retur_, ~nd
came hobbling up to him. She arrived

in time to hear his menace to her

fellow-servant.

" Ah, that 's right
;

give it him,

your honour, bless your good heart

—

that's what I says. Miss rob the

house ! says I—miss run away !

no—depend on it they have mur-
dered her, and buried the body."

Maltravers gasped for breath, but

without uttering another word he re-

entered the chaise and drove to the

house of the magistrate. He found that

functionary a worthy and intelligent

man of the world. To h:m he confided

the secret of Alice's birth and his own.
The magistrate concurred with him
in believing that Alice had been dis-

covered and removed by hei father.

New search was made— gold was
lavished. Maltravers himself headed

the search in person. But all cama
to the same result as before, save that

by the descriptions he heard of the

person—the dress—the tears, of th»

young female who had accompanied
the men supposed to be Darvil and
Walters, he was satisfied that Alice

yet lived ; he hoped she might yet

escape and return. In that hope he
lingered for weeks—for months, in

the neighbourhood ; but time passed,

and no tidings He was forced

at length to quit a neighbourhood at

once so saddened and endeared. But
he secured a friend in the magistrate,

who promised to communicate witi>

him if Alice returned, or her father

was discovered. He enriched Mrs,

Jones for life, in gratitude for her

vindication of his lost and early love :

he promised the amplest rewards for

the smallest clue. And with a crushed

and desponding spirit, he obeyed at

last the repeated and anxious sum-
mons of the guardian to whose care,

until his majority was attained, th<

young orphan was now intrusted.
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CHAPTER XII.

• Sure there are poets that did never dream
Upon Parnassus."

—

Dunham.

' Walk sober off, before a sprightlier age

Come tittering (in, and shove you from the stage."—Pop*.

' Hence to repose your trust in me was wise."

Drydkn's Absalom and Achitophel.

Mr. Frederick Cleveland, a younger

son of the Earl of Byrneham, and

therefore entitled to the style and

distinction of ' Honourable,' was the

guardian of Ernest Maltravers. He
was now about the age of forty-three

;

a man of letters and a man of fashion,

if the last half-obsolete expression be

permitted to us, as being at least more
classical and definite than any other

which modern euphuism has invented

to convey the same meaning. Highly

educated, and with natural abilities

considerably above mediocrity, Mr.

Cleveland early in life had glowed

with the ambition of an author

He had written well and gracefully

—

but his success, though respectable,

did not satisfy his aspirations. The
fact is, that a new school of literature

ruled the public despite the critics

—

a school very different from that in

which Mr. Cleveland had formed his

unimpassioned and po.ished periods.

And as that old Earl, who in the time

of Charles the First was the reigning

wit of the court, in the time of Charles

the Second was considered too dull

even for a butt, so every age has its

own literary stamp and coinage, and
consigns the old circulation to its

shelves and cabinets, as negletted

curiosities. Cleveland could not be-

come the fashion with the public as

an author, though the coteries cried

uini ud and the reviewers adored him

—and the ladies of quality and the

amateur dilettanti bought and bound
his volumes of careful poetry and <:a-

denced prose. But Cleveland had
high birth and a handsome compe-

tence— his manners were delightful,

his conversation fluent—and his dis

position was as amiable as his mina
was cultured. He became, therefore,

a man greatly sought after in society

—both respected and beloved. If he

had not genius, he had great good

sense ;—he did not vex his urbane

temper and kindly heart with walking

after a vain shadow, and disquieting

himself in vain. Satisfied with an

honourable and unenvied reputation,

he gave up the dream of that higher

fame which he clearly saw was denied

to his aspirations—and maintained

his good-humour with the world,

though in bis secret soul he thought

it was very wrong in its literary ca-

prices. Cleveland never married : he

lived partly in town, but principally

at Temple Grove, a villa not far from

Richmond. Here, with an excellent

library, beautiful grounds, and a circle

of attached and admiring friends,

which comprised all the u*,irc refined

and intellectual members of what is

termed, by emphasis, Good Society—
this accomplished and elegant person

passed a life, perhaps, much happier

than he would have known had his

young visions been fulfilled, and it
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had become his stormy fate to lead

the rebellious and fierce Democracy
of Letters.

Cleveland was indeed, if not a man
of high and original genius, at least,

very superor to the generality of pa-

trician authors. In retiring, himself,

from frequent exercise in the arena,

he gave up his mind with renewed

/est to the thoughts and masterpieces

of others. From a well-read man, he

became a deeply-instructed one. Me-
taphysics, and some of the material

sciences, added new treasures to in-

formation more light and miscella-

neous, and contributed to impart

weight and dignity to a mind that

might otherwise have become some-

what effeminate and frivolous. His

social habits, his clear sense, and
benevolence of judgment, made him
also an exquisite judge of all those

indefinable nothings or little things,

that, formed into a total, become
knowledge of the Great World. I

say the Great World—for of the world

without the circle of the great, Cleve-

land naturally knew but little. But

of all that related to that subtle orbit

in which gentlemen and ladies move
in elevated and ethereal order, Cleve-

land was a profound philosopher. It

was the mode with many of his ad-

mirers to style him the Horace Walpole

of the day. But though in some of

the more external and superficial

points of character they were alike,

Cleveland had considerably less clever-

ness and infinitely more heart.

The late Mr. Maltravers, a man
not indeed of literary habits, but an

admirer of those who were—an ele-

gant, high-bred, hospitable seigneur

de province—had been one of the

earliest of Cleveland's friends—Cleve-

land had been his fag at Eton—and

he found Hal Maltravers—(Handsome
Hal !) had become the darling of the

clubs, when he made his own dibut in

society. They were inseparable for a

season or tw —and when Mr. Mal-

travers married, and enamoured of

country pursuits, proud of his old

hall, and sensibly enough conceiving

that he was a greater man in his own
broad lands than in the republican

aristocracy of London, settled peace-

ably at Lisle Court, Cleveland corre-

sponded with him regularly, and
visited him twice a-year. Mrs. Mal-

travers died in giving birth to Ernest,

her second son. Her husband loved her

tenderly, and was long inconsolable for

her loss. He could not bear the sight

of the child that had cost him so dear

a sacrifice. Cleveland and his sister,

Lady Julia Danvers, were residing

with him at the time of this melan-

choly event; and with judicious and
delicate kindness, Lady Julia pro-

posed to place the unconscious of-

fender amongst her own children for

some months. The proposition was
accepted, and it was two years before

the infant Ernest was restored to the

paternal mansion. During the greater

part of that time, he had gone through

all the events and revolutions of baby

life, under the bachelor roof of Fre-

derick Cleveland. The result of this

was, that the latter loved the child

like a father. Ernest's first intelligi-

ble word hailed Cleveland as " papa;
"

and when the urchin was at length

deposited at Lisle Court, Cleveland

talked all the nurses out of breath

with admonitions, and cautions, and
injunctions, and promises, and threats,

which might have put many a careful

mother to the blush. This circum-

stance formed a new tie between Cleve-

land and his friend. Cleveland's visits

were now three times a-year, instead

of twice. Nothing was done for Er-

nest without Cleveland's advice. He
was not even breeched till Cleveland

gave his grave consent. Cleveland

chose his school, and took him to it,

—and he spent a week of every vaca-

tion in Cleveland's house. The boy

never got into a scrape, or won a

prize, or wanted a tip, or coveted a
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book, but what Cleveland was the first

to know of it. Fortunately, too, Er-

nest manifested by times tastes which

the graceful author thought similar

to his own. He early developed very

remarkable talents, and a love for

learning—though these were accom-

panied with a vigour of life and soul

—

an energy—a daring— which gave

Cleveland some uneasiness, and which

did not appear to him at all congenial

with the moody shyness of an embryo
genius, or the regular placidity of a

precocious scholar. Meanwhile the

relation between father and son was

rather a singular one. Mr. Mal-

travers had overcome his first, not

unnatural, repugnance to the innocent

cause of his irremediable loss. He
was now fond and proud of his hoy

—

as he was of all things that belonged

to him. He spoiled and petted him
even more than Cleveland did. But
he interfered very little with his

education or pursuits. His eldest

son, Cuthbert, did not engross all his

heart, but occupied all his care. With
Cuthbert he connected the heritage

of his ancient name, and the succes-

sion of his ancestral estates. Cuth-

bert was not a genius, nor intended to

be one ; he was to be an accomplished

gentleman, and a great proprietor.

The father understood Cuthbert, and

ould see clearly both his character

nd career. He had no scruple in

managing his education, and form-

ing his growing mind. But Ernest

puzzled him. Mr. Maltravers was

even a little embarrassed in the

boy's society ; he never quite over-

came that feeling of strangeness to-

wards him which he had experienced

when he first received him back from

Cleveland, and took Cleveland's direc-

tions about his health and so forth.

It always seemed to him as if his

friend shared his right to the child
;

and he thought it a sort of presump-
tion to scold Ernest, though he very

oflen swore at Cuthbert. As the

younger son grew up, it certainly was

evident that Cleveland did understand

him better than his own father did
;

and so, as I have before said, on Cleve-

land the father was not displeased

passively to shift the responsibility of

the rearing.

Perhaps Mr. Maltravers might not

have been so indifferent, had Ernest's

prospects been those of a younger son

in general. If a profession had been

necessary for him, Mr. Maltravers

would have been naturally anxious to

see him duly fitted for it. But from

a maternal relation, Ernest inherited

an estate of about four thousand

pounds a-year ; and he was thus made
independent of his father. This loos-

ened another tie between them ; and

so by degrees Mr. Maltravers learned

to consider Ernest less as his own son,

to be advised or rebuked, praised or

controlled, than as a very affectionate,

promising, engaging boy, who, some-

how or other, without any trouble

on his part, was very likely to do

great credit to his family, and indulge

his eccentricities upon four thousand

pounds a-year. The first time that

Mr. Maltravers was seriously per-

plexed about him was when the hoy,

at the age of sixteen, having taught

himself German, and intoxicated his

wild fancies with " Werter," and " The
Robbers," announced his desire, which

sounded very like a demand, of going

to Gottingen, instead of to Oxford.

Never were Mr. Maltravers' notions

of a proper and gentlemanlike finish

to education more completely and

rudely assaulted. He stammered out

a negative, and hurried to his study

to write a long letter to Cleveland,

who, himself an Oxford prizeman,

would, he was persuaded, see the mat-

ter in the same light. Cleveland an-

swered the letter in person : listened

in silence to all the father had to say,

and then strolled through the park

with the young man. The result of

the latter conference was. that
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Cleveland declared in favour of

Ernest.
" But, my dear Frederick," said the

astonished father, " I thought the boy

was to carry off all the prizes at

Oxford i

"

" I carri *H off some, Mai travers

;

but I don't see what good they did

nie."

" Cleveland !

"

" I am serious."

" But it'is such a very odd fancy."

" Your son ' a very odd young

man."
" I fear he is so—I fear he is, poor

fellow ! But what will he learn at

Gottingen ]

"

" Languages and Independence,"

said Cleveland.

"And the classics—the classics

—

you are such an excellent Grecian !

"

" There are great Grecians in Ger-

many," answered Cleveland; "and
Ernest cannot well unlearn what he

knows already. My dear Malt ravers,

the boy is not like most clever young
men. He must either go through
action, and adventure, and excite-

ment, in his own way, or he will be

an idle dreamer, or an impracticable

enthusiast all his life. Let him alone.

— So Cuthbert is gone into the

Guards 1
"

" But he went first to Oxford."
" Humph ! What a fine young man

he is !

"

Not so tall as Ernest, but "

" A handsomer face," said Cleve-

land. " He is a son to be proud of in

one way, as I hope Ernest will be in

another. Will you show me your new
hunter

1

"

It was to the house of this gentle-

man, so judiciously made his guardian,

that the student of Gottingen now
took his melancholy way.

CHAPTER XIIL

— But if a little exercise you choose,

Some zest for ease, 'tis not forbidden here

;

Amid the groves you may indulge the Muse,

Or tend the blooms and deck the vernal year."

Castle of Indolent*.

The house of Mr. Cleveland was an

Italian villa adapted to an English

climate. Through an Ionic arch you

entered a domain of some eighty or a

hundred acres in extent, but so well

planted and so artfully disposed, that

you could not have supposed the un-

seen boundaries enclosed no ampler a

space. The road wound through the

greenest sward, in which trees of

venerable growth were relieved by a

profusion of shrubs, and flowers ga-

thered into baskets intertwined with

creepers, or blooming from classic

vases, placed with a tasteful care in

such spots as required the JUllng up,

and harmonised well with the object

chosen. Not an old ivy-grown pollard,

not a modest and bending willow, but

was brought out, as ; * were, into a

peculiar feature by the art of the

owner. Without being overloaded,

or too minutely elaborate (the com-

mon fault of the rich man's villa),

the whole place seemed one diversified

and cultivated garden ; even the air

almost took a different odour from

different vegetation, with each wind-

ing of the road ; and the colours of

the flowers and foliage varied with

every view.

At length, when, on a lawn sloping
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towards a glassy lake overhung by
j

limes and chesnuts, and backed by a

hanging wood, the house itself came
[

In sight, the whole prospect seemed
suddenly to receive its finishing and
crowning feature. The house was

long and low. A deep peristyle that

supported the roofextended the whole

length, and being raised above the

basement, had the appearance of a

covered terrace ; broad nights of steps,

with massive balustrades, supporting

vases of aloes and orange-trees, led

to the lawn ; and under the peristyle

were ranged statues, Roman antiqui-

ties, and rare exotics. On this side

the lake another terrace, very broad,

and adorned, at long intervals, with

urns and sculpture, contrasted the

shadowy and sloping bank beyond
;

and commanded, through unexpected

openings in the trees, extensive views

of the distant landscape, with the

stately Thames winding through the

midst. The interior of the house cor-

responded with the taste without. All

the principal rooms, even those appro-

priated to sleep, were on the same
floor. A small but lofty and octago-

nal hall, conducted to a suite of four

rooms. At one extremity was a mo-
derately sized dining-room, with a

ceiling copied from the rich and gay
colours of Guido's " Hours ; " and
landscapes painted by Cleveland him-

self, with no despicable skill, were let

into the walls. A single piece of

sculpture, copied from the Piping

Faun, and tinged with a fleshlike glow

by purple and orange draperies behind

it, relieved, without darkening the

broad and arched window which

formed its niche. This communicated
with a small picture-room, not indeed

rich with those immortal gems for

which princes are candidates ; for

Cleveland's fortune was but that of a

private gentleman, though, managed
with a discreet if liberal economy, it

sufficed for all his elegant desires.

But the pictures had an interest be-

yond that of art, and their subjects

were within the reach of a collector

of ordinary opulence. They made a

series of portraits—some originals,

some copies (and the copies were often

the best) of Cleveland's favourite

authors. And it was characteristic of

the man, that Pope's worn and thought-

ful countenance looked down from the

central place of honour. Appro-

priately enough, this room led into

the library, the largest iooni in the

house, the only one indeed that was

noticeable from its size, as well as its

embellishments. It was nearly sixty

feet in length. The bookcases were

crowned with bronze busts, while at

intervals, statues, placed in open

arches, backed with mirrors, gave the

appearance of galleries, opening from

the book-lined walls, and introduced

an inconceivable air of classic light-

ness and repose into the apartment
;

with these arches the windows harmo-

nised so well, opening on the peristyle,

and bringing into delightful view the

sculpture, the flowers, the terraces,

and the lake without, that the actual

prospects half seduced you into the

belief that they were designs by some
master-hand of the poetical gardens

that yet crown the hills of Rome.

Even the colouring of the prospects

on a sunny day favoured the delusion,

owing to the deep, rich hues of the

simple draperies, and the stained glass

of which the upper panes of the win-

dows were composed. Cleveland was

especially fond of sculpture; he was

sensible, too, of the mighty impulse

which that art has received in Europe
within the last half century. He was

even capable of asserting the doctrine,

not yet sufficiently acknowledged in

this country, that Flaxman surpassed

Canova. He loved sculpture, too, not

only for its own beauty, but for the

beautifying and intellectual effect that

it produces wherever it is admitted.

It is a great mistake, he was wont to

say. in collectors of statues, to arrang*
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them pSle-vtele in one long monotonous
gallery. The single relief, or statue,

or bust, or simple urn, introduced

appropriately in the smallest apart-

ment we inhabit, charms us infinitely

more than those gigantic museum-;,

crowded into rooms never entered but
for show, and without a chill, uncom-
fortable slaver. Besides, this practice

of galleries, which the herd consider

orthodox, places sculpture out of the

patronage of the public. There are

not a dozen people who can afford

galleries. But every moderately af-

fluent gentleman can afford a statue

or a bust. The influence, too, upon a

man's mind and taste, created by the

constant and habitual view of monu-
ments of the only imperishable art

which resorts to physical materials, is

unspeakable. Looking upon the Greek
marble, we become acquainted, almost

insensibly, with the character of the

Greek life and literature. That Aris-

tides, that Genius of Death, that frag-

ment of the unrivalled Psyche, are

worth a thousand Scaligers

!

"Do you ever look at the Latin

translation when you readiEschylusf
said a schoolboy once to Cleveland.

" That is my Latin translation,"

said Cleveland, pointing to the

Laocoon.

The library opened, at the extreme
end, to a small cabinet for curiosities

and medals, which, still in a straight

line, conducted to a long belvidere,

terminating in a little circular sum-
merhouse, that by a sudden wind of

the lake below, hung perpendicularly

over its transparent tide, and, seen

from the distance, appeared almost

suspended on air, so light were its

slender columns and arching dome.

Another door from the library opened
upon a corridor, which conducted

to the principal sleeping chambers

;

the nearest door was that of Cleve-

land's private study, communicating
with his bed-room and dressing-closet.

The other rooms were appropriated

to, and named after, his several

friends.

Mr. Cleveland had been advised by
a hasty line of the movements of hi*

ward, and he received the young man
with a smile of welcome, though his

eyes were moist and his lips trembled
—for the boy was like his father!

—

a new generation had commenced foj

Cleveland

!

" Welcome, my dear Ernest," said

he ; "I am so glad to see you, that I

will not scold you for your mysterious

absence. This is your room, you see

your name over the door; it is a

larger one than you used to have, for

you are a man now ; and there is your

German sanctum adjoining—for Schil-

ler and the meerschaum !—a bad
habit, that, the meerschaum! but not

worse than the Schiller perhaps ! You
see you are in the peristyie imme
diately. The meerschaum is good for

flowers, I fancy, so have no scruple.

Why, niy dear boy, how pale you are!

Be cheered—be cheered. Well, I

must go myself, or you will infect

me."

Cleveland hurried away; he though/

of his lost friend. Ernest sank upon

the first chair, and buried his face ii

his hands. Cleveland's valet entered,

and bustled about and unpacked the

portmanteau, and arranged the even-

ing dress. But Ernest did not look

up nor speak ; the first bell sounded

;

the second tolled unheard upon his

ear. He was thoroughly overcome by
his emotions. The first notes of

Cleveland's kind voice had touched

upon a soft chord, that months of

anxiety and excitement had strained

to anguish, but had never woke to

tears. His nerves were shattered

—

those strong young nerves ! He
thought of his dead father when he

first saw Cleveland ; but when he

glanced round the room prepared for

him, and observed the care for hi*

comfort, and the tender recollection

of his most trifling peculiaritie*
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everywhere visible, Alice, the watch-

ful, the humble, the loving, the lost

Alice, rose before him. Surprised at

his ward's delay, Cleveland entered

the room ; there sate Ernest still, his

face buried in his hands. Cleveland

drew them gently away, and Maitra-

vers sobbed like an infant. It was

an easy matter to bring tears to the

eyes of that young man : a generous

or a tender thought, an old song, the

simplest air of music, sufficed fox

that touch of the mother's nature.

But the vehement and awful passion

which belongs to manhood when tho-

roughly unmanned—this was the first

time in which the relief of that stormy

bitterness was known to him 1

CHAPTER XI V.

" Musing full sadly in his sullen mind.*

—

Spknsbb.

** There forth issued from under the altar-smoke

A dreadful fiend.

—

Ibid, on Superstition.

Nine times out of ten it is over the

Bridge of Sighs that we pass the nar-

row gulf from Youth to Manhood.

That interval is usually occupied by

an ill-placed or disappointed affection.

We recover, and we find ourselves a.

new being. The intellect has become
hardened by the fire through which

it has passed. The mind profits by

the wrecks of every passion, and we
may measure our road to wisdom by

the sorrows we have undergone. But
Maltravers was yet on the bridge, and,

for a time, both mind and body were

prostrate and enfeebled. Cleveland

had the sagacity to discover that the

affections had their share in the change

that he grieved to witness, but he had

also the delicacy not to force himself

into the young man's confidence. But
by little and little his kindness so

completely penetrated the heart of his

ward, that Ernest one evening told

him his whole tale. As a man of the

world, Cleveland perhaps rejoiced that

it was no worse, for he had feared

gome existing entanglement, perhaps,

with a married woman. But as a man
who was better than the world in

general, he sympathised with the un-

fortunate girl whom Ernest pictured

to him in faithful and unflattered

colours, and he long forebore conso-

lations which he foresaw would be un-

availing. He felt, indeed, that Ernest

was not a man " to betray the noon
of manhood to a myrtle-shade ; "

—

that with so sanguiue, buoyant, and
hardy a temperament, he would at

length recover from a depression

which, if it could bequeath a warning,

might as well not be wholly divested

of remorse. And he also knew that

few become either great authors or

great men (and he fancied Ernest

was born to be one or the other),

without the fierce emotions and pas-

sionate struggles, through which the

Wilhelm Meister of Real Life must
work out his apprenticeship, and
attain the Master-Rank. But at last

he had serious misgivings about the

health of his ward. A constant and
spectral gloom seemed bearing the

young man to the grave. It was in vain

that Cleveland, who secretly desired

him to thirst for a public career, endea-

voured to arouse his ambition—the

boy's spirit seemed quite broken

—

and the visit of a political character,

the mention of a political work, drove

liipa at "liopinto his solitary chamber.



ERNEST MALTRAVERTS. 41

At length his mental disease took a

new turn. He became, of a sudden,

most morbidly, and fanatically—

I

was about to say, religious : but that

is not the word ; let me call it pseudo-

religious. His strong sense and cul-

tivated taste did not allow him to de-

light in the raving tracts of illiterate

fanatics—and yet out of the benign

and simple elements of the Scripture,

he conjured up for himself a fana-

ticism quite as gloomy and intense.

He lost sight of God the Father, and
night and day dreamed only of God
the Avenger. His vivid imagination

was perverted to raise out of its own
abyss phantoms of colossal terror.

He shuddered aghast at his own
creations, and earth and heaven alike

seemed black with the everlasting

wrath. These symptoms completely

baffled and perplexed Cleveland. He
knew not what remedy to administer

—and to his unspeakable grief and

surprise he found that Ernest, in the

true spirit of his strange bigotry, be-

gan to regard Cleveland—the amiable

the benevolent Cleveland—as one n,

less out of the pale of grace th

himself. His elegant pursuits, his

cheerful studies, were considered by
the young but stern enthusiast, as

the miserable recreations of Mammon
and the world. There seemed every

probability that Ernest Maltravers

would die in a madhouse, or, at best,

succeed to the delusions, without the

cheerful intervals, of Cowper.

CHAPTER XV.

- Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit,

Restless—unfixed in principles and place."—Lii-yDBW.

" Whoever acquires a very great number of ideas interesting to the society In

which he lives, will be regarded in that society as a man of abilities."

Helvktius.

It was just when Ernest Maltraverswas

so bad, that he could not be worse, that

a young man visited Temple Grove.

The name of this young man was Lum-
ley Ferrers, his age about twenty-six,

his fortune about eight hundred a-year

—he followed no profession. Lumley
.Ferrers had not what is usually called

genius ; that is, he had no enthusiasm

;

and if the word talent be properly inter-

preted as meaning the talent of doing

something better than others, Ferrers

had not much to boast of on that score.

He had no talent for writing, nor for

music, nor painting, nor the ordinary

round of accomplishments ; neither

at present had he displayed much of

the hard and useful talent for action

and business. But Ferrers had what

is often better than either genius or

talent ; he had a powerful and most

acute mind. He had, moreover, grea*

animation of manner, high physical

spirits, a witty, odd, racy vein oS

conversation, determined assurance,

and profound confidence in his own
resources. He was fond of schemes,

stratagems, and plots—they amused
and excited him—his power of sar-

casm, and of argument, too, wbs

great, and he usually obtained an
astonishing influence over those with

whom he was brought in contact. His

high spirits and a most happy frank-

ness of bearing carried off and dis-

guised his leading vices of character

which were callousness to whatever

was afl'ectionate, and insensibility to
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whatever was moral. Though less

learned than Maltravers, he was on
the whole a very instructed man. He
mastered the surface of many sciences,

became satisfied of their general prin-

ciples, and threw the study aside

never to be forgotten (for his memory
was like a vice), but never to be pro-

secuted any further. To this he

added a general acquaintance with

whatever is most generally acknow-

ledged as standard in antient or mo-

dern literature. What is admired

only by a few, Lumley never took the

trouble to read. Living amongst

trifles, he made them interesting and

novel by his mode of viewing and

treating them. And here indeed was

a talent—it was the talent of social

rife—the talent of enjoyment to the

utmost with the least degree of trouble

,o himself. Lumley Ferrers was thus

exactly one of those men whom every-

body calls exceedingly clever, and yet

it would puzzle one to say in what he

was so clever. It was, indeed, that

nameless power which belongs to

ability, and which makes one man
superior, on the whole, to another,

though in many details by no means
remarkable. I think it is Goethe who
says somewhere, that, in reading the

life of the greatest genius, we always

find that he was acquainted with some

men superior to himself, who yet

never attained to general distinction.

To the class of these mystical superior

men, Lumley Ferrers might have be-

longed ; for though an ordinary jour-

nalist would have beaten him in the

arts of composition, few men of

genius, however eminent, could have

felt themselves above Ferrers in the

ready grasp and plastic vigour of

natural intellect. It only remains to

be slid of this singular young man,

whose character as yet was but half

developed, that he had seen a great

deal of the world
£
and could live at

ease and in content with all tempers

and ranks ; fox-hunters or scholars.

lawyers, or poets, patricians or par-

venus, it was all one to Lumley
Ferrers.

Ernest was, as usual, in his own
room, when he heard, along the cor-

ridor without, all that indefinable

bustling noise which announces an
arrival. Next came a most ringing

laugh, and then a sharp, clear, vigorous

voice, that ran through his ears like

a dagger. Ernest wad immediately

aroused to all the majesty of indignant

sullenness. He walked out on the

terrace of the portico, to avoid the

repetition of the disturbance : and
once more settled back into his broken

and hypochondriacal reveries :
—

Pacing to and fro that part of the

peristyle which occupied the more
retired wing of the house, with his

arms folded, his eyes downcast, his

brows knit, and all the angel darkened

on that countenance, which formerly

looked as if, like truth, it could shame
the devil and defy the world, Ernest

followed the evil thought that mas-

tered him, through the Talley of the

Shadow. Suddenly he was aware of

something—some obstacle which he

had not previously encountered. He
started, and saw before him a young
man, of plain dress, gentlemanlike

appearance, and striking countenance.

"Mr. Maltravers, 1 think," said

the stranger, and Ernest recognised

the voice that had so disturbed him :

" this is lucky ; we can now introduce

ourselves, for I find Cleveland means
us to be intimate. Mr. Lumley Fer-

rers, Mr. Ernest Maltravers. There

now, I am the elder, so I first offer

my hand, and grin properly. People

always grin when they make a new
acquaintance ! Well, that 's settled.

Which way are you walking !

"

Maltravers could, when ne chose

it, be as stately as if he bad never

been out of England. He now drew

himself up in displeased astonish-

ment; extricated his hand from the

eripe of Ferrers, and, saying, very
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coldly, " Excuse me, sir, I am busy,"

stalked back to his chamber. He
threw himself into his chair, and was

presently forgetful of his late annoy-

ance, when, to his inexpressible amaze-

ment and wrath, he heard again the

sharp, clear voice close at his elbow.

Ferrers had followed him through

the French casements into the room.
" You are busy, you say, my dear

fellow. I want to write some letters :

we sha'n't interrupt each other— don't

disturb yourself:" and Ferrers seated

himself at the writing-table, dipped a

pen into the ink, arranged blotting-

book and paper before him in due

order, and was soon employed in

covering page after page with the

most rapid and hieroglyphical scrawl

that ever engrossed a mistress, or

perplexed a dun.
" The presuming puppy ! " growled

Maltravers, half audibly, but effec-

tually roused from himself; and, ex-

amining with some curiosity so cool

an intruder, he was forced to own that

the countenance of Ferrers was not

that of a puppy.

A forehead compact and solid as a

block of granite, overhung small,

bright, intelligent eyes of a light

hazel ; the features were handsome,

yet rather too sharp and fox-like;

the complexion, though not highly

coloured, was of that hardy, healthy

hue wjrich generally betokens a robust

constitution and high animal spirits
;

the jaw was massive, and, to a phy-

siognomist, betokened firmness and
strength of character ; but the lips,

full and large, were those of a sen-

sualist, and their restless play and
habitual half-smile spoke of gaiety

and humour, though when in repose

there was in them something furtive

and sinister.

Maltravers looked at him in grave
silence; but. when Ferrers, concluding

his fourth letter before another man
would have got through his first pa_re,

threw down the pen, and looked full

at, Maltravers, with a good-humoured
but penetrating stare, there was some
thing so whimsical in the intruder's

expression of face, and indeed in the

whole scene, that Maltravers bit his

lip to restrain a smile, the first he

had known for weeks.
" I see you read, Maltraver? " said

Ferrers, carelessly turning over the

volumes on the table. " All very

right : we should begin life with

books ; they multiply the sources of

employment; so does capital;—but
capital is of no use, unless we live on
the interest,—books are waste-paper,

unless we spend in action the wisdom
we get from thought. Action, Mal-

travers, action ; that is the life for us.

At our age we have passion, fancy,

sentiment ; we can't read them away,

nor scribble them away ;—we must
live upon them generously, but eco-

nomically."

Maltravers was struck ; the intruder

was not the empty bore he had chosen

to fancy him. He roused himself

languidly to reply. " Life, Mr. Fer-

rers
"

" Stop, m/m cher, stop ; don't call

me Mister ; we are to be friends ; I

hate delaying that which must be,

even by a superfluous dissyllable
;
you

are Maltravers, I am Ferrers. But
you were going to talk about life.

Suppose we live a little while, instead

of talking about it. It wants an hour
to dinner : let us stroll into the

grounds ; I want to get an appetite

—besides, I like nature, when there

are no Swiss mountains to climb be-

fore one can arrive at a prospect.

Allons!"
" Excuse," again began Maltravers,

half interested, half annoyed.
" I '11 be shot if I do. Come."
Ferrers gave Maltravers his hat,

wound his arm into that of his new
acquaintance, and they were on the

broad terrace by the lake before

Ernest was aware ot it.

How animated, how eccentric, how
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easy, was Ferrers' talk (for talk it

was, rather than conversation, since

he had the ball to himself) ; books,

and men, and things ; he tossed them
about, and played with them like laughed with him.

shuttlecocks ; and then his egotistical

narrative of half a hundred adven-

tures, in which he had been the hero,

told so, that you laughed at him and

CHAPTER XVI.

' Now the bright morning Btar, day's harbinger,

Conies dancing from the east."

—

Milton.

Hitherto Ernest had never met with

any mind that had exercised a strong

influence over his own. At home, at

school, at Gottingen, everywhere, he

iiad been the brilliant and wayward
leader of others, persuading or com-

manding wiser and older heads than

his own : even Cleveland always yielded

to him, though not aware of it. In

fact, it seldom happens that we are

very strongly influenced by those

much older than ourselves. It is the

Senior, of from two to ten years, that

most seduces and enthrals us. He has

the same pursuits— views, objects,

pleasures, but more art and experi-

ence in them all. He goes with us in

the path we are ordained to tread, but

from which the elder generation de-

sires to warn us off. There is very

little influence where there is not

great sympathy. It was now an epoch

in the intellectual life of Maltravers.

He met for the first time with a mind
that controlled his own. Perhaps the

physical state of his nerves made him
less able to cope with the half-bullying,

but thoroughly good-humoured im-

periousness of Ferrers. Every day

this stranger became more and more
potential with Maltravers. Ferrers,

who was an utter egotist, never asked

his new friend to give him his con-

fidence ; he never cared three straws

about other people's secrets, unless

useful to some purpose of his own.

But he talked with 60 much zest about

himself—about women and pleasure,

and the gay, stirring life of cities,-

that the young spirit of Maltravers

was roused from its dark lethargy

without an effort of its own. The
gloomy phantoms vanished gradually

—his sense broke from its cloud—he
felt once more that God had given

the sun to light the day, and even in

the midst of darkness had called up
the host of stars.

Perhaps no other person could have

succeeded so speedily in curing Mal-

travers of his diseased enthusiasm : a

crude or sarcastic unbeliever he would
not have listened to ; a moderate and
enlightened divine he would have dis-

regarded, as a worldly and cunning
adjuster of laws celestial with customs
earthly. But Lumley Ferrers, who,

when he argued, never admitted a

sentiment or a simile in reply, who
wielded his plain iron logic like a

hammer, which, though its metal

seemed dull, kindled the ethereal

spark with every stroke — Lumley
Ferrers was just the man to resist the

imagination, and convince the reason,

of Maltravers; and the moment the

matter came to argument the cure

was soon completed ; for, however we
may darken and puzzle ourselves with

fancies and visions, and the ingenuities

of fanatical mysticism, no man can

mathematically or syllogistically con-

tend that the world which a God
made, and a Saviour visited, was de-

signed to be damned

!

And Ernest Maltravers one night
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softly stole to his room and opened

the New Testament, and read its

heavenly moralities with purged eyes;

and when he had done, he fell upon
his knees, and prayed the Almighty

to Dardon the ungrateful heart that,

worse than the Atheist's, had con-

fessed His existence, but denied His

goodness. His sleep was sweet and
his dreams were cheerful. Did he

rise to find that the penitence which

had shaken his reason would hence-

forth suifice to save his life from all

error! Alas! remorse overstrained

has too often re-actions as dangerous

;

and homely Luther sayswell, that "the

Mind, like the drunken peasant on

horseback, when propped on the one

side, nods and falls on the other."

—

All that can be said is, that there arc

certain crises in life which leave u*

long weaker ; from which the system

recovers with frequent revulsion and

weary relapse,—but from which, look-

ing back, after years have passed on,

we date the foundation of strength or

the cure of disease.—It is not to mean
souls that creation is darkened by a

fear of the anger of Heaven.

CHAPTER XVIL

" There are times when we are diverted out of errors, but could not be
preached out of them—There are practitioners who can cure us of one disorder,

though, in ordinary cases, they be but poor physicians—nay, dangerous quacks."
• Stephen Montagus.

Lumley Ferrers had one rule in life

;

and it was this—to make all things,

and all persons, subservient to him-

self. And Ferrers now intended to

go abroad for some years. He wanted

a companion, for he disliked solitude

:

besides, a companion shared the ex-

penses ; and a man of eight hundred

i-year, who desires all the luxuries of

life, does not despise a partner in the

taxes to be paid for them. Ferrers,

at this period, rather liked Ernest

than not : it was convenient to choose

friends from those richer than him-

self, and he resolved, when he first

came to Temple Grove, that Ernest

should be his travelling companion,

ihis resolution formed, it was very

easy to execute it.

Maltravers was now warmly at-

tached to his new friend, and eager

for change. Cleveland was sorry to

part with him ; but he dreaded a

relapse, if the young man were again

tef? upon his hands. Accordingly the

euardian's conseut was obtained -. a

travelling-carriage was bought, and
fitted up with every imaginable im-
perial and malle. A Swiss (half valet

and half courier) was engaged; one
thousand a-year was allowed to Mal-
travers ;— and one soft and lovely

morning, towards the close of October,

Ferrers and Maltravers found them-
selves midway on the road to Dover.

* How glad I am to get out of Eng-
land," said Ferrers :

" it is a famous
country for the rich ; but here eight

hundred a-year, without a profession,

save that ofpleasure, goes upon pepper
and salt : it is a luxurious competence
abroad."

"I think I have heard Cleveland

say that you will be rich some day 01

other."

" yes j I have what are called

expectations ! You must know that

I have a kind of settlement on two
stools, the Well-born and the Weal thy;
but between two stools—you recollect

the proverb ! The present Lord Sax-

ingham, once plain Frank Lascelles,
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and ray father, Mr. Ferrers, were first

cousins. Two or three relations good-

naturedly died, and Frank Lascelles

became an earl ; the lands diJ not go

with the coronet ; he was poor, and

married an heiress. The lady died
;

her estate was settled on her only

child, the handsomest little girl you

ever saw. Pretty Florence, I often

wish I could look up to you ! Her
fortune will be nearly all at her own
disposal too when she comes of age :

now she's in the nursery, 'eating

oread and honey.' My father, less

lucky and less wise than his cousin,

thought fit to marry a Miss Templeton

—a nobody. The Saxingham branch

of the family politely dropped the

acquaintance. Now my mother had

& brother, a clever, plodding fellow,

in what is called 'business:' he be-

came rich and richer ; but my father

and mother died, and were never the

better for it. And I came of age, and
worth (I like that expression) not a

farthing more or less than this often-

quoted eight, hundred pounds a-year.

My rich uncle is married, but has no
children. I am, therefore, heir-pre-

sumptive,—but he is a saint, and close,

though ostentatious. The quarrel

between uncle Templeton and the

3axinghams still continues. Temple-

ton is angry if I see the Saxinghams
—and the Saxinghams—my Lord, at

least—is by no means so sure that I

shall be Templeton's heir as not tc

feel a doubt lest 1 should some day of

other sponge upon his lordship for 3

place. Lord Saxingham is in tho

administration, you know. Somehow
or other, I have an equivocal amphi-

bious kind of place in London society,

which I don't, like : on one side I am
a patrician connexion, whom the par-

venu branches always incline lovingly

to -7- and on the other side 1 am a

half-dependent cadet, whom the noble

relations look civilly shy at. Some
day, when I grow tired of travel and

idleness, I shall come back and wrestle

with these little difficulties, conciliate

my methodistical uncle, and grapple

with my noble cousin. But now I am
fit for something better than getting

on in the world. Dry chips, not green

wood, are the things for making a

blaze ! How slow this fellow drives

!

Holla, you sir! get on ! mind, twelve

miles to the hour ! you shall have

sixpence a mile ! Give me your purse,

Maltravers; I may as well be cashier,

being the elder and the wiser man

;

we can settle accounts at the end ol

the journey. By Jove, what a prKiy

mAV
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BOOK H.

CHAPTER I.

"II y out certainement quelque chose de singulier dans mes sentiruens pom
cette cbarmante femme."*

—

Rousseao.

It was a brilliant ball at tbe Palazzo

of the Austrian embassy at Naples :

and a crowd of those loungers, whether

young or old, who attach themselves

to the reigning beauty, was gathered

round Madame de Ventadour. Gene-

rally speaking, there is more caprice

than taste in the election of a beauty

to the Idalian throne. Nothing dis-

appoints a stranger more than to see

for the first time the woman to whom
the world has given the golden apple.

Yet he usually falls at last into the

popular idolatry, and passes with in-

conceivable rapidity from indignant

scepticism into superstitious venera-

tion. In fact, a thousand things

besides mere symmetry of feature go

to make up the Cytherea of the hour

. . . tact in society— the charm of

manner— a nameless and piquant

brilliancy. Where the world find the

Graces they proclaim the Venus. Few
persons attain pre-eminent celebrity

for anything, without some adven-

titious and extraneous circumstances

which have nothing to do with the

thing celebrated. Some qualities or

* There certainly was something singular

In my sentiments for this ch aiming woman.

No. 184.

some circumstancesthrow a mysterious

or personal charm about them.
" Is Mr. So-and-So really such a

genius?"—"Is Mrs. Such-a-One really

such a beauty?" you ask incredu-

lously. " Oh, yes," is the answer.
" Do you know all about him or her ?

Such a thing is said, or such a thing

has happened." The idol is interesting

in itself, and therefore its leading and
popular attribute is worshipped.

Now Madame de Ventadour was at

this time the beauty of Naples ; and
though fifty women in the room were

handsomer, no one would have dared

to say so. Even the women confessed

her pre-eminence— for she was the

most perfect dresser that even France

could exhibit. And to no pretensions

do ladies ever concede with so little

demur, as those which depend upon
that feminine art which all S'tudy, and

in which few excel. "Women never

allow beauty in a face that has an odd-

looking bonnet above it, nor will they

readily allow any one to be ugly whose

caps are unexceptionable. Madame
de Ventadour had also the magic that

results from intuitive high breeding,

polished by habit to the utmost. She

looked and moved the grande dame.
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as if Nature had been employed by
Rank to make her so. She was

descended from one of the most illus-

trious houses of France ; had married

at sixteen a man of equal birth, but

old, dull, and pompous—a caricature

rather than a portrait of that great

French noblesse, now almost if not

wholly extinct. But her virtue was
without a blemish—some said from

pride, some said from coldness. Her
wit was keen and court-like—lively,

yet subdued ; for her French high

breeding was very different from the

lethargic and taciturn imperturbability

if the English. All silent people can

.leeru conventionally elegant. A groom
married a rich lady ; he dreaded the

ridicule of the guests whom his new
rank assembled at his table— an

Oxford clergyman gave him this piece

of advice, " Wear a black coat and

hold your tongue !
" The groom took

the hint, and is always considered one

of the most gentlemanlike fellows

in the county. Conversation is the

touchstone of the true delicacy and
subtle grace which make the ideal of

the moral mannerism of a court. And
there sate Madame de Ventadour, a

little apart from the dancers, with the

silent English dandy Lord Taunton.

exquisitely dressed and superbly tall,

bolt upright behind her chair ; and

the sentimental German Baron Von
Schomberg, covered with orders,

whiskered and wigged to the last hair

if perfection, sighing at her left hand

;

,nd the French minister, shrewd,

iland, and eloquent, in the chair at

ler right. ; and round on all sides

pressed, and bowed, and compli-

mented, a crowd of diplomatic secre-

taries and Italian princes whose bank
is at the gaming-table, whose estates

are in their galleries, and who sell a

picture, as English gentlemen cut

down a wood, whenever the cards

grow gloomy. The charming de Ven-

tadour ! she had attraction for them
ill ! smiles for the silent, badinage for

the gay, politics for the Frenchman,
poetry for the German—the eloquence

of loveliness for all ! She was looking

her best—the slightest possible tinge

of rouge gave a glow to her transparent

complexion, and lighted up those

large dark sparkling eyes, (with a

latent softness beneath the sparkle,)

seldom seen but in the French—and
widely distinct from the uriintellectual

languish of the Spaniard, or the full

and majestic fierceness of the Italian

gaze. Her dress of black velvet, and

graceful hat with its princely plume,

contrasted the alabaster whiteness of

her arms and neck. And what with

the eyes, the skin, the rich colouring

of the complexion, the rosy lips, and
the small ivory teeth, no one would

have bad the cold hypercriticism to

observe that the chin was too pointed,

the mouth too wide, and the nose, so

beautiful in the front face, was far

from perfect in iiie profile.

"Pray was :>; ..lame in the Strada

Nuova to-day '(

" asked the German,
with as much sweetness in his voice

as if he had been vowing eternal

love.

" What else have we to do with our

mornings, we women?" replied Ma-
dame de Ventadour. " Our life is a

lounge from the cradle to the grave

;

and our afternoons are but the type

of our career. A promenade and a

crowd,

—

voild tout / We never see the

world except in an open carriage."

" It is the pleasantest way of seeing

it," said the Frenchman, drily.

" I doubt it ; the worst fatigue is

that which comes without exercise."

" Will you do me the honour to

waltz
!

" said the tall English lord, who
had a vague idea that Madame de

Ventadour meant she wor'd rather

dance than sit still. The Frenchman
smiled.

" Lord Taunton enforces your own
philosophy," said the minister.

Lord Taunton smiled because every

one else smiled; and. besides. 1«" had
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oeautiful teeth ; but he looked anxious

for an answer.

"Not to-night,— I seldom dance.

Who is that very pretty woman ?— '

What lovely complexions the English

have ! And who," continued Madame
de Ventadour, without waiting for an

answer to the first question, " who is

that gentleman,— the young one I

mean,—leaning against the door]"
'• What, with the dark moustache?"

said Lord Taunton,—" he is a cousin

of mine."
" Oh no ; not Colonel Bellfield ; I

know him—how amusing he is!—
no ; the gentleman I mean wears no

moustache."
" Oh, the tall Englishman with

the bright eyes and high forehead,"

said the French minister. " He
is just arrived—from the East, I

believe."

" It is a striking countenance," said

Madame de Ventadour ;
" there is

something chivalrous in the turn of

the head. Without doubt, Lord Taun-

ton, he is ' noble.'

"

" He is wThat you call ' noble,'

"

replied Lord Taunton—" that is, what
we call a 'gentleman,'—his name is

Maltravers— Mr. Maltravers. He
lately came of age ; and has, I believe,

rather a good property."
" Monsieur Maltravers : only Mon-

sieur ! " repeated Madame de Venta-

dour.
" Why," said the French minister,

" you understand that the English

gentilhomme ckoes not require a De or

a title to distinguish him from the

Roturier."

" I know that ; but he has an air

above a simple gentilhomme. There
is something great in his look ; but it

is not, I must own, the conventional

greatness of rank : perhaps he would
have looked the same had he been
porn a peasant."

" You don't think him handsome!" ,

uaid Lord Taunton, almost angrily,

(for he was one of the Beauty-

1

men, and Beauty-men are sometimes

jealous.)

" Handsome ! I did not say that,"

replied Madame deVentadour, smiling;

" it is rather a fine head than a hand-

some face. Is he clever, I wonder ?

—

but all you English, milord, are well

educated."
" Yes, profound—profound : we are

profound, not superficial," replied

Lord Taunton, drawing down his

wristbands.
" Will Madame de Ventadour allow

me to present to her one ofmy country-

men?" said the English minister,

approaching—" Mr. Maltravers."

Madame de Ventadour half smiled

and half blushed, as she looked up,

and saw bent admiringly upon her

the proud and earnest countenance

she had remarked.

The introduction was made—a few

monosyllables exchanged. The French
diplomatist rose and walked away with

the English one. Maltravers suc-

ceeded to the vacant chair.

'• Have you been long abroad ?

"

asked Madame de Ventadour.
" Only four years

;
yet long enough

to a.-k whether I should not be most
abroad in England."

"You have been in the East—

1

envy you. And Greece, and Egypt,
— all the associations! You have

travelled back into the Past ;
you

have escaped, as Madame D'Epinay

wrished, out of civilisation and into

romance."
" Yet Madame D'Epinay passed her

own life in making pretty romances

out of a very agreeable civilisation,"

said Maltravers, smiling.

" You know her memoirs, then,"

said Madame de Ventadour, slightly

colouring. " In the current of a more
exciting literature, few have had time

for the second-rate wTitings of a past

century."
" Are not those second-rate per

formances often the most charming,"

said Maltravers, "when the mediocrity

e2
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of the intellect seems almost as if it

were the effect of a touching, though

too feeble, delicacy of sentiment ?

Madame D'Epinay's memoirs are of

this character. She was not a virtuous

woman—but she felt virtue and loved

it ; she was not a woman of genius

—

but she was tremblingly alive to all

the influences of genius. Some people

seem born with the temperament and

the tastes of genius, without its

creative power ; they have its nervous

system, but something is wanting in

the intellectual. They feel acutely,

yet express tamely. These persons

always have in their character an

unspeakable kind of pathos—a court

civilisation produces many of them

—

and the French memoirs of the last

century are particularly fraught with

6uch examples. This is interesting

—

the struggle of sensiti re minds against

the lethargy of a society, dull yet

brilliant, that glares them, as it were,

to sleep. It comes home to us ! for,"

added Maltravers, with a slight

change of voice, " how many of us

fancy we see our own image in the

mirror !

"

And where was the German Baron?

— flirting at the other end of the

room. And the English lord?—
dropping monosyllables to dandies by

the door-way. And the minor satel-

lites?—dancing, whispering, making
love, or sipping lemonade. And Ma-

dame de Ventadour was alone with

the young stranger in a crowd of eight

hundred persons ; and their lips spoke

of sentiment, and their eyes involun-

tarily applied it

!

While they were thus conversing,

Maltravers was suddenly startled by

hearing close behind him, a sharp,

significant voice, saying in French,
" Hein, hein ! I 've my suspicions

—

I 've my suspicions."

Madame deVentadour looked round

with a smile. " It is only my hus-

;,and," Suid she, quietly ;
" let me

introduce him to you."

Maltravers rose and bowed to a

little thin man, most elaborately

dressed, with an immense pair ol

spectacles upon a long sharp nose.
" Charmed to make your acquaint-

ance, sir ! " said Monsieur de Venta-

dour. " Have you been long in

Naples? .... Beautiful weather

—

won't last long—hein, hein, I 've my
suspicions ! No news as to your

parliament—be dissolved soon ! Bad
opera in London this year ;—hein,

hein—I 've my suspicions."

This rapid monologue was delivered

with appropriate gesture. Each new
sentence Mons. de Ventadour began
with a sort of bow, and when it

dropped in the almost invariable con-

clusion affirmative of his shrewdness

and incredulity, he made a mystical

sign with his forefinger by passing it

upward in a parallel line with his

nose, which at the same time per-

formed its own part in the ceremony
by three convulsive twitches, that

seemed to shake the bridge to its

base.

Maltravers looked with mute sur-

prise upon the connubial partner of

the graceful creature by his side, and
Mons. de Ventadour, who had said as

much as he thought necessary, wound
up his eloquence by expressing the

rapture it would give him to see

Mons. Maltravers at his hotel. Then,

turning to his wife, he began assuring

her of the lateness of the hour, and
the expediency of departure. Mai
travers glided away, and as he re-

gained the door was seized by our old

friend, Lumley Ferrers. " Come, my
dear fellow," said the latter ; " I have
been waiting for you this half hour.

AUons. But, perhaps, as I am dying
to go to bed, you have mad? up your
mind to stay supper. Some people

have no regard for other people's

feelings."

" No, Ferrers, I 'm at your service ;"

and the young man descended the

stairs and passed along the Chiaja
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towards their hotel. As they gained

the broad and open space on which it

stood, with the lovely sea before them,
sleeping in the arms of the curving

shore, Maltravers, who had hitherto

listened in silence to the volubility of

his companion, paused abruptly.
" Look at that sea, Ferrers

What a scene !—what delicious air !

How soft this moonlight ! Can you
not fancy the old Greek adventurers,

when they first colonised this divine

Parthenope—the darling of the ocean

—gazing along those waves, and pin-

ing no more for Greece ?

"

" I cannot fancy anything of the

sort," said Ferrers "And, depend
upon it, the said gentlemen, at this

hour of the night, unless they were on
some piratical excursion—for they

were cursed ruffians, those old Greek
colonists—were fast asleep in their

beds."
" Did you ever write poetry,

Ferrers ?

"

" To be sure ; all clever men have

written poetry once in their lives

—

small-pox and poetry—they are our

*wo juvenile diseases."

" And did you ever feel poetry V
" Feel it !

"

" Yes ; if you put the moon into

your verses, didyou first feel it shining

into your heart ]

"

" My dear Maltravers, if I put the

moon into my verses, in all proba-

bility it was to rhyme to noon. ' The
night wao at her noon '—is a capital

ending for the first hexameter—and
the moon is booked for the next
stage. Come in."

" No, I shall stay out."

" Don't be nonsensical."

" By moonlight there is no nonsense

like common sense."

* What we, who have climbed the

Pyramids, and sailed up the Nile, and
seen magic at Cairo, and been nearly

murdered, bagged, and Bosphorized

at Constantinople, is it for us, who
have gone through so many adven-

tures, looked on so many scenes, and

crowded into four years events that

would have satisfied the appetite of a

cormorant in romance, if it had lived

to the age of a phoenix ;—is it for us

to be doing the pretty and sighing to

the moon, like a black-haired appren-

tice without a neckcloth, on board ot

the Margate hoy ? Nonsense, I say

—

we have lived too much not to have

lived away our green sickness of sen-

timent."
" Perhaps you are right, Ferrers,"

said Maltravers, smiling. " But I can

still enjoy a beautiful night."

" Oh, if you like flies in your soup,

as the man said to his guest, when he

carefully replaced those entomological

blackamoors in the tureen, after help-

ing himself—If you like flies in your

soup, well and good-

—

buona notte."

Ferrers certainly was right in his

theory, that when we have known
real adventures we grow less morbidly

sentimental. Life is a sleep in which

we dream most at the commence-
ment and the close— the middle part

absorbs us too much for dreams. But
still, as Maltravers said, we can enjoy

a fine night, especially on the shores

of Naples.

Maltravers paced musingly to and

fro for some time. His heart was

softened—old rhymes rang in his ear

—old memories passed through his

brain. But the sweet dark eyes of

Madame de Ventadour shone forth

through every shadow of the past.

Delicious intoxication— the draught

of the rose-coloured phial—which is

fancy, but seems love !
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CHAPTER II.

Then 'gan the Palmer thus—' Most wretched man
That to affections dost the bridle lend :

In their beginning they are weak and wan,

But soon, through suffrance, growe to feurfull end ;

While they are weak, betimes with them contend.' *

Spekskr.

Malteavers went frequently to the

house of Madame de Ventadour—it

was open twice a-week to the world,

and thrice a-week to friends. Mal-

travers was soon of the latter class.

Madame de Ventadour had been in

England in her childhood, for her

parents had been emigres. She spoke

English well and fluently, and this

pleased Maltravers ; for though the

French language was sufficiently fami-

liar to him, he was like most who are

more vain of the mind than the per-

son, and proudly averse to hazarding

his best thoughts in the domino of a

foreign language. We don't care how
faulty the accent, or how incorrect the

idiom, in which we talk nothings ; but

if we utter any of the poetry within

us, we shudder at the risk of the most
trifling solecism.

This was especially the case with

Maltravers ; for besides being now
somewhat ripened from his careless

ooyhood into a proud and fastidious

man, he had a natural love for the

Becoming. This love was unconsci-

ously visible in trifles : it is the na-

tural parent of Good Taste. And it

was indeed an inborn good taste which

redeemed Ernest's natural carelessness

in those personal matters, in which

young men usually take a pride. An
habitual and soldier-like neatness, and

a love of order and symmetry, stood

with him in the stead of elaborate

attention to equipage and dress.

Maltravers had not thought twice

in his life whether he was handsome
or not ; and, like most men who have

a knowledge of the gentler sex, he

knew that beauty had little to do

with engaging the love of women.
The air, the manner, the tone, the

conversation, the something that in-

terests, and the something to be proud

of, these are the attributes of the man
made to be loved. And the Beauty-

man is, nine times out of ten, little

more than the oracle of his aunts, and

the " sitch a love " of the housemaids !

To return from this digression,

Maltravers was glad that he could

talk in his own language to Madame
de Ventadour ; and the conversation

between them generally began in

French, and glided away into English.

Madame de Ventadour was eloquent,

and so was Maltravers
;
yet a more

complete contrast in their mental

views and conversational peculiarities

can scarcely be conceived. Madame
de Ventadour viewed everything as a

woman of the world ; she was bril-

liant, thoughtful, and not without

delicacy and tenderness of sentiment

;

still all was cast in a "vorldly mould.

She had been formed by the influ-

ences of society, and her mind be-

trayed its education. At once witty

and melancholy, (no uncommon
union,) she was a disciple of the sad

but caustic philosophy produced by

Satiety. Jn the life she led, neither

her heart nor her head was engaged :

the faculties of both were irritatea,
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not satisfied or employed. She felt

somewhat too sensitively the hollow-

ness of the great world, and had a

low opinion of Human Nature. In

fact, she was a woman of the French
Memoirs,—one of those charming and
spirituelles Aspasias of the Boudoir

who interest us by their subtletj',

tact, and grace, their exquisite tone

of refinement, and are redeemed from

the superficial and frivolous, partly

by a consummate knowledge of the

social system in which they move, and
partly bjr a half-concealed and touch-

ing discontent of the trifles on which

their talents and affections are wasted.

These are the women who, after a

youth of false pleasure, often end bj-

an old age of false devotion. They
are a class peculiar to those ranks and
countries in which shines and saddens

that gay and unhappy thing

—

awoman
withoxit a home

!

Now this was a specimen of life

—

this Valerie de Ventadour—that Mal-

travers had never yet contemplated,

and Maltravers was perhaps equally

new to the Frenchwoman. They were

delighted with each other's society,

although it so happened that they

never agreed.

Madame de Ventadour rode on
horseback, and Maltravers was one of

her usual companions. And oh, the

beautiful landscapes through which
their daily excursions lay !

Maltravers was an admirable scho-

lar. The stores of the immortal dead

were as familiar to him as his own
language. The poetry, the philo-

sophy, the manner of thought and
habits of life—of the graceful Greek
and the luxurious Roman—were a

part of knowledge that constituted a

common and household portion of his

own associations and peculiarities of

thought. He had saturated his intel-

lect with the Pactolus of old—and the

grains of gold came down from the

classic Tmolus with every tide This
knowledge of the dead, often so use

less, has an inexpressible charm when
it is applied to the places where the

Dead lived. We care nothing about
the ancients on Highgate Hill—but
at Baiae, Pompeii, by the Virgilian

Hades, the ancients are society with

which we thirst to be familiar. To
the animated and curious French-
woman what a cicerone was Ernest

Maltravers ! How eagerly she listened

j
to accounts of a life more elegant than
that of Paris !—of a civilisation which
the world never can know again ! So
much the better ;—for it was rotten

at the core, though most brilliant in

the complexion. Those cold nan.

and unsubstantial shadows whicL
Madame de Ventadour had been ac-

customed to yawn over in skeleton

histories, took from the eloquence of

Maltravers the breath of life—they

glowed and moved—they feasted and
; made love— were wise and foolish,

merry and sad, like living things. On
the other hand, Maltravers learned a

thousand new secrets of the existing

and actual world from the lips of the

accomplished and observant Valerie.

\

What a new step in the philosophy

of life does a young man of geniu-*

make, when he first compares his

theories and experience with the in-

tellect of a clever woman of the world

!

Perhaps it does not elevate him, but
how it enlightens and refines !—what
numberless minute yet important
mj-steries in human character and
practical wisdom does he drink un-

consciously from the sparkling persi-

flage of such a companion ! Our
education is hardly ever complete

without it.

" And so you think these stately

Romans were not, after all, so dis-

similar to ourselves ?
" said Valerie,

one day, as they looked over the same
earth and ocean along which had roved

the eyes of the voluptuous but august

Lucullus.
" In the last days of their Republic,

a coup-d'veU of their social date migh/
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convey to us a general notion of our

own. Their system, like ours—a vast

aristocracy heaved and agitated, but

kept ambitious and intellectual, by
the great democratic ocean which

roared below and around it. An im-

mense distinction between rich and

poor—a nobility sumptuous, wealthy,

cultivated, yet scarcely elegant or

refined ;—a people with mighty aspi-

rations for more perfect liberty, but

always liable, in a crisis, to be influ-

enced and subdued by a deep-rooted

veneration for the very aristocracy

against which they stMggled;—

a

ready opening through ail the walls

of custom and privilege, for every de-

scription of talent and ambition ; but

so strong and universal a respect for

wealth, that the finest spirit grew

avaricious, griping, and corrupt, al-

most unconsciously ; and the man who
rose from the people did not scruple

to enrich himself out of the abuses

he affected to lament ; and the man
who would have died for his country

could not help thrusting his hands

into her pockets. Cassius, the stub-

born and thoughtful patriot, with his

heart of iron, had, you remember, an

itching palm. Yet, what a blow to

all the hopes and dreams of a world

was the overthrow of the free party

after the death of Caesar ! What gene-

rations of freemen fell at Philippi

!

In England, perhaps, we may have

ultimately the same struggle; in

France, too, (perhaps a larger stage,

with far more inflammable actors,)

we already perceive the same war of

elements which shook Rome to her

centre, which finally replaced the

generous Julius with the hypocritical

Augustus, which destroyed the co-

lossal patricians to make way for the

glittering dwarfs of a court, and
cheated a people out of the substance

with the shadow of liberty. How it

may end in the modern world, who
shall say ? But while a nation has

already a fair degree of constitutional

freedom, I believe no struggle so peri-

lous and awful as that between the

aristocratic and the democratic prin-

ciple. A people against a despot
—that contest requires no prophet

;

but the change from an aristocratic

to a democratic commonwealth is

indeed the wide, unbounded prospect

upon which rest shadows, clouds, and

darkness. If it fail—for centuries L

the dial hand of Time put back ; if i'

succeed
"

Mai travers paused.
" And if it succeed V said Valerie.

" Why, then, man will have coioniscft

Utopia ! " replied Maltravers.
" But at least, in modern Europe,"

he continued, " there will be fair room
for the experiment. For we have not

that curse of slavery which, more than

all else, vitiated every system of the

ancients, and kept the rich and the

poor alternately at war ; and we have

a press, which is not only the safety-

valve of the passions of every party,

but the great note-book of the experi-

ments of every hour—the homely, the

invaluable ledger of losses and of

gains. No; the people who keep

that tablet well never can be bank-

rupt. And the society of those old

Romans ; their daily passions—occu-

pations—humours !—why, the satire

of Horace is the glass of our own
follies ! We may fancy his easy pages

written in the Chaussge dAntin, or

May-fair; but there was one thing

that will ever keep the ancient world

dissimilar from the modern."
" And what is that?"
" The ancients knew not that

delicacy in the affections which cha-

racterises the descendants of ths

Goths," said Maltravers, and his voic*

slightly trembled ;
" they g: ve up t\

the monopoly of the senses what

ought to have had an equal share

in the reason and the imagination.

Their love was a beautiful and wanton

butterfly; but not the butterfly which

w the emblem of the rouL"
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Valerie sighed. She looked timidly

Into the face of the young philosopher,

out his eyes were averted.

" Perhaps," she said, after a short

pause, " we pass our lives more happily

without love than with it. And in

our modern social system," (she con-

tinued, thoughtfully, and with pro-

found truth, though it is scarcely the

conclusion to which a woman often

arrives,) " I think we have pampered
Love to too great a preponderance
over the other excitements of life.

As children, we are taught to dream
of it ; in youth, our books, our con-

versation, our plays, are filled with it.

We are trained to consider it the

essential of life ; and yet, the moment
we come to actual experience, the

moment we indulge this inculcated

and stimulated craving, nine times

out of ten we find ourselves wretched

and undone. Ah, believe me, Mr.
Maltravers, this is not a world in

which we should preach up, too far,

the philosophy of Love !

"

" And does Madame de Ventadour
speak from experience ? " asked Mal-

travers, gazing earnestly upon the

changing countenance of his com-
panion.

" No ; and I trust that I never

«ay!" said Valerie, with great energy.

Ernest's lip curled slightly, for his

pride was touched.

" I could give up many dreams of

the future," said he, " to hear Madame
de Ventadour revoke that sentiment."

" We have outridden our com-
panions, Mr. Maltravers," said Valerie,

coldly, and she reined in her horse.

" Ah, Mr. Ferrers," she continued, as

Lumley and the handsome German
Baron now joined her, " you are too

gallant; I see you imply a delicate

compliment to my horsemanship,

when you wish me to believe you
cannot keep up with me : Mr. Mal-
travers is not so polite."

" Nay," returned Ferrers,who rarely

threw away a compliment without a

satisfactory return, " Nay, you and
Maltravers appeared lost among the

old Romans ; and our friend the Baron
took that opportunity to tell me of all

the ladies who adored him."
" Ah, Monsieur Ferrare, que voua

etesmalin!" said Schomberg, looking

very much confused.
" Halin ! no ; I spoke from no

envy : / never was adored, thank
Heaven ! What a bore it must be

!

"

" I congratulate you on the sym-
pathy between yourself and Ferrers,"

whispered Maltravers to Valerie.

Valerie laughed; but during the

rest of the excursion she remained
thoughtful and absent, and for some
days their rides were discontinued,

Madame de Ventadour was not well.
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CHAPTER III.

' O Love, forsake me not ;

Mine were a lone dark lot

Bereft of thee"
IIemans, Gemut tinging to Love.

I fear that as yet Ernest Maltravers

had gained little from Experience,

except a few current coins of worldly

wisdom (and not very valuable those !)

while he had lost much of that nobler

wealth with which youthful enthusiasm

sets out on the journey of life. Expe-

rience is an open giver, but a stealthy

thief. There is, however, this to be

said in her favour, that we retain her

gifts ; and if we ever demand restitu-

tion in earnest, 'tis ten to one but

what we recover her thefts. Mal-

travers had lived in lands where

public opinion is neither strong in its

influence, nor rigid in its canons ; and

that does not make a man better.

Moreover, thrown headlong amidst

the temptations that make the first

ordeal of youth, with ardent passions

and intellectual superiority, he had

been led by the one into many errors,

from the consequences of which the

other had delivered him ; the neces-

sity of roughing it through the world

—of resistingfraud to-day, and violence

to-morrow,—had hardened over the

surface of his heart, though at bottom

the springs were still fresh aud living.

He had lost much of his chivalrous

veneration for women, for he had

seen them less often deceived than

deceiving. Again, too, the last few

years had been spent without any

high aims or fixed pursuits. Mal-

travers had been living on the capital

of his faculties and affections in a

wasteful, speculating spirit. It is a

Lad thing for a clever and ardent man

not to have from the onset some para

mount object of life.

All this considered, we can scarcely

wonder that Maltravers should have
fallen into an involuntary system of

pursuing his own amusements and
pursuits, without much forethought

of the harm or the good they were to

do to others or himself. The moment
we lose forethought, we lose sight of

duty ; and though it seems like a

paradox, we can seldom be careless

without being selfish.

in seeking the society of Madame
de Ventadour, Maltravers obeyed but

the mechanical impulse that leads

the idler towards the companionship
which most pleases his leisure. He
was interested and excited ; and
Valerie's manners, which to-day flat-

tered, and to-morrow piqued him,

enlisted his vanity and pride on the

side of his fancy. But although

Monsieur de Ventadour, a frivolous

and profligate Frenchman, seemed
utterly indifferent as to what his wife

chose to do; and in the society in which

Valerie lived, almost every lady had

her cavalier
;

yet Maltravers would

have started with incredulity or dis-

may had any one accused him of a
systematic design on her affections.

But he was living with the world, and
the world affected him as it almost

always does every one else. Still he

had, at times, in his heart, the feeling

that he was not fulfilling his proper

destiny and duties; and when he

stole from the brilliant resorts of an
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unworthy and heartless pleasure, he
was ever and anou haunted by his old

familiar aspirations for the Beautiful,

the Virtuous, and the Great. How-
ever, hell is paved with good inten-

tions; and so, in the meanwhile,

Ernest Malt ravers surrendered himself

to the delicious presence of Talerie

de Ventadour.

One evening, Maltravers, Ferrers,

the French minister, a pretty Italian,

and the Princess di , made the

whole party collected at Madame de

Ventadour's. The conversation fell

upon one of the tales of scandal rela-

tive to English persons* so common
on the continent.

" Is it true, Monsieur," said the

French minister, gravely, to Lumley,
" that, your countrymen are much
more immoral than other people] It

is very strange, but in every town I

enter, there is always some story in

which les Anglais are the heroes. I

hear nothing of French scandal

—

nothing of Italian — toujours les

Anglais."
" Because we are shocked at these

things, and make a noise about them,

while you take them quietly. Vice

is our episode—your epic."

" I suppose it is so," said the French-

man, with affected seriousness. " If

we cheat at play, or flirt with a fair

lady, we do it with decorum, and our

neighbours think it no business of

theirs. But you treat every frailty

you find in your countrymen as a

public concern, to be discussed and
talked over, and exclaimed against

;

and told to all the world."
" I like the system of scandal,"

said Madame de Ventadour, abruptly,
" say what you will ; the policy of

fear keeps many of us virtuous. Sin

might not be odious, if we did not

tremble at the consequence even of

appearances."
" Hein, hem," grunted Monsieur de

Ventadour, shuffling into the room.
* How are you 1— how are you !

Charmed to see you. Dull night—

I

suspect we shall have rain. Hein,

hein. Aha, Monsieur Ferrers, com-

ment pa va-til ? will you give me my
revenge at ecarle ? I have my sus-

picions that I am in luck tonight.

Hein, hein."
'• Eau te !—well, with pleasure," said

Ferrers.

Ferrers played well

!

The conversation ended in a mc men t.

The little party gathered round the

table—all, except Valerie and Mal-

travers. The chairs that were vacated

left a kind of breach between them;
but still they were next to each other,

and they felt embarrassed, for they

felt alone.

" Do you never play 1
" asked

Madame de Ventadour, after a pa --.

" I have played," said Maltravers,

"and I know the temptation. I dare

not play now. I love the excitement,

but I have been humbled at the

debasement : it is a moral drunken-
ness that is worse than the physical."

" You speak warmly."
" Because I feel keenly. I once

won of a man I respected, who was
poor. His agony was a dreadful lesson

to me. I went home, and was terrified

to think I had felt so much pleasure

in the pain of another. I have never
played since that night."

" So young and so resolute!" said

Valerie, with admiration in her voice

auJ eves ;
" you are a strange person.

Others would have been cured by

losing, you were cured by winning.

It is a fine thing to have principle at

your age, Mr. Maltravers."
" I fear it was rather pride than

principle," said Maltravers. " Error

is sometimes sweet ; but there is no
anguish like an error of which we feel

ashamed. I cannot submit to blush

for myself."

" Ah ! " muttered Valerie ;
" this is

the echo of my own heart!" She
rose and went to *he window. Mal-

travers paused a moment, and followed
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her. Perhaps he half thought there I

was an invitation in the movement.

There lay before them the still

street, with its feeble and unfrequent

lights ; beyond, a few stars, struggling

through an atmosphere unusually

vlouded, brought the murmuring

:cean partially into sight. Valerie

leaned against the wall, and the

draperies of the window veiled her

from all the guests, save Maltravers
;

and between her and himself was a

large marble vase filled with flowers
;

and by that uncertain light Valerie's

brilliant cheek looked pale, and soft,

and thoughtful. Maltravers never

before felt so much in love with the

beautiful Frenchwoman.
" Ah, madam ! " said he, softly ;

" there is one error, if it be so, that

never can cost me shame." ,

" Indeed
!

" said Valerie, with an

/inaffected start, for she was not aware

he was so near her. As she spoke

6he began plucking (it is a common
woman's trick) the flowers from the

vase between her and Ernest. That

small, delicate, almost transparent

hand!— Maltravers gazed upon the

hand, then on the countenance, then

»n the hand again. The scene swam
before him, and, involuntarily and as

by an irresistible impulse, the next

'

moment that hand was in his own.
" Pardon me—pardon me," said he,

falteringly ; "but that error is in the

feelings that I know for you."

Valerie lifted on him her large and

radiant eyes, and made no answer.

Maltravers went on. " Chide me,

scorn me, hate me if you will. Valerie,

I love you !

"

Valerie drew away her hand, and

still remained silent.

" Speak to me," said Ernest, leaning

forward ;
" one word, I implore you

—speak to me!"
He paused, — still no reply

;
he

listened breathlessly— he hoard her

sob. Yes; that proud, that wise,

that lofty woman of the world, in

that moment, was as weak as tb*.

simplest girl that ever listenec'

to a lover. But how different the

feelings that made her weak?—what
soft and what stern emotions were

blent together

!

" Mr. Maltravers," she said, re-

covering her voice, though it sounded

hollow, yet almost unnaturally firm

and clear
—"the die is cast, and I have

lost for ever the friend for whose hap
piuess I cannot live, but for whose
welfare I would have died ; I should

have foreseen this, but I was blind.

No more—no more; see me to-morrow

and leave me now!

"

" But, Valerie
"

" Ernest Maltravers," said she, laj-

ing her hand lightly on his own

;

" there is no angvish like an error of

wh ich we feel ashamed !"

Before he could reply to this cita-

tion from his own aphorism, Valerie

had glided away; and was already

seated at the card-table, by the side of

the Italian princess.

Maltravers also joined the group.

He fixed his eyes on Madame de Ven-
tadour, but her face was calm,—not a

trace of emotion was discernible. Her
voice, her smile, her charming and
courtly manner, all were as when he

first beheld her.

" These women—what hypocrites

they are
!

" muttered Maltravers to

himself; and his lip writhed into a

sneer, which had of late often forced

away the serene and gracious expres-

sion of his earlier years, ere he knew
what it was to despise. But Maltravers

mistook the woman he dared to scorn.

He soon withdrew from the palazzo,

and sought his hotel. There, while

yet musing in his dressing room, he

was joined by Ferrers. The time

had passed when Ferrers had exercised

[
an influence over Maltravers ; the boj

i had grown up to be the equal of th«

man, in the exercise of that two-edged

sword

—

the reason. AndMaltraversnow

j

felt, unalloyed, the calm consciousness
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of his superior genius. He could not

confide to Ferrers what had pa>sed

between him and Valerie. Lumley
was too hard for a confidant in matters

where the heart was at all concerned.

In fact, in high spirits, and in the

midst of frivolous adventure?, Ferrers

was charming. But in sadness, or in

the moments of deep feeling, Ferret*

was one whom you would wish out of

the way.
" You are sullen to night, mon cher,"

said Lumley, yawning; "I suppose

you want to go to bed— some per-

Bons are so ill-bred, so selfish, they

never think of their friends. Nobody
asks me what I won at ecarte. Don't

be late to-morrow— I hate breakfasting

alone, and I am never later than a

quarter before nine—I hate egotistical,

ill-mannered people. Good night.

With this, Ferrers sought his own
room ; there, as he slowly undressed,

he thus soliloquised:— "I think ]

have put this man to all the use I can

make of him. We don't pull well

together any longer: perhaps I my-
self am a little tired of this sort of life.

That is not right. I shall grow ambi-

tious by and by ; but I think it a bad

calculation not to make the most of

youth. At four or five-and-thirty it

will be time enough to consider what
one ought to be at fifty.

CHAPTER IV.

• ••*< Most dangerous

Is that temptation that does goad us on
To sin, in loving virtue."

—

Measure for Measure.

See her to-morrow !—that morrow
come!" thought Maltravers, as he

ose the next day from a sleepless

couch. Ere yet he had obeyed the

impatient summons of Ferrers, who
had thrice sent to say that " he never

kept people waiting," his servant

entered with a packet from England,

that had just arrived by one of those

rare couriers who sometimes honour

that Naples, which wight be so lucra-

tive a mart to English commerce, if

Neapolitan kings cared for trade, or

English senators for ''foreign politics."

Letters from stewards and bankers

were soon got through ; and Mal-

travers reserved for the last an epistle

from Cleveland. There was much in

it that touched him home. After

some dry details about the property

to which Maltravers had now suc-

ceeded, and some trifling comments
upon trifling remarks in Ernest's

former letters, Cleveland went on

" I confess, my dear Ernest, that I

long to welcome you back to England.
You have been abroad long enough
to see other countries; do not stay

long enough to prefer them to your
own. You are at Naples, too — I

tremble for you. I know well that

delicious, dreaming, holiday-life of

Italy, so sweet to men of learning and
imagination—so sweet too to youth
—so sweet to pleasure ! But, Ernest,

do you not feel already how it ener

vates 1—how the luxurious far niente

unfits us for grave exertion 1 Men
may become too refined and too fasti-

dious for useful purposes; and no-

where can they become so more rapidly

than in Italy. My dear Ernest, I know
you well; you are not made to sink

down into a virtuoso, with a cabinet

full of cameos and a head full of pic-

tures ; still less are you made to be an
indolent cicesbeo to some fair Italian,

with one passion and two ideas : and
yet I hive known men as clever -is
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you, whom that bewitching Italy has

Bunk into one or other of these insig-

nificant beings. Don't run away with

the notion that you have plenty of

time before you. You have no such

thing. At your age, and with your

fortune. (I wish you were not so rich !)

the holiday of one year becomes the

custom of the next. In England, to

be a useful or a distinguished man,
you must labour. Now, labour itself

is sweet, if we take to it early. We
are a hard race, but we are a manly

Jne: and our stage is the most exciting

.n Europe for an able and an honest

im bit ion. Perhaps you will tell me
ou are not ambitious now; very

possibly—but ambitious you will be ;

and. believe me, there is no unhappier

wretch than a man who is ambitious

but disappointed,—who has the desire

for' fame, but has lost the power to

achieve it,—who longs for the goal,

but will not, and cannot, put away
his slippers to walk to it. What I

most fear for you is one of these two
evils—an early marriage or a fatal

liaison with some married woman.
The first evil is certainly the least, but

for you it would still be a great one.

With your sensitive romance, with

your morbid cravings for the Ideal,

domestic happiness would soon grow
trite and dull. You would demand
new excitement, and become a rest-

less and disgusted man. It is neces-

sary for you to get rid of all the false

fever of life, before you settle down to

everlasting ties. You do not yet

know your own mind
;

you would
choose your partner from some
visionary caprice, or momentary im-

pulse, and not from the deep and
accurate knowledge of those qualities

which would most harmonize with

your own character. People, to lire

happily with each other, must fit in,

>s it were—the proud be mated with

the meek, the irritable with the gentle,

and so forth. No, my dear Maltravers,

do not think of marriage yet awhile ;

and if there is any danger of it, comt
over to me immediately. But if 1

warn you against a lawful tie, how
much more against an illicit one 1 You
are precisely of the age, and of the

disposition, which render the tempta-

tion so strong and so deadly. With

you it might not be the sin of an
hour, but the bondage of a life. I

know your chivalric honour — your

tender heart ; I know how faithful

you would be to one who had sacrificed

f'Tyou. But that fidelity, Maltravers,

co what a life of wasted talent and

energies would it not compel you !

Putting aside for the moment (for

that Deeds no comment) the question

of the grand immorality— what so

fatal to a bold and proud temper, as

to be at war with society at the first

entrance into life? What so wither-

ing to manly aims and purposes, as

the giving into the keeping of a

woman, who has interest in your love,

and interest against your career which

;
might part you at once from her side

I —the control of your future destinies'!

j

I could say more, but I trust what I

have said is superfluous ; if so, [ray

assure me of it. Depend upon this,

Ernest Maltravers, that if you do not

fulfil what nature intended for your
fate, you will be a morbid misanthrope,

;
or an indolent voluptuary—wretched

and listless in manhood— repining

and joyless in old age. But if you do
fulfil your fate, you must enter soon

into your apprenticeship. Let me
see you labour and aspire—no mattei

j

what in—what to. Work, work

—

that is all I ask of you !

"I wish you could see your old country-

j

house ; it has a venerable and pic-

turesque look, and during your minor-

ity they have let the ivy cover three

sides of it. Montaigne nvght have

lived there.

" Adieu, dearest Ernest,

"Your anxious and affectionate

" Guardian,
" Frederick Cleveland."
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" P.S.—I am writing a book—it

shall last me ten years—it occupies

me, but does not fatigue. Write a

look yourself."

Maltravers had just finished this

letter when Ferrers entered impa-

tiently. "Will you ride out?" said

he. " I have sent the breakfast away
;

I saw that breakfast was a vain hope

to-day—indeed, my appetite is gone."
" Pshaw !

" said Maltravers.
" Pshaw ! humph ! for my part I

like wellbred people."

" I have had a letter from Cleve-

land."

" And what the deuce has that got

to do with the chocolate 1
"

" Oh, Lumley, you are insufferable

;

you think of nothing but yourself,

and self with you means nothing that

is not animal."
" Why, yes ; I believe I have some

sense." replied Ferrers, complacently.
" I know the philosophy of life. All

unfledged bipeds are animals, I sup-

pose. If Providence had made me
graminivorous, I should have eaten

grass ; if ruminating, I should have

chewed the cud; but as it has made me a

carnivorous, culinary, and cachinnatory

animal, I eat a cutlet, scold about the

sauce, and laugh at you ; and this is

what you call being selfish !

"

It was late at noon when Maltravers

found himself at the palazzo of Ma-
dame . de Ventadour. He was sur-

prised, but agreeably so, that he

was admitted, for the first time, into

that private sanctum which bears

the hackneyed title of boudoir. But
there was little enough of the fine

lady's boudoir in the simple morn-

ing room of Madame dt Ventadour.

It was a lofty apartment, stored with

books, and furnished, not without

claim to grace, but with very small

attention to luxury.

Valerie was not there ; and Mal-

travers, left alone, after a hasty glance

around the chamber, leaned abstrac-

tedly against the wall, and forgot,

alas! all the admonitions of Cleve-

land. In a few moments the door

opened and Valerie entered. She was
unusually pale, and Maltravers thought

her eyelids betrayed the traces of

tears. He was touched, and his heart

smote him.
" I have kept you waiting, I fear,"

said Valerie, motioning him to a seat

at a little distance from that on which
she placed herself; " but you will for-

give me," she added, with a slight

smile. Then, o. -orving he was about

to speak, she we i on rapidly. " Hear
me, Mr. Mai ti^vers — before you
speak, hear me ! You uttered words
last night that ought never to have
been addressed to me. You pro-

fessed to—love me."
" Professed

!

"

" Answer me," said Valerie, with

abrupt energy, " not as man to woman,
but as one human creature to another.

' From the bottom of your heart, from

j

the core of your conscience, I call on
you to speak the honest and the simple

|

truth. Do you love me as your heart,

your genius, must be capable 01

loving 't

"

" I love you truly—passionately !

"

said Maltravers, surprised and con
fused, but still with enthusiasm in

his musical voice and earnest eyes.

Valerie gazed upon him as if she
sought to penetrate into his soul.

Maltravers went on. " Yes, Valerie,

when we first met, you aroused a long

dormant and delicious sentiment.

But, since then, what deep emotion?
has that sentiment called forth .

Your graceful intellect—your lovely-

thoughts, wise yet womanly— have
completed the conquest your face and
voice began. Valerie, I love you.

And you—you Valerie—ah ! I do not

deceive myself—you also
"

" Love! " interrupted Valerie, deeply

blushing, but in a calm voice. " Ernes'.

Maltravers, I do not deny it ; hone**h
and frankly I confess the fault. I
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nave examined my heart during the

whole of the last sleepless night, and

I confess that I love you. Now, then,

understand me ; we meet no more."
" What !

" said Maltravers, falling

involuntarily at her feet, and seeking

to detain her hand, which he seized.

" What !
" now, when you have given

life a new charm, will you as suddenly

blast it ? No, Valerie ; no, I will not

listen to you."

Madame de Ventadour rose and

said, with a cold dign'^y, "Hear me
calmly, or I quit the : om : and all I

would now say rest„ for ever un-

spoken."

Maltravers rose also, folded his

arms haughtily, bit his lip, and stood

erect, and confronting Valerie, rather

in the attitude of an accuser than a

suppliant.

" Madame/' said he, gravely, " I

will offend no more ; I will trust to

your manner, since I may not believe

your words."

"You are Ciuel," said Valerie,

smiling mournfully; "but so are all

men. Now let me make myself under-

stood. I was betrothed to Monsieur

de Ventadour in my childhood. I

did not see him till a month before

we married. I had no choice. French

girls have none ! We were wed. I

had formed no other attachment. I

was proud and vain: wealth, ambition,

and social rank for a time satisfied

my faculties and my heart. At length

I grew restless and unhappy. I felt

that the something of life was wanting.

Monsieur de Ventadour's sister was

the first to recommend to me the

common resource of our Bex—at least

in France—a lover. I was shocked

and startled, for I belong to a family

in which women are chaste and men
brave. I began, however, to look

around me, and examine the truth of

the philosophy of vice. I found that

no woman who loved honestly and
deeply an illicit lover, was happy. I

found, too, the hideous profundity of

Rochefoucauld's maxim, that a womai,
— I speak of French women — may
live without a lover ; but, a lover once

admitted, she never goes through life

with only one. She is desertad ; she

cannot bear the anguish and 1 he soli-

tude ; she fills up the void with a

second idol. For her there is no
longer a fall from virtue ; it is a

gliding and involuntary descent from

sin to sin, till old age comes on and

leaves her without love and without

respect. I reasoned calmly, for my
passions did not blind my reason. I

could not love the egotists around me.

I resolved upon my career ; and now,

in temptation, I will adhere to it.

Virtue is my lover, my pride, my
comfort, my life of life. Do you love

me, and will you rob me of this

treasure ? I saw you, and for the first

time I felt a vague and intoxicating

interest in another ; but I did not

dream of danger. As our acquaintance

advanced I formed to myselfa romantic

and delightful vision. I would be

your firmest, your truest friend
;
your

confidant, your adviser—perhaps, in

some epochs of life, your inspiration

and your guide. I repeat that I fore-

saw no danger in your society. I felt

myself a nobler and a better being.

I felt more benevolent, more tolerant,

more exalted. I saw life through the

medium of purifying admiration for a

gifted nature, and a profound and

generous soul. I fancied we might
be ever thus—each to each ; one

strengthened, assured, supported by
the other. Nay, I even contemplated

with pleasure the prospect of your

future marriage with another— of

loving your wife— of contributing

with her to your happiness—my
imagination made me forget that we
are made of clay. Suddenly all thes*

visions were dispelled—the fairy palact

was overthrown, and I found myself

awake, and on the brink of the abyss

—yon loved me, and in the moment
of that fatal confession, the mask
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dropped from my soul, and I felt that

you had become too dear to me. Be
silent still, I implore you. I do not tell

you of the emotions, of the struggles,

through which I have passed the last

few hours—the crisis of a life. I tell

"ou only of the resolution I formed.

I thought it due to you, nor unworthy
of myself, to speak the truth. Perhaps

it might be more womanly to conceal

it; but my heart has something
masculine in its nature. I have a

great faith in your nobleness. I

believe you can sympathise with what-

ever is best in human weakness. I

tell you that I love you— I throw
myself upon your generosity. I

beseech you to assist my own sense

of right—to think well of me, to

honour me—and to leave me !

"

During the last part of this strange

and frank avowal, Valerie's voice had
grown inexpressibly touching : her

tenderness forced itself into her

manner; and when she ceased, her

lip quivered ; her tears, repressed by
a violent effort, trembled in her eyes

—her hands were clasped—her atti-

tude was that of humility, not pride.

Maltravers stood perfectly spell-

bound. At length be advanced

;

dropped on one knee, kissed her hand
with an aspect and air of reverential

homage, and turned to quit the room
in silence ; for he would not dare to

trust himself to speak.

Valerie gazed at him in anxious

alarm. " Oh no, no ! " she exclaimed,

do not leave me yet ; this is our last

aeeting—our last. Tell me, at least,

that you understand me; that you
see, if I am no weak fool, I am also

no heartless coquette; tell me that

you see I am not as hard as I have

seemed ; that I have not knowingly
trifled with your happiness ; that even
now I am not selfish. Your love,—

I

ask it no more ! But your esteem

—

your good opinion. Oh, speak—
speak, I implore you !

"

" Valerie," said Maltravers, " if I

was silent, it was because my heart

was too full for words. You have
raised all womanhood in my eyes.

I did love you—I now venerate and
adore. Your noble frankness, so un-

like the irresolute frailty, the miserabla

wiles of your sex, has touched a chord

in my heart that has been mute for

years. I leav» you, to think better of

human na Oh!" he continued,
" hasten to iurget all of me that can

cost you a pang. Let me still, in

absence ^nd in sadness, think that I

retain in your friendship—let it be
friendship only—the inspiration, the

guide of which you spoke ; and if,

hereafter, men shall name me with

praise and honour, feel, Valerie, feel

that I have comforted myself for the

loss of your love by becoming worthy
of your confidence—your esteem. Oh,

that we had met earlier, when no
barrier was between us

!

"

" Go, go, now," faltered Valerie,

almost choked with her emotions:
" may Heaven bless you ! Go !

"

Maltravers muttered a few inaudible

and incoherent words, and quitted

the apartment.

No, 186.
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CHAPTER V.

* The men of eense, those idols of the shallow, are very inferior to the men of

Passions. It is the strong passions which, rescuing us from sloth, can alooo

impart to us that continuous and earnest attention necessary to great intellectual

efforts."—Helvktius.

When Ferrers returned that day from

his customary ride, he was surprised

to see the lobbies and hall of the

apartment which he occupied in com-

mon with Maltravers littered with

bags and mcUles, boxes and books, and

Ernest's Swiss valet directing porters

and waiters in a mosaic of French,

English, and Italian.

" Well
!

" said Lumley ;
" and what

is all this ?

"

* II signore va partir, sare, ah ! mon
Dieu !

—

tout of a sudden."
" —h ! and where is he now ?

"

" In his room, sare."

Over the chaos strode Ferrers, and

opening the door of his friend's

dressing-room without ceremony he

saw Maltravers buried in a fautenil.

with his hands drooping on his knees,

Ms head bent over his breast, and his

whoh attitude expressive of dejection

and exhaustion.
" What is the matter, my dear

Ernest] You have not killed a man
in a duei ?"

" No !

"

" What then ?—Why are you going

away, and whither ]"

" No matter ; leave me in peace."

" Friendly ! " said Ferrers ;
" very

friendly ! And what is to become of

me—what companion am I to have

in this cursed resort of antiquarians

and Lazzaroni ? You have no feeling,

Mr. Maltravers!"

"Will you come with me, then?"

said Maltravers, in vain endeavouring

to rouse himself.

" But where are you going?"
" Anywhere ; to Paris—to London."
" No ; I have arranged my plans

for the summer. I am not so rich as

some people. I hate change : it is so

expensive."
" But, my dear fellow

"

"Is this fair dealing with me?"
continued Lumley, who, for once in

his life, was really angry. " If I were

an old coat you had worn for five

years, you could not throw me off

with more nonchalance."
" Ferrers, forgive me. My honour

is concerned. I must leave this place.

I trust you will remain my guest here,

though in the absence of your host.

You know that I have engaged

the apartments for the next three

months."
" Humpt !

" said Ferrers ;
" as that

is the case, I may as well stay here.

But why so secret ? Have you seduced

Madame de Ventadour, or has her

wise husband his suspicions? Hein,

hein
!

"

Maltravers smothered his disgust

at this coarseness ; and, perhaps, there

is no greater trial of temper than in a

he friend's gross remarks upon the

connexions of the heart.

" Ferrers," said he, " if you care for

me, breathe not a word disrespectful

to Madame de Ventadour: she is an

angel
!

"

" But why leave Naples ?

"

" Trouble me no more."
" Good day,sir," Baid Ferrers, highly

offended, and he stalked out of the
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chamber; nor did Ernest see him
again before his departure.

It was late that evening when Mal-

travers found himself alone in hia

carriage, pursuing by starlight the

ancient and melancholy road to Mola
di Gaeta.

His solitude was a luxury to Mal-

travers: ne felt an inexpressible sense

of release to be freed from Ferrers.

The hard sense, the unpliant, though

humorous imperiousness, the animal

sensuality, of his companion, would

have been a torture to him in his

present state of mind.

The next morning, when he rose,

the orange blossoms of Mola di Gaeta

were sweet beneath the window of the

inn where he rested. It was now the

early spring, and the freshness of the

odour, the breathing health of earth

and air, it is impossible to describe.

Italy itself boasts few spots more
lovely than that same Mola di Gaeta

—nor does that halcyon sea wear,

even at Naples or Sorrento, a more
bland and enchanting smile.

So, after a hasty and scarcely-tasted

breakfast, Maltravers strolled through

the orange groves, and gained the

beach ; and there, stretched at idle

length by the murmuring waves, he

resigned himself to thought, and
endeavoured, for the first time since

his parting with Valerie, to collect

and examine the state of his mind
and feelings. Maltravers, to his own
surprise, did not find himself so un-

happy as he had expected. On the

contrary, a soft and almost delicious

sentiment, which he could not well

define, floated over all his memories
of the beautiful Frenchwoman. Per-

haps the secret was, that while his

pride was not mortified, his con-

science was not galled—perhaps, also,

he had not loved Valerie so deeply as

he had imagined. The confession

and the separation had happily come
before her presence had grown

—

the

want of a life. As it was, he felt, as

if, by some holy and mystic sacrifice,

he had been made reconciled to him-

self and mankind. He woke to a

j uster and higher appreciation of

human nature, and of woman's nature

in especial. He had found honesty

and truth, where he might least

have expected it—in a woman of a

court— in a woman surrounded bj

vicious and frivolous circles— in a

woman who had nothing in the

opinion of her friends, her country,

her own husband, the social system

in which she moved, to keep her

from the concessions of frailty—in a
woman of the world— a woman of

Paris !— yes, it was his very disap-

pointment that drove away the fogs

and vapours that, arising from the

marshes of the great world, had
gradually settled round his soul.

Valerie de Ventadour had taught him
not to despise her sex, not to judge
by appearances, not to sicken of a low

and a hypocritical world. He looked

in his heart for the love of Valerie,

and he found there the love of Virtue.

Thus, as he turned his eyes inward,

did he gradually awaken to a sense of

the true impressions engraved there.

And he felt the bitterest drop of the

deep fountains was not sorrow for

himself, but for her. What pangs
must that high spirit have endured

ere it could have submitted to the

avowal it had made ! Yet, even in

this affliction, he found at last a

solace. A mind so strong could sup-

port and heal the weakness of the

heart. He felt that Valerie de Ven-
tadour was not a woman to pine away
in the unresisted indulgence of morbid
and unholy emotions. He could not

flatter himself that she would not seek

to eradicate a love she repented ; and
he sighed with a natural selfishness,

when he owned also that sooner or

later she would succeed. " But be it

so," said he, half aloud—"I will pre-

pare my heart to rejoice when I learn

that she remembers me only as a
» 1
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friend. Next to the bliss of her love

is the pride of her esteem."

Such was the sentiment with which

his reveries closed—and with every

league that bore him further from the

south, the sentiment grew strength-

ened and confirmed.

Ernest Maltravers felt that there is

in the Affections themselves so much
to purify and exalt, that even an

erring love, conceived without a cold

^jesign, and (when its nature is fikitly

understood) wrestled against with a

noble spirit, leaves the heart more
tolerant and tender, and the mind
more settled and enlarged. The phi-

losophy limited to the reason puts

into motion the automata of tht

closet—but to those who have the

world for a stage, and who find theii

hearts are the great actors, experience

and wisdom must be wrought from

the Philosophy of the Passions
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BOOK III,

CHAPTEE I.

'Here will we Bit, and let the sounds of musio
Creep in our ears—soft stillness and the night

Become the touches of sweet harmony."

—

sh^kbspears.

BOAT SONG ON THE LAKE OF COMO.

1.

Thk Beautiful Clime !—the Clime of Love

!

Thou beautiful Italy

!

Like a mother's eyes, the earnest skies

Ever have smiles fur thee !

Not a flower that blows, not a beam that

glows,

But what is in love with thee !

The beautiful lake, the Larian lake! *

Soft Like like a silver sea,

The Huntress Queen, with her nymphs of

sheen,

Never had bath like thee.

8ee, the Lady of Night and her maids of

light,

Even now are mid-deep in thee.

3.

Beautiful child of the lonely hills,

Ever blest may thy slumbers be

!

No mourner -should tread by thy dreamy bed,

No life bring a care to thee

—

Nay, soft to thy bed. let the mourner tread

—

And life be a dream like the? .'

Such, though uttered in the soft

Italian tongue, and now imperfectly

translated— such were the notes that

floated one lovely evening in summer
along the lake of Como. The boat,

* The ancient name for Comn.

from which came the song, drifted

gently down the sparkling waters,

towards the mossy banks of a lawn,

whence on a little eminence gleamed
the white walls of a villa, backed by
vineyards. On that lawn stood a
young and handsome woman, leaning

on the arm of her husband, and
listening to the song. But her delight

was soon deepened into one of more
personal interest, as the boatmen,
nearing the banks, changed their

measure, and she felt that the min-
strelsy was in honour of herself.

SERENADE TO THE SONG8TRESS.

1.

Chorus.

Softly—oh, soft ! let us rest on the oar,

And vex not a billow that sighs to the

shore—
For sacred the spot where the starry wave*

meet
With the beach, where the breath of the

citron is sweet;
There's a spell on the waves that now waft

us along

To the last of our Muses, the Spirit of Song.

Bec;tattvb.

The Eagle of old renown,

And the Lombard s iron crown.
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And Milan's mighty name are ours no more ;

But by this glassy water,

Harmonia's youngest daughter,

Still from the lightning saves one laurel to

our shore.

2.

Chords.

They heard thee, Teresa, the Teuton, the

Gaul,
Who have raised the rude thrones of the

North on our fall

;

They heard thee, and bow'd to the might of

thy song,

Like love went thy steps o'er the hearts of

the strong.

As the moon to the air, as the soul to the

clay,

To the void of this earth was the breath of

thy lay.

Recitative.

Honour for aye to her
The bright interpreter

Of Art's great mysteries to the enchanted
throng

;

While tyrants heard thy strains,

Sad Rome forgot her chains ;

The world the sword had lost was conquer'd

back by song

!

" Thou repentest, my Teresa, that

thou hast renounced thy dazzling

career for a dull home, and a husband
old enough to be thy father," said

the husband to the wife, with a smile

that spoke confidence in the answer.
" Ah, no ! even this homage would

have no music to me if thou didst uot

hear it."

She was a celebrated personage in

Italy— the Signora Cesarini, now
Madame de Montaigne ! Her earlier

youth had been spent upon the stage,

and her promise of vocal excellence

had been most brilliant. But after a

brief though splendid career, she

married a French gentleman of good
birth and fortune, retired from the

stage, and spent her life alternately

in the gay saloor J Paris, and upon
the banks of the dreamy Como, on
which her husband bad purchased a

small but beautiful villa. She still,

however, exercised in private her

fascinating art ; to which—for she

was a woman of singular accomplish-

ment and talent— she added the gift

of the improvvisatrice. She had just

returned for the summer to this lovely

retreat, and a party of enthusiastic

youths from Milan had sought the

lake of Como to welcome her arrival

with the suitable homage of song and

music. It is a charming relic, that

custom of the brighter days of Italy

;

and I myself have listened, on the

still waters of the same lake, to a

similar greeting to a greater genius

—

the queenlike and unrivalled Pasta

—

the Semiramis of Song ! And while

my boat paused, and I caught some-

thing of the enthusiasm of the sere-

nades, the boatman touched me, and,

pointing to a part of the lake on

which the setting sun shed its rosiest

smile, he said, " There, Signor, was

drowned one of your countrymen

—

I ' bellissimo uomo ! che fu bello !
' "

—

! yes, there, in the pride of his pro-

mising youth, of his noble and almost

I
godlike beauty, before the very win-

1

dows—the very eyes—of his bride—
the waves without a frown had swept

over the idol of many hearts— the

graceful and gallant Locke.* And
above his grave was the voluptuous

sky, and over it floated the triumphant

music. It was as the moral of the

Roman poets—calling the living to

a holyday over the oblivion of the

dead.

As the boat now touched the bank,

Madame de Montaigne accosted the
I musicians, thanked them with a sweet

and unaffected earnestness for the

* Captain William Locke of the Life

GuErda '(he only son of the accomplished

Mr. Locke of Norbuuy Park), distinguished

by a character the most amiable, and by a

personal beauty that certainly equalled,

perhaps surpassed, the highest masterpiece

of Grecian Sculpture. He was -eturning.

in a boat, from the town of Como, to bis

villa on the banks of the lake, when the

boat was upset by one of the mysterious

under-currents to which the lake is dan-

gerously subjected, and he was drowned in

Bight of his bride, Who was watching his

return from the tcriaoe or balcony of their

home.
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compliment so delicately offered, and

Invited them ashore. The Milanese,

who were six in number, accepted

the invitation, and moored their boat

to the jutting shore. It was then

Jhat Monsieur de Montaigne pointed

out to the notice of his wife a boat,

that had lingered under the shadow
of a bank, tenanted by a young man,
who had seemed to listen with rapt

attention to the music, and who had

onee joined in the chorus (as it was

twice repeated) with a voice so exqui-

sitely attuned, and so rich in its deep

power, that it had awakened the

admiration even of the serenaders

themselves.
" Does not that gentleman belong

to your party 1 " De Montaigne asked

of the Milanese.
" No, Signor, we know him not,"

was the answer ;
" his boat came un-

aware upon us as we were singing."

While this question and answer

were going on, the youug man had

quitted his station, and his oars cut

the glassy surface of the lake, just

before the place where De Montaigne
stood. With the courtesy of his coun-

try, the Frenchman lifted his hat

;

and by his gesture, arrested the eye

and oar of the solitary rower. " Will

you honour us." he said, " by joining
our little party ?

"

" It is a pleasure I covet too much
to refuse," replied the boatman, with

a slight foreign accent, and in ano-

ther moment he was on shore. He
was one of remarkable appearance.

His long hair floated with a careless

grace over a brow more calm and
thoughtful than became his years

;

his manner was unusually quiet and
self-collected, and not without a cer-

tain stateliness, renderedmore striking

by the height of his stature, a lordly

contour of feature, and a serene but

settled expression of melancholy in

his eyes and smile. " You will easily

believe," said he, " that, cold as my
^ountrvmen are esteemed, (for you

must have discovered, already, that 1

am an Englishman,) I could not but

share in the enthusiasm of those

about nie, when loitering near the

very ground sacred to the inspiration.

For the rest, I am residing for the

present in yonder villa, opposite to

j

your own ; my name is Maltravers,

and I am enchanted to think that I

am no longer a personal stranger to

one whose fame has already reached

me."

Madame de Montaigne was flattered

by something in the manner and tone

of the Englishman, which said ?

great deal more than his words ; and
in a few minutes, beneath the influ-

ence of the happy continental ease,

the whole party seemed as if they

had known each other for years.

Wines, and fruits, and other simple

and unpretending refreshments, were

brought out and arranged on a rude

table upon the grass, round which
the guests seated themselves with

their host and hostess, and the clear

moon shone over them, and the lake

slept below in silver. It was a scene

for a Boccaccio or a Claude.

The conversation naturally fell

upon music : it is almost the only

thing which Italians in general can

be said to know—and even that

knowledge comes to them, like Dog-
berry's reading and writing, by nature

—for of music, as an art, the unpro-

fessional amateurs know but little.

As vain and arrogant of the last

wreck of their national genius as the

Romans of old were of the empire of

all arts and arms, they look upon the

harmonies of other lands as barbarous;

nor can they appreciate or understand

appreciation of the mighty German
music, which is the proper minstrelsy

of a nation of men—a music of philo-

sophy, of heroism, of the intellect and
the imagination ; beside which, the

strains of modern Italy are indeed

effeminate, fantastic, and artificially

feeble. Rossini is the Canova o<
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niusic, with much of the pretty, with

nothing of the grand !

The little party talked, however, of

music, with an animation and gusto

that charmed the melancholy 3ial-

travers, who for weeks had known no

companion save his own thoughts,

and with whom, at all times, enthu-

siasm for any art found a ready sym-

pathy. He listened attentively, hut

said little; and from time to time,

whenever the conversation flagged,

amused himself by examining his com-

panions. Thesix Milanese had nothing

remarkable in their countenances or

in their talk ; they possessed the

characteristic energy and volubility of

their countrymen, with something of

the masculine dignity which distin-

guishes the Lombard from the South-

ern, and a little of the French polish,

which the inhabitants of Milan seldom

fail to contract. Their rank was evi-

dently that of the middle class ; for

Milan has a middle class, and one

which promises great results hereafter.

But they were noways distinguished

from a thousand other Milanese whom
Maltravers had met in the walks and

cafes of their noble city. The host

was somewhat more interesting. He
was a tall, handsome man, of about

eight-and-forty, with a high forehead,

and features strongly impressed with

the sober character of thought. He
had but little of the French vivacity

in his manner ; and without looking

at his countenance, you would still

have felt insensibly that he was the

oldest of the party. His wife was at

least twenty years younger than him-

self, mirthful and playful as a child,

but with a certain feminine and fas-

cinating softness in her unrestrained

gestures and sparkling gaiety, which

seemed to subdue her natural joyous-

ness into the form and method of

conventional elegance. Dark hair

carelessly arranged, an open forehead.

large black laughing eyes, i small

straight nose, a complexion iuut re-

lieved from the olive by an evanescent

yet perpetually recurring blush ; a

round dimpled cheek, an exquisitely-

shaped mouth with small pearly teeth,

and a light and delicate figure a little

below the ordinary standard, com-
pleted the picture of Madame de

Montaigne.
" Well," said Signor Tirabaloschi,

the most loquacious and sentimental

of the guests, filling his glass ;
" these

are hours to think of for the rest of

life. But we cannot hope the Signora

will long remember what we never

can forget. Paris, says the French

proverb, est le paradis des femnies ;

and, in paradise, I take it for granted,

we recollect very little of what hap-

pened on earth."

" Oh," said Madame de Montaigne,

with a pretty musical laugh; "in Paris

it is the rage to despise the frivolous

life of cities, and to affect des senti-

mens romanesques. This is precisely

the scene which our fine ladies and
fine writers would die to talk of and
to describe. Is it not so, mon ami ?

"

and she turned affectionately to De
Montaigne.

"True," replied he ; "but you are

not worthy of such a scene— you

laugh at sentiment and romance.'"

" Only at French sentiment and

the romance of the ChaussSe d'Antin.

You English,'* she continued, shaking

her head at Maltravers, " have spoiled

and corrupted us ; we are not content

to imitate you, we must excel you
;

we out-horror horror, and rush from

the extravagant into the frantic !

"

" The ferment of the new school is,

perhaps, better than the stagnation of

the old," said Maltravers. " Yet even

you,'' addressing himself to the Ita-

lians, " who first in Petrarch, in Tasso,

ami in Ariosto, set to Euroi e the

example of the Sentimental and the

Romantic ; who built among the very

T the classic school—amidst its

Corinthian columns and sweeping

the spires and battlements of
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the Gothic—even you are deserting

your old models, and guiding litera-

ture into newer and wilder paths.

'Tis the way of the world—eternal

progress is eternal change."
" Very possibly," said Signor Tira-

baloschi, who understood nothing of

what was said. " Nay, it is extremely

profound ; on reflection, it is beautiful

—superb : you English are so—so

—

di short, it is admirable. Ugo
Foscolo is a great genius—so is Monti

;

and as for Rossini,—you know his

lust opera

—

cosa stupenda !
"

Madame de Montaigne glanced at

Maltravers, clapped her little hands,

and laughed outright. Maltravers

caught the contagion, and laughed

also. But he hastened to repair the

pedantic error he had committed of

talking over the heads of the com-

pany. He took up the guitar, which,

among their musical instruments, the

serenaders had brought, and after

touching its chords for a few moments,

said ;
" After all, Madame, in your

society, and with this moonlit lake

before us, we feel as if music were our

best medium of conversation. Let

us prevail upon these gentlemen to

delight us once more."
" You forestall what I was going to

ask," said the ex-singer ; ami Mal-

travers offered the guitar to Tira-

baloschi, who was in fact dying to

exhibit his powers again. He took

the instrument with a slight grimace

of modesty, and then saying to

Madame de Montaigne, " There is a

song composed by a young friend of

mine, which is much admired by the

ladies ; though, to me, it seems a

little too sentimental," sang the fol-

lowing stanzas (as good singers are

wont to do) with as much feeling as

If he could understand them !

—

NIGHT AND LOVE.

When stars are in the quiet skies,

Then most ! pine fur thee;

Bend on me, then, thy tender eyes,

As stars look on the sea!

For thoughts, like waves that glide by night,

Are stillest where they shine
;

Mine earthly love lies hushed in light,

Beneath the heaven of thine.

There is an hour when angels keep
Familiar watch on men

;

When coarser souls are wrapt in sleep,—
Sweet spirit, meet me then.

There is an hour when holy dreams,
Through slumber, fairest glide;

And in that mystic hour, it seems
Thou shouldst be by my side.

The thoughts of thee too sacred re

For daylight's common beam;

—

I can but know thee as my star,

My angel, and my dream !

And now, the example set, and the

praises of the fair hostess exciting

general emulation, the guitar circled

from hand to hand, and each of the

Italians performed his part:—you
might have fancied yourself at one

of the old Greek feasts, with the lyre

and the myrtle-branch going the

round.

But both the Italians and the

Englishman felt the entertainment

would be incomplete, without hearing

the celebrated vocalist and improv-

visatrice, who presided over the little

banquet ; and Madame de Montaigne
with a woman's tact, divined the

general wish, and anticipated the re-

quest that was sure to be made. So
she took the guitar from the last

singer, and turning to Maltravers,

said, " You have heard, of course,

some of our more eminent improv-

visatori, and therefore if I ask you foi

a subject it will only be to prove to

you that the talent is not general

amongst the Italians."

"Ah," said Maltravers, "I have
heard, indeed, some ugly old gentle-

men with immense whiskers, and
gestures of the most alarming ferocity,

pour out their vehement impromptus;
but I have never yet listened to a

young and a handsome lad}'. I shall

only believe the inspiration when I

hear it direct from the Muse."
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" Well, I will do my best to reserve

your compliments—you nius 1

. give

me the theme."

Maltravers paused a moment, and
suggested the Influence of Praise on
Genius.

The improwisatrice nodded assent,

and after a short prelude broke forth

into a wild and varied strain of verse,

in a voice so exquisitely sweet, with

a taste so accurate, and a feeling so

deep, that the poetry sounded to the

enchanted listeners like the language

that Armida might have uttered.

Yet the verses themselves, like all

extemporaneous effusions, were of a

nature both to pass from the memory
and to defy transcription.

When Madame de Montaigne's song
ceased, no rapturous plaudits followed

—the Italians were too affected by
the science, Maltravers by the feeling,

for the coarseness of ready praise ;

—

and ere that delighted silence which
made the first impulse was broken, a

new-comer, descending from the grove3

that clothed the ascent behind the

house, was in the midst of the party.

" Ah, my dear brother," cried

Madame de Montaigne, starting up,

and hanging fondly on the arm of

the stranger, "why have you lin-

gered so long in the wood 1 You, so

delicate ! And how are you ? How
pale you seem !

"

" It is but the reflection of the

moonlight, Teresa," said the intruder.

" I feel well." So saying, he scowled

on the merry party, and turned as if

to slink away.
" No, no," whispered Teresa, " you

must stay a moment and be presented

to my guests : there is an Englishman

here whom you will like—who will

interest you."

With that she almost dragged him
forward, and introduced him to her

guests. Signor Cesarini returned

their salutations with a mixture of

basli fulness and hauteur, half-awk ward

ami haif-graceful, and muttering some

inaudible greeting, sank into a sea

and appeared instantly lost in revery

Maltravers gazed upon him, and wa*
pleased with his aspect—which, if not

handsome, was strange and peculiar.

He was extremely slight and thin

—

his cheeks hollow and colourless, with

a profusion of black silken ringlets

that almost descended to his shoul

ders. His eyes, deeply sunk into his

head, were large and intensely bril-

liant, and a thin moustache, curling

downward, gave an additional austerity

to his mouth, which was closed with

gloomy and half-sarcastic firmness.

He was not dressed as people dress

in general ; but wore a frock of dark

camlet, with a large shirt-collar turned

down, and a narrow slip of black

silk twisted rather than tied round
his throat—his nether garment fitted

tight to his limbs, and a pair of

half-hessians completed his costume.

It was evident that the young man
(and he was very young—perhaps

about nineteen or twenty) indulged

that coxcombry of the Picturesque

which is the sign of a vainer mind
than is the commoner coxcombry of

the Mode.
It is astonishing how frequently it

happens, that the introduction of a

single intruder upon a social party is

sufficient to destroy all the familiar

harmony that existed there before.

We see it even when the intruder is

agreeable and communicative—but in

the present instance, a ghost could

scarcely have been a more unwel-

coming or unwelcome visitor. The
presence of this shy, speechless, super-

cilious-looking man, threw a damp
over the whole group. The gay
Tirabaloschi immediately discovered

that it was time to depart, —it had
not struck any one before, but it

certainly was late. The Italians began

to bustle about, to collect their music,

to make fine speeches and fine pro-

fessions—to bow and to smile—to

scramble into their boat, and to push
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off towards the inn at Como, where
[

they had engaged their quarters tor

the n ght. As the boat glided away, l

and while two of them were employed

at the oir, the remaii ing fuu.- took;

up their instruments ana tang a

parting glee. It was quite midnight

—the hush of ali things around had

grown more intense and profound

—

there was a wonderful might of silence

in the shining air and amidst the

shadows thrown by the near banks

and the distant hills over the water.

So that as the music chiming in with

the oars grew fainter and fainter, it is

impossible to describe the thrilling

and magical efi'ect it produced.

The party ashore did not speak
;

there was a moisture, a grateful one,

in the bright eyes of Teresa, as she

leant upon the manly form of De
Montaigne, for whom her attachment

was, perhaps, yet more deep and pure

for the difference of their ages. A
girl who once loves a man, not indeed

{

old, but mrch older than herself,

loves him with such a looking up and
venerating love ! Maltravers stood a

little apart from the couple, on the

edge of the shelving bank, with folded

arms and thoughtful countenance.

"How is it," said he, unconscious

that he was speaking half aloud,

"that the commonest beings of the

world should be able to give us a

pleasure so unworldly? What a con-

trast between those musicians and
this music ! At this distance, their

forms so dimly seen, one might almost

fancy the creators of those sweet

sounds to be of another mould from

us. Perhaps even thus the poetry of

the Past rings on our ears—the deeper

ind the diviner, because removed
from the clay which made the poets.

Art, Art ! how dost thou beautify

and exalt us ! what is Nature without

thee
!

"

" You are a poet, Signor," said a

soft clear voice beside the soliloquist

;

and Maltravers started to find that

he had had, unknowingly, a listene:

in the young Cesarini.

"No," said Maltravers, " I cul!

the flowers, I do not cultivate the

soil."

" And why not 1 " said Cesarini,

with abrupt energy; "you are an

Englishman

—

you have a public—you

have a country—you have a living

stage, a breathing audience ; we,

Italians, have nothing but the

Dead."

As he looked on the young man,
Maltravers was surprised to see the

sudden animation which glowed upon
his pale features.

" You asked me a question 1 w old

fain put to you," said the Englishman,

after a pause. " You, methinks, are

a poet 1

"

"I have fancied that I might be

one. But poetry with us is a bird in

the wilderness—it sings from an im-

pulse—the song dies without a listener.

Oh that I belonged to a living country,

France, England, Germany, America
--and not to the corruption of a dead

giantess—for such is now the land of

the ancient lyre."

" Let us meet again, and soon,"

said Maltravers, holding out his

hand.

Cesarini hesitated a moment, and
then accepted and returned the

proffered salutation. Reserved as he

was, something in Maltravers attracted

him ; and, indeed, there was that in

Ernest which fascinated most of those

unhappy eccentrics who do not

move in the common orbit of the

world.

In a few moments more the English-

man had said farewell to the owners of

the villa, and his light boat skimmed
rapidly over the tide.

" What do you think of the Inglese?"

said Madame de Montaigne to her

husband, as they turned towards the

house. (They said not a word about

the Milanese.)
" He has a noble bearing for one so
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young," said the Frenchman, "and

seems to have seen the world, and

both to have profited and to have

suffered by it."

He will prove an acquisition to

our society here," returned Teresa;

"he interests me ; and you , Castruccio 1

"

turning to seek for her brother ; but

Cesarim had already, with his usual

noiseless step, disappeared within th«

house.
" Alas, my poor brother

!

" she

replied, " I cannot comprehend him.

What does he desire]"
" Fame !

" replied De Montaigne,

calmly. " It is a vain shadow ; no

wonder that he disquiets himself in

vain."

CHAPTER II.

1 Alas ! what boots it with incessant care

To strictly meditate the thankless Muse;
Were it not better done as others use,

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,

Or with the tangles of Neaera's hair ?
"

Milton's lycidat.

There is nothing more salutary to

active men than occasional intervals

of repose,—when we look within,

instead of without, and examine

almost insensibly—(for I hold strict

ind conscious self-scrutiny a thing

nuch rarer than we suspect)—what

fre have done—what we are capable

of doing. It is settling, as it were, a

debtor and creditor account with the

Past, before we plunge into new spe-

culations. Such an interval of repose

did Maltravers now enjoy. In utter

solitude, so far as familiar companion-

ship is concerned, he had for several

weeks been making himself acquainted

with his own character and mind.

He read and thought much, but with-

out any exact or defined object. I

think it is Montaigne who says some-

where—" People talk about thinking

—but for my part I never think, ex-

cept when I sit down to write." I

believe this is not a very common
case, for people who don't write think

as well as people who do ;
but con-

nected, severe, well-developed thought,

m contradistinction to vague medita-

tion, must be connected with some

tangible plan or object, ; and therefore

we must be either writing men or

acting men, if we desire to test the

logic, and unfold into symmetrical

design the fused colours of our reason-

ing faculty. Maltravers did not yet

feel this, but he was sensible of some
intellectual want. His ideas, his

memories, his dreams, crowded thick

and confused upon him ; he wished to

arrange them in order, and he could

not. He was overpowered by the un-

organised affluence of his own imagin-

ation and intellect. He had often,

even as a child, fancied that he was

formed to do something in the world,

but he had never steadily considered

what it was to be, whether he was to

become a man of books or a man o'

deeds. He had written poetry when
it poured irresistibly from the fount

of emotion within, but looked at his

effusions with a cold and neglectful

eye when the enthusiasm had passed

away.

Maltravers was not much gnawed
by the desire of fame—perhaps few

men of real genius are until artificially

worked up to it. There is in a sound

and correct intellect, with all its gilts

fairly balanced, a calm consciousness
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of power, a certainty that when its

strength is fairly put out, it must be

to realise the usual result of strength.

Men of second-rate faculties, on the

contrary, are fretful and nervous,

fidgeting after a celebrity which they

do not estimate by tbeir own talents,

but by the talents of some one else.

They see a tower, but are occupied

only with measuring its shadow, and

think their own height (which they

never calculate) is to cast as broad a

one over the earth. It is the short

man who is always throwing up his

chin, and is as erect as a dart. The
tall man stoops, and the strong man
is not always using the dumb bells.

Maltravers had not yet, then, the

keen and sharp yearning for reputa-

tion ; he had not, as yet, tasted its

sweets and bitters—fatal draught,

which once tasted, begets too often an
insatiable thirst ! neither had he

enemies and decriers whom he was

desirous of abashing by merit. And
that is a very ordinary cause for exer-

tion in proud minds. He was, it is

true, generally reputed clever, and
fools were afraid of him : but as he

actively interfered with no man's pre-

tensions, so no man thought it neces-

sary to call him a blockhead. At
present, therefore, it was quietly and
naturally that his mind was working

its legitimate way to its destiny of

exertion. He began idly and care-

lessly to note.down his thoughts and
impressions ; what was once put on

the paper, begot new matter ; his

ideas became more lucid to himself;

and the page grew a looking-glass,

which presented the likeness of his

own features. He began by writing

with rapidity, and without method.

He had no object but to please him-

self, and to find a vent for an over-

charged spirit; and, like most writings

of the young, the matter was egotisti-

cal. We commence with the small

nucleus of passion and experience, to

widen the circle afterwards : and.

perhaps, the most extensive and uni-

versal masters of life and character

have begun by being egotists. For

there is in a man that has much in

him, a wonderfully acute and sensitive

perception of his own existence. An
imaginative and susceptible person

has, indeed, ten times as much life as

a dull fellow, "an' he be Hercules."

He multiplies himself in a thousand

objects, associates each with his own
identity, lives in each, and almost

looks upon the world with its infinite

objects as a part of his individual

being. Afterwards, as he tames down,
he withdraws his forces into the cita-

del, but he still has a knowledge of,

and an interest in, the land they

once covered. He understands other

people, for he has lived in other

people—the dead and the living ;

—

fancied himself now Brutus and now
Caesar, and thought how he should

act in almost every imaginable cir-

cumstance of life.

Thus, when he begins to paint

human characters, essentially differ-

ent from his own, his knowledge
comes to him almost intuitively. It

is as if he were describing the man-
sions in which he himself has formerly

lodged, though for a short time.

Hence, in great writers of History

—

of Romance—ofthe Drama—the gusto

with which they paint their person-

ages ; their creations are flesh and
blood, not shadows or machines.

Maltravers was at first, then, an

egotist in the matter of his rude and
desultory sketches—in the manner,

as I said before, he was careless and

negligent, as men will be who have

not yet found that expression is an
art. Still those wild and valueless

essays—those rapt and secret confes-

sions of his own heart—were a delight

to him. He began to taste the trans-

port, the intoxication of an author.

And oh what a luxury is there in that

first love of the Muse! that process

by which we give a palpable form tc
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the long-intangible visions which have

flitted across us ;—the beautiful ghost

of the Ideal within us, which we
invoke in the Cadara of our still

closets, with the wand of the simple

pen '

It was early noon, the day after he

had formed his acquaintance with the

De Montaignes, that Maltravers Bate

in his favourite room ;—the one he

had selected for his study, from the

many chambers of his large and soli-

tary habitation. He sate in a recess

by the open window, which looked

on the lake; and books were scat-

tered on his table, and Maltravers

was jotting down his criticisms on

what he read, mingled with his im-

pressions on what he saw. It is the

pleasantest kind of composition—the

note-book of a man who studies in

retirement, who observes in society,

who in all things can admire and

feel. He was yet engaged in this

easy task, when Cesarini was an-

nounced, and the young brother of

the fair Teresa entered his apartment.
" I have availed myself soon of your

invitation," said the Italian.

"I acknowledge the compliment,"

replied Maltravers, pressing the hand
shyly held out to him.

"I see you have been writing—

I

/hought you were attached to litera-

ture. I read it in your countenance,

I heard it in your voice," said Cesarini,

seating himself.

" I have been idly beguiling a very

idle leisure, it is true," said Mal-

travers.

" But you do not write for yourself

alone—you have an eye to the great

tribunals—Time and the Public."

" Not so, I assure you honestly,"

«aid Maltravers, smiling. "If you

look at the books on my table, you

will see that they are the great mas-

terpieces of ancient and modern lore

—these are studies that discourage

tyros
"

• But inspire them."

" I do not think so. Models maj
form our taste as critics, but do not

excite us to be authors. I fancy that

our own emotions, our own sense of

our destiny, make the great lever of

the inert matter we accumulate.
' Look in thy heart and write,' said

an old English writer,* who did not,

however, practise what he preached.

And you, Signor "

"Am nothing, and would be some-

thing," said the young man, shortly

and bitterly.

" And how does that wish not

realise its object]"
" Merely because I am Italian,"

said Cesarini. " With us there is no

literary public—no vast reading class

—we have dilettanti arid literati, and

students, and even authors ; but these

make only a coterie, not a public.

I have written, I have published ; but

no one listened to me. I am an

author without readers."
'• It is no uncommon case in Eng-

land," said Maltravers.

The Italian continued—" I thought

to live in the mouths of men—to stir

up thoughts long dumb—to awaken
the strings of the old lyre! In vain.

Like the nightingale, I sing only to

break my heart with a false and
melancholy emulation of otLer

notes."

" There are epochs in all countries,"

said Maltravers, gently, " when pecu-

liar veins of literature are out of

vogue, and when no genius can bring

them into public notice. But you

wisely said there were two tribunals

—

the Public and Time. You have still

the last to appeal to. Your great

Italian historians wrote for the un-

born—their works not even published

till their death. That indifference to

living reputation has in it, to me,

something of the sublime."
" I cannot imitate them—and they

were not poets," said Cesarini, sharply

* Sir Philip Sidney.
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" To poets, praise is a necessary ali-

ment; neglect is death."

"My dear Signor Cesarini," said

the Englishman, feelingly, "do not

give way to these thoughts. There

ought to be in a healthful ambition

the stubborn stuff of persevering lon-

gevity ; it must live on, and hope for

the day which comes slow or fast, to

all whose labours deserva the goal."

" But perhaps mine do not. I

sometimes fear so— it is a horrid

thought."
" You are very young yet," said

Maltravers ;
" how few at your age

ever sicken for fame ! That first step

is, perhaps, the half way to the

prize."

I am not sure that Ernest thought

Exactly as be spoke ; but it was the

Inost delicate consolation to offer to a

|aan whose abrupt frankness embar-

rassed and distressed him. The young
man shook his head despondingly.

Maltravers tried to change the sub-

ject—he rose and moved to the

balcony, which overhung the lake

—

he talked of the weather—he dwelt

on the exquisite scenery—he pointed

to the minute and more latent beauties

around, with the eye and taste of one

who had looked at Nature in her

details. The poet grew more animated

and cheerful ; he became even elo-

quent; he quoted poetry and he

talked it. Maltravers was more and

more interested in him. He felt a

curiosity to know if his talents equalled

his aspirations : he hinted to Cesarini

his wish to see his compositions—it

was just what the young man desired.

Poor Cesarini ! It was much to him
to get a new listener, and Le fondly

imagined every honest listener must

be a warm admirer. But with the

eoyness of his caste, he affected re-

luctance and hesitation ; he dallied

•vith his own impatient yearnings.

And Maltravers, to smooth his way,

proposed an excursion on the lake.

" One of my men shall row," said

No. 186

he; "you shall recite to me, and 1

will be to you what the old house

keeper was to Moliere."

Maltravers had deep good-nature

where he was touched, though he had

not a superfluity of what is called

good-humour, which floats on the

surface and smiles on all alike. He
had much of the milk of hum iu

kindness, but little of its oil.

The poet assented, and they were

soon upon the lake. It was a sultry

day, and it was noon ; so the boat

crept slowly along by the shadow of

the shore, and Cesarini drew from his

breast-pocket some manuscripts of

small and beautiful writing. Who
does not know the pains a young po°t

takes to bestow a fair dress on his

darling rhymes

!

Cesarini read well and feelingly.

Everything was in favour of the reader.

His own poetical countenance— his

voice, his enthusiasm, half-suppressed

—the pre-engaged interest of the

auditor—the dreamy loveliness of the

hour and scene— (for there is a great

deal as to time in these things !) Mal-

travers listened intently. It is very

difficult to judge of the exact merit of

poetry in another language, even when
we know that language well—so much
is there in the untranslatable magic

of expression, the little subtleties of

style. But Maltravers, fresh, as he

himself had said, from the study of

great and original writers, could not

but feel that he was listening to feeble

though melodious mediocrity, It was

the poetry of words, not things. He
thought it cruel, however, to be hyper

critical, and he uttered all the com-

monplaces of eulogium that occurred

to him. The young man was en

chanted :
" And yet," said he with a

sigh, " I have no Public. In England

they would appreciate me." Alas ! in

England, at that moment, there were

five hundred poets as young, as ardent,

and yet more gifted, whose hearts beat

with the same desire—whose ne r vc.«

6
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were broken by the same disappoint-

ments.

Maltravers found that his young
friend would not listen to any judg-

ment not purely favourable. The
archbishop in Gil Bias was not more
touchy upon any criticism that was
not panegyric. Maltravers thought

it a bad sign, hut he recollected Gil

Bias, and prudently refrained from
bringing on himself the benevolent

wish of " beaucoup de bonheur et un
peu plus de bon gout." When Cesa-

rini had finished his MS., he was
anxious to conclude the excursion

—

he longed to be at home, and think

over the admiration he had excited.

But he left his poems with Maltravers,

and getting on shore by the remains
of Pliny's villa, was soon out of

sight.

Maltravers that evening read the

poems with attention. His first opi-

nion was confirmed. The young man
wrote without knowledge. He had
never felt the passions he painted,

never been in the situations he de-

scribed. There was no originality in

him, for there was no experience : it

was exquisite mechanism, his verse,

—

nothing more ! It might well deceive

him, for it could not but flatter his

ear—and Tasso's silver march rang

not more musically than did the chim-

ing stanzas of Castruccio Cesarini.

The perusal of this poetry and his

conversation with the poet, threw

Maltravers into a fit of deep musing.
" This poor Cesarini may warn me
against myself

!

" thought he. " Better

hew wood and draw water, than attach

ourselves devotedly to an art in which
we have not the capacity to excel. . . .

It is to throw away the healthful ob-

jects of life for a diseased dream,

—

worse than the Rosicrucians, it is to

make a sacrifice of all human beauty

for the smile of a sylphid, that never

visits us but in visions." Maltravers

looked over his own compositions, and
thrust them into the fire. He slept

ill that night. His pride was a little

dejected. He was like a beauty who
has seen a caricature of herself.

CHAPTER III.

•* Still follow Sense, of every art the Soul."

Popk : Moral Essapt—Eseay Iv.

Ernkst Maltravers spent mu;-.i of

his time with the family of De Mon-
taigne. There is no period of life in

which we are more accessible to the

sentiment of friendship, than in the

intervals of moral exhaustion which

succeed to the disappointments of the

passions. There is, then, something
inviting in those gentler feelings

which keep alive, but do not fever,

the circulation of (he affections. Mal-

travers looked with the benevolence

of a brother upon the brilliant, versa-

tile, and restless Teresa.. She was the

tost person in the world he could have

been in love with— for his nature,

ardent, excitable, yet fastidious, re-

quired something of repose in th

manners and temperament of the

woman whom he could love, and Te-

resa scarcely knew what repose was.

Whether playing with her children

(and she had two lovely ones—the

eldest six years old,) or 'easing her
calm and meditative husband, or
pouring out extempore verses, or
rattling over airs which she never
finished, on the guitar or piano—or

making excursions on the lake— or,

in sh rt. in whatever occupation fche
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appeared as the Cynthia of the minute,

she was always gay and mobile,

—

never out of humour, never acknow-

ledging a single care or cross in life,

—

never susceptible of grief, save when
her brother's delicate health or morbid

temper saddened her atmosphere of

sunshine. Even then, the sanguine

elasticity of her mind and constitu-

tion quickly recovered from the de-

pression ; and she persuaded herself

that Castruccio would grow stronger

every year, and ripen into a celebrated

and happy man. Castruccio himself

lived what romantic poetasters call

" the life of a poet." He loved to see

the sun rise over the distant Alps

—

or the midnight moon sleeping on

the lake. He spent half the day, and
often half the night, in solitary ram-

bles, weaving his airy rhymes, or

indulging his gloomy reveries, and

he thought loneliness made the ele-

ment of a poet. Alas ! Dante, Alfieri,

even Petrarch, might have taught

him, that a poet must have intimate

knowledge of men as well as moun-
tains, if he desire to become the

Creator. When Shelley, in one of

his prefaces, boasts of being familiar

with Alps and glaciers, and Heaven
knows what, the critical artist cannot

help wishing that he had been rather

familiar with Fleet Street or the

Strand. Perhaps, then, that re-

markable genius might have been

more capable of realising characters

of flesh and blood, and have com-

posed corporeal and consummate
wholes, not confused and glittering

fragments.

Though Ernest was attached to

Teresa and deeply interested in Cas-

truccio, it was De Montaigne for whom
he experienced the higher and graver

sentiment of esteem. This French-

man was one acquainted with a much
larger world than that of the Coteries.

He had served in the army, been em-

ployed with distinction in civil affairs,

and was of that robust and healthful

moral constitution which can beai

with every variety of social life, and
estimate calmly the balance of our

mortal fortunes. Trial and experi-

ence had left him that, true philo-

sopher who is too wise to be an
optimist, too just to be a misanthrope.

He enjoyed life with sober judgment,
and pursued the path most suited to

himself, without declaring it to be the

best for others. He was a little hard,

perhaps, upon the errors that belong

to weakness and conceit—;iot to those

that have their source in great natures

or generous thoughts. Among his

characteristics was a profound admira-

tion for England. His own country he

half loved, yet half disdained. The
impetuosity and levity of his com-
patriots displeased his sober and dig-

nified notions. He could not forgive

them (he was wont to say) for having
made the two grand experiments of

popular revolution and military des-

potism in vain. He sympathised
neither with the young enthusiasts

who desired a republic, without well

knowing the numerous strata of habits

and customs upon which that fabric,

if designed for permanence, should be

b"ilt—nor with the uneducated and
fierce chivalry that longed for a re-

storation of the warrior empire—nor
with the dull and arrogant bigots

who connected all ideas of order and
government with the ill-starred and
worn-out dynasty of the Bourbons.

In fact, good sense was with him the

principium etfoiis of all theories and
all practice. And it was this quality

that attached him to the English.

His philosophy on this head was

rather curious.

" Good sense," said he one day to

Maltravers, as they were walking to

and fro at De Montaigne's villa, by
the margin of the lake, " is not a

merely intellectual attribute. It is

rather the result of a just equilibrium

of all our faculties, spiritual and
moral. The dishonest, or the toys of

o 1
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their own passions, may have genius
;

but they rarely, if ever, have good
sense in the conduct of life. They
may often win large prizes, but it is

by a game of chance, not skill. But
the man whom I perceive walking an

honourable and upright career—just

to others, and also to himself— (for

we owe justice to ourselves—to the

care cf cur fortunes, our character

—

to the management of our passions)

—

is a more dignified representative of

his Maker than the mere child of

genius. Of such a man, we say he
has good sense

;
yes, but he has also

integrity, self-respect, and self-denial.

A thousand trials which his sense

braves and conquers, are temptations

also to his probity—his temper—in a

Word, to all the many sides of his

complicated nature. Now, 1 do not

think he will have this good sense any
more than a drunkard will have strong

nerves, unless he be in the constant

habit of keeping his mind clear from
the intoxication of envy, vanity, and
the various emotions that dupe and
mislead us. Good sense is not, there-

fore, an abstract quality or a solitary

talent; but it is the natural result of the

habii of thinking justly, and therefore

seeing clearly, and is as different from

the sagacity that belongs to a diplo-

matist or attorney, as the philosophy

of Socrates differed from the rhetoric

of Gorgias. As a mass of individual

excellences make up this attribute in

a man, so a mass of such men thus

characterised give a character to a

lation. Your England is, therefore,

r-snowned for its good sense ; but it

s renowned also for the excellences

vhich accompany strong sense in an
individual, high honesty and faith in

its dealings, a warm love of justice

and fair play, a general freedom from

the violent crimes common on the

Continent, and the energetic persever-

ance in enterprise once commenced,
which results from a bold and health-

ful disposition."

" Our Wars—our Debt"-
Maltravers.

" Pardon me," interrupted De Mon-
taigne, " I am speaking of your People,

not of your Government. A govern-

ment is often a very unfair represent-

ative of a nation. But even in the

wars you allude to, if yo»i examine,

you will generally find them originate

in the love of justice (which is the

basis of good sense), not from any
insane desire of conquest or glory

A man, however sensible, must hav»

a heart in his bosom, and a grea>

nation cannot be a piece of selfish

clockwork. Suppose you and I are

sensible, prudent men, and we see in

a crowd one violent fellow unjustly

knocking another on the head, we
should be brutes, not men, if we did

not interfere with the savage ; but if

we thrust ourselves into a crowd with

a large bludgeon, and belabour our

neighbours, with the hope that the

spectators would cry, 'See what a

bold, strong fellow that is ! '— then

we should be only playing the mad-
man from the motive of the coxcomb.

I fear you will find, in the military

history of the French and English,

the application of my parable."

" Yet still, I confess, there is a

gallantry, and a nobleman-like and
Norman spirt in the whole French

nation, which make me forgive many
of their excesses, and think they are

destined for great purposes, when ex-

perience shall have sobered their hot

blood. Some nations, as some men,

are slow in arriving at maturity

;

others seem men in their cradle. The
English, thanks to their sturdy Saxon
origin, elevated, not depressed, by the

Norman infusion, never were children.

The difference is striking, when yon

regard the representatives of both in

their great men—whether writers or

active citizens."

" Yes," said De Montaigne, " in

Milton and Cromwell, there is no-

thing of the brilliant child. I cannot
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nay as much for Voltaire or Napoleon.

Even Richelieu, the manliest of our

statesmen, had so much of the French

infant in him as to fancy himself a

beau garcon, a gallant, a wit, and a

poet. As for the Racine school of

writers, they were not out of the

leading-strings of imitation— cold

copyists of a pseudo-classic—in which

they saw the form, and never caught

the spirit. What so little Roman,
Greek, Hebrew, as their Roman,
Greek, and Hebrew dramas ! Your
rude Shakspeare's Julius Caesar

—

even his Troilus and Cressida—have

the ancient spirit, precisely as they

are imitations of nothing ancient.

But our Frenchmen copied the giant

images of old, ju-t aa a school-girl

copies a drawing, by holding it up to

the window, and tracing the lines on
silver paper."

" But your new writers—De StaSl

—Chateaubriand !"*

" I find no other fault with the

sentimentalists," answered the severe

critic, " than that of exceeding feeble-

ness—they have no bone and muscle

in their genius—all is flaccid and
rotund in its feminine symmetry.
They seem to think that vigour con-

sists in florid phrases and little apho-

risms, and delineate all tue mighty
j

tempests of the human heart with the

polished prettiness of a miniature-

1

painter on ivory. No !—these two
|

are children ofanother kind—affected,
!

tricked-out, well-dressed children—
j

very clever, very precocious — but
]

children still. Their winnings, and i

their sentimentalities, and their ego-
j

tism, and their vanity, cannot interest
|

masculine beings who know what life
'

..nd it3 stern objects are."

" Your brother-in-law," said Mai

• At the time of this conversation, the
later school, adorned by Victor Hugo, who,
with notions of Art elaborately wrong, is

still B man of extraordinary genius, had not
risen i ito its present equivocal reputation.

Iravers, with a slight smile, " must
find in you a discouraging censor."

" My poor Castruccio," replied De
Montaigne, with a half sigh ;

" he is

one of those victims whom I believe

to be more common than we dream
of—men whose aspirations are above
their powers. I agree with a great

German writer, that in the first walks
of Art no man ha3 a right to enter,

unless he is convinced that he has

strength and speed for the goaL
Castruccio might be an amiable mem-
ber of society, nay, an able and useful

man, if he would apply the powers he
possesses to the rewards they may
obtain. He has talent enough to win
him reputation in any profession bul

that of a poet."

" But authors who obtain immor-
tality are not always first-rate."

"First-rate in their way, I suspect;

even if that way be false or trivial.

They must be connected with the

history of their literature
;
you must

be able to say of them, ' In this school,

be it bad or good, they exerted such

and such an influence
;

' in a word,

they must form a link in the great

chain of a nation's authors, which
may be afterwards forgotten by the

superficial, but without which the

enain would be incomplete. And
thus, if not first-rate for all time, they

have been first-rate in their own day.

But Castruccio is only the echo of

others—he can neither found a school

nor ruin one. Yet this," (again added
De Montaigne after a pause)—" this

melancholy malady in my brother-in-

law would cure itself, perhaps, if he
were not Italian. In your animated
and bustling country, after sufficient

disappointment as a poet, he would
glide into some other calling, and his

vanity and craving for effect woulr*

find a rational and manly outlet. Bu 4

in Italy, what can a clever mm do, if

lie is not a poet or a robber ? If he

love his country, that crime u enonsrh

to unfit him for cifil employment.
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and his mind cannot stir a step in the

' Did channels of speculation without

ailing foul of the Austrian or the

Pope. No ; the best I can hope for

Castruccio is, that he will end in an

antiquary, and dispute about ruins

with the Romans. Better that than

mediocre poetry."

Maltravers was silent and thought-

ful. Strange to say, De Montaigne's

views did not discourage his own
new and secret ardour for intellectual

triumphs ; not because he felt that he

was now able to achieve them, but

because he felt the iron of his own
nature, and knew that a man who has

iron in his nature must ultimately hit

upon some way of shaping the metal

into use.

The host and guest were now joined

by Castruccio himself— silent and

gloomy as indeed he usually was,

especially in the presence of De Mon-
taigne, with whom he felt his " self-

love " wounded ; for though he longed

to despise his hard brother-in-law, the

young poet was compelled to acknow-

ledge that De Montaigne was not a

man to be despised.

Maltravers dined with the De Mon-
taignes, and spent the evening with

them. He could not but observe tha 1

Castruccio, who affected in his verseu

the softest sentiments—who was in-

deed, by original nature, tender and
gentle— had become so completely

warped by that worst of all mental
vices— the eternally pondering on his

own excellencies, talents, mortifica-

tions, and ill-usage, that he never

contributed to the gratification of

those around him ; he had none of

the little arts of social benevolence,

none of the playful youth of disposi-

tion which usually belongs to the

good-hearted, and for which men of a

master-genius, however elevated their

studies, however stern or reserved

to the vulgar world, are commonly
noticeable amidst the friends they

love, or in the home they adorn.

Occupied with one dream, centered

in self, the young Italian was sullen

and morose to all who did not sympa-
thise with his own morbid fancies.

From the children—the sister—the

friend— the whole living earth, he

fled to a poem on Solitude, or stanzas

upon Fame. Maltravers said to him-

self, " I will never be an author—

I

will never sigh for renown—if I am
to purchase shadows at aucb. a price I

*
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CHAPTER IV.

•' It cannot be too deeply impressed on the mind, that application is the price to be

(aid for nit-ntal acquisitions, and that it is as absurd to expect them without it, as to hope
fcr a harvest where we have not sown the seed."

•* In everything «e do. we may be possibly laving a train of consequences, the operation
of which may terminate only with our existence

"

Bailey: Essays on the Formation and Publication of Opinions.

Time passed and autumn was far

advanced towards winter, still Mai-

travers lingered at Como. He saw

little of any other family than that of

the De Montaignes, and the greater

part of his time was necessarily spent

alone. His occupation continued to

be that of making experiments' of

his own powers, and these gradually

became bolder and more compre-

hensive. He took care, however, not

to shew his "Diversions of Como"
to his new friends ; he wanted no

audience—he dreamt of no Public;

he desired merely to practise his own
mind. He became aware, of his own
accord, as he proceeded, that a man
can neither study with much depth,

nor compose with much art, unless he

has some definite object before him
;

in the first, some one branch of know-

ledge to master ; in the last, some one

conception to work out. Maltravera

fell back upon his boyish passion for

metaphysical speculation; but with

what different results did he now
wrestle with the subtle schoolmen,

—

now that h? had practically known
mankind ! How insensibly new lights

broke in upon him, as he threaded

tiie labyrinth of cause and effect, by

which we seek to arrive at that curious

and biform monster—our own nature.

His mind became saturated, as it

were, with these profound studies and

meditations ; and when at length he

paused from them, he felt as if lie had

not been living in solitude, but had

gone through a process of action in

the busy world : so much juster, so

much clearer, had become his know-
ledge of himself and others. But
though these researches coloured, they

did not limit his intellectual pursuits.

Poetry and the lighter letters became
to him, not merely a relaxation, but a
critical and thoughtful study. He
delighted to penetrate into the causes

that have made the airy webs spun
by men's fancies so permanent and
powerful in their influence over the

hard, work-day world. And what a

lovely scene—-what a sky—what an
air wherein to commence the projects

of that ambition which seeks to

establish an empire in the hearts and
memories of mankind .' I believe it

has a great effect on the future labours

of a writer,—the place where he first

dreams that it is his destiny to write

!

From these pursuits, Ernest was
aroused by another letter from Cleve-

land. His kind friend had been dis-

appointed and vexed that Maltravera
did not follow his advice, and return

to England. He had shewn his dis-

pleasure by not answering Ernest's

letter of excuses; but lately he bad
been seized with a dangerous illness

which reduced him to the brink of

the grave ; and with a heart softened

by the exhaustion of the frame, he

now wrote in the first moments 0/

convalescence to Mai travers, informing

him of his attack and danger, and
once more urging him to return. The
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thought that Cleveland— the dear,

kind, gentle guardian of his youth

—

had been near unto death, that he

might never more have hung upon

that fostering hand, nor replied to that

paternal voice, smote Ernest with

terror and remorse. He resolved

instantly to return to England, and

made his preparations accordingly.

He went to take leave of the De
Montaignes. Teresa was trying to

teach her first-born to read ;—and,

seated by the open window of the

villa, in her neat, not precise, disha-

bille—with the little boy's delicate,

yet bold and healthy countenance

looking up fearlessly at hers, while

she was endeavouring to initiate him

—half gravely, half laughingly—into

the mysteries of monosyllables, the

pretty boy and the fair young mother

made a delightful picture. De Mon-

taigne was reading the Essays of his

celebrated namesake, in whom he

boasted, I know not with what justice,

to claim an ancestor. From time to

time he looked from the page to take

a glance at the progress of his heir,

and keep up with the march of intel-

lect. But he did not interfere with

the maternal lecture ; he was wise

enough to know that there is a kind

of sympathy between a child and a

mother, which is worth all the grave

superiority of a father in making
learning palatable to young years. He
was far too clever a man not to despise

all the systems for forcing infants

t ier knowledge-frames, which are

the present fashion. He knew that

philosophers nevermade a greater mis-

take than in insisting so much upon

beginning abstract education from

the cradle. It is quite enough to

attend to an infant's temper, and

correct that cursed predilection for

telling fibs which falsifies all Dr. Keid's

ibsurd theory about innate propen-

sities to truth, and makes the pre-

vailing epidemic of the nursery

Above all, what advautage ever com

pensates for hurting a child's health

or breaking his spirit? Never let

him learn, more than you can help it,

the crushing bitterness of fear. A
bold child who looks you in the face,

speaks the truth and shames the

devil ; that is the stuff of which to

make good and brave -ay, and wisj

men

!

Mai travers entered, unannounced,
into this charming family party, and

stood unobserved for a few moments,
by the open door. The little pupil

was the first to perceive him, and,

forgetful of monosyllables, ran to greet

him ; for, Maltravers, though gentle

rather than gay, was a favourite with

children, and his *air, calm, gracious

countenance did more for him wi'b

them, than if, like Goldsmith's

Burchell, his poc> eis had been filled

with gingerbiead and apples. "Ah,
fie on you, Mr. Maltravers!" cried

Teresa, rising; " you have blown away
all the characters I have been endea-

vouring this last hour to imprint

upon sand."
" Not so, Signora," said Maltravers,

seating himself, and placing the child

on his knee ;
" my young friend will

set to work again with a greater gusto

after this little break in upon his

labours."

" You will stay with us all day, I

hope 1
" said De Montaigne.

" Indeed," said Maltravers, '•' I ini

come to ask. permission to do so, for

to-morrow I depart for England."
" Is it possible ] " cried Teresa.

" How sudden ! How we shall miss

you ! Oh ! don't go. But perhaps

you have bad news from England."
" I have news that summon me

hence," replied Maltravers; "my
guardian and second father has been

dangerously ill. I am uneasy about

him, and reproach myself for having

11 him so long in your seduc-

tive society."

" I am really sorry to lose you,"

said De Montaigne, with greater
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warmth in his tones than in his

words. " I hope heartily we shall

meet again soon : you will come, per-

haps, to Paris?"
" Probably," said Maltravers ; " and

you, perhaps, to England?"
" Ah, how I should like it

!

" ex-

claimed Teresa.

"No, you would not," said her

husband; "you would not like Eng-

land at all ;
you would call it Iriste

beyond measure. It is one of those

countries of which a native should be

proud, but which has no amusement
for a stranger, precisely because full

of such serious and stirring occupa-

tions to the citizens. The pleasantest

countries for strangers are the worst

countries for natives, (witness Italy,)

and vice versd."

Teresa shook her dark curls, and
would not be convinced.

" And where is Castruccio?" asked

Maltravers.
" In his boat on the lake," replied

Teresa. " He will be inconsolable at

your departure : you are the only

person he can understand, or who
understands him ; the only person in

Italy—I had almost said in the whole

world."

" Well, we shall meet at dinner,"

said Ervest ;
" meanwhile, let me

prevail on vou to accompany me to

the Plinianct. I wish to say farewell

to that crystal spring."

Teresa, delighted at any excursion,

readily consented.
" And I too, mamma," cried the

child ;
" and my little sister?"

" Oh, certainly," said Maltravers,

speaking for the parents.

So the party was soon ready, and
they pushed off in the clear, genial

noontide, (for November in Italy is

as early as September in the North,)

across the sparkling and dimpled
waters. The children prattled, and
the grown-up people talked on a
thousand matters. 7 was a pleasant

day, that last day at viimo ! For the

farewells of friendship have indeed

something of the melancholy, but not

the anguish, of those of love. Perhaps
it would be better if we could get rid

of love altogether. Life would go on

smoother and happier without it.

Friendship is the wine of existence,

but love is the dram-drinking.

When they returned, they found

Castraccio seated on the lawn. He
did not appear so much dejected at

the prospect of Ernest's departure as

Teresa had anticipated ; for Castruccio

Cesarini was a very jealous man, and
he had lately been chagrined and
discontented with seeing the delight

that the De Montaignes took in

Ernest's society.

" Why is this ? " he often asked

himself ;
" why are they more pleased

with this stranger's society than mine?
My ideas are as fresh, as original ; I

have as much genius, yet even my dry

brother-in-law allows his talents, and
predicts that fie will be an eminent
man; while/— No!— one is not a

prophet in one's own country !

"

Unhappy young man ! his mind
bore all the rank weeds of the morbid
poetical character, and the weeds
choked up the flowers that the soil,

properly cultivated, shouid alone bear.

Yet that crisis in life awaited Cas-

truccio, in which a sensitive and
poetical man is made or marred ;

—

the crisis in which a sentiment is

replaced by the passions —in which
love for some real object gatners th*

scattered rays of the heart into a focus;

out of that ordeal he might pass a

purer and manlier being— so Mal-

travers often hoped. Maltravers then
little thought how closely connected

with his own fate was to be that

passage in the history of the Italian !

Castruccio contrived to take Mal-

travers aside, and as he led the Eng-
lishman through the wood that backed

the mansion, he said, with some
embarrassment, " You gcf I suppose,

to London ("
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" I shall pass through it—can I

execute any commission for you?"
" Why, yes ; my poems !— I think

of publishing them in England : your

aristocracy cultivate the Italian letters;

and, perhaps, I may be read by the

fair and noble

—

that is the proper

audience of poets. For the vulgar

herd— I disdain it !

"

" My dear Castruccio, I will under-

take to see your poems published in

London, if you wish it ; but do not

be sanguine. In England we read

little poetry, even in our own language,

ind we are shamefully indifferen. >o

foreign literature."

" Yes, foreign literature genera
f,

and you are right ; but my poems i je

of another kind. They must com-

mand attention in a polished and
intelligent circle."

" Well ! let the experiment be tried

;

you can let me have the poems when
we part."

•' I thank you," said Castruccio, in

a jo\ous tone, pressing his friend's

hand ; and for the rest of that evening,

he seemed an altered being ; he even

caressed the children, and did not

sneer at the grave conversation of his

brother-in-law.

When Maltravers rose to depart,

Castruccio gave him the packet ; and
then, utterly engrossed with his own
imagined futurity of fame, vanished

from the room to indulge his reveries.

He cared no longer for Maltravers

—

he had put him to use—he could not

be sorry for his departure, for that

departure was the Avatar of His
appearance to a new world !

A small dull rain was falling,

though, at intervals, the stars broke

through the unsettled clouds, and

Teresa did not therefore venture from

the house ; she presented her smooth

cheek to the young guest to salute,

pressed him by the hand, and bade

him adieu with tears in her eyes.

'Ah!" said she, "when we meet

again, I hope you will be married—

I

shall love your wife dearly. There
is no happiness like marriage and
home!" and she looked with ingenuous
tenderness at De Montaigne.

Maltravers sighed— his thoughts
flew back to Alice. Where now was
that lone and friendless girl, whose
innocent love had once brightened a

home for him ? He answered py a

vague and mechanical commonplace,
and quitted the room with De Mon-
taigne, who insisted on seeing him
depart. As they neared the lake, De
Montaigne broke the silence.

" My dear Maltravers," he said,

with a serious and thoughtful affec-

tion in his voice, " we may not meet
again for years. I have a warm in-

terest in your happiness and career

—

yes, career— I repeat the word. I do
not habitually seek to inspire young
men with ambition. Enough for

most of them to be good and honour-

able citizens. But in your case it is

different. I see in you the earnest

and meditative, not rash and over-

weening youth, which is usually pro-

ductive of a distinguished manhood.
Your mind is not yet settled, it is

true ; but it is fast becoming clear

and mellow from the first ferment of

boyish dreams and passions. You
have everything in your favour, com-
petence, birth, connexions; and, above

all, you are an Englishman! You
have a mighty stage, on which, it is

true, you cannot establish a footing

without merit and without labour

—

so much the better; in which strong

and resolute rivals will urge you on
to emulation, and then competition

will task your keenest powers. Think
what a glorious fate it is, to have an
influence on the vast, but ever-growing

mind of such a country,— to feel,

when you retire from the busy scene,

that you have played an unforgotten

part- that you have been the medium,
under God's great will, of circulating

new ideas throughout the world—of

upholding the glorious priesthood of
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the Honest and the Beautiful. This

is the true ambition ; the desire of

mere personal notoriety is vanity, not

ambition. Do not then be lukewarm

or supine. The trait I have observed

in vou," added the Frenchman, with

a smile, "most prejudicial to your

ebauces of distinction is, that you are

loo philosophical, too apt to cui bono

ill the exertions that interfere with

the indolence of cultivated leisure.

And you must not suppose, Maltra-

vcrs, that an active career will be a

path of roses. At present you have

no enemies ; but the moment you

attempt distinction, you will be

abused, calumniated, reviled. You
will be shocked at the wrath you ex-

cite, and sigh for your old obscurity,

and consider, as Franklin has it, that

'you have paid too dear for your

whistle.' But, in return for individual

enemies, what a noble recompense to

have made the Public itselfyour friend;

perhaps even Posterity your familiar !

Besides," added De Montaigne, with

almost a religious solemnity in his

voice, " there is a conscience of the

head as well as of the ueart, and in

old age we feel as much remorse, if

we have wasted our natural talents,

as if we have perverted our uatural

virtues. The profound and exultant

satisfaction with which a man who
knows that he has not lived in vain

—that he has entailed on the world

an heir-loom of instruction or delight

—looks back upon departed struggles,

is one of the happiest emotions of

which the conscience can be capable.

What, indeed, are the petty faults we

commit as individuals, affecting but a

narrow circle, ceasing with our owrn
lives, to the incalculable and everlasting

good we may produce as public men
by one book or by one law ] Depend
upon it that the Almighty, who sums
np all the good and all the evil done

»y his creatures in a just balance, will

not judge the august benefactors of

the world with the same severity as

those drones of society, who have no
great services to show in the eternal

ledger, as a set-off to the indulgence

of their small vices. These things
rightly considered, Maltravers, you
will have every inducement that can

tempt a lofty mind and a pure ambi-
tion to awaken from the voluptuous
indolence of the literary Sybarite, and
contend worthily in the world's wide
Alt is tor a great prize."

Maltravers never before felt so

flattered— so stirred into high re-

solves. The stately eloquence, the
fervid encouragement of this man,
usually so iold and fastidious, roused
him like the sound of a trumpet. He
stopped short, his breath heaved thick,

his cheek flushed. " De Montaigne,"
said he, "your words have cleared

away a thousand doubts and scruples
— they have gone right to my heart.

For the first time I understand what
fame is—what the object, and what
the reward of labour ! Visions, hopes,

aspirations, I may have had before

—

for months a new soirit has been
fluttering within me. I have felt the
wings breaking from the shell. But
all was confused, dim, uncertain I

doubted the wisdom of effort, with
life so short, and the pleasures of

youth so sweet. I now look no longer
on life but as a part of the eternity to

which I fed we were born ; and I re-

cognise the solemn truth that our
objects, to be worthy life, should bi

worthy of creatures in whom the
living principle never is extinct.

Farewell ! come joy or sorrow, failure

or success, I will struggle to deserve
your friendship."

Maltravers sprang into his boat,

and the shades of night soon snatched
him from the lingering gaze of De
Montaigne.
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BOOK IV.

CHAPTER L

" I, alas J

Have lived but on this earth a few sad years

;

And so my lot was ordered, that a father

First turned the moments of awakening life

To drops, each poisoning youth's sweet hope."

—

Cbnci.

Prom accompanying Maltravers along

the noiseless progress of mental edu-

cation, we are now called awhile to

cast our glances back at the ruder

and harsher ordeal which Alice Darvil

was ordained to pass. Along her

path poetry shed no flowers, nor were

her lonely steps towards the distant

shrine at which her pilgrimage found

its rest lighted by the mystic lamp of

science, or guided by the thousand

stars which are never dim in the

heavens for those favoured eyes from

which genius and fancy have removed

many of the films of clay. Not along

the aerial and exalted ways that wind

far above the homes and business of

common men— the solitary Alps of

Spiritual Philosophy— wandered the

desolate steps of the child of poverty

and sorrow. On the beaten and rugged

highways of common life, with a weary

heart, and with bleeding feet, she went

her melancholy course. But the goal

which is the great secret of life, the

mmmum arcanum, of all philosophy,

whether the Practical or the Ideal,

was, perhaps, no less attainable for

that humole girl than for the elastic

gtep and aspiring heart of him who

thirsted after the Great, and almjst

believed in the Impossible.

We return to that dismal night in

which Alice was torn from the roof of

her lover.— It was long before she

recovered her consciousness of what
had passed, and gained a full percep-

tion of the fearful revolution which
had taken place in her destinies. It

was then a grey and dreary morning
twilight ; and the rude but covered

vehicle which bore her was rdling
along the deep ruts of an unfrequented

road, winding among the unemlosed
and mountainous wastes that, in Eng-
land, usually betoken the neighbour-

hood of the sea. With a shudder
Alice Looked round : Walters, her

father's accomplice, lay extended at

her feet, and his heavy breathing

showed that he was fast asleep. Darvil

himself was urging on the jaded and
sorry horse, and his broad back was

turned towards Alice; the rain, from
which, in his position, he was but ill

protected by the awning, dripped

dismally from his slouched hat ; and

now, as he turned round, and his

sinister and gloomy gaze rested upon
the face of Alice, his bad countenance.
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rendered more haggard Ly the cold

raw light of the cheerless dawn, com-
pleted the hideous picture of unveiled
and ruffianly wretchedness.

" Ho, ho ! Alley, so you are come
to your senses," said he, with a kind
of joyless grin. " I am glad of it, for

I can have no fainting fine ladies with
me. You have had a long holiday,

Alley; you must now learn once more
to work for your poor father. Ah,
you have been d d sly ; Dut never
mind the past—I forgive it. You
must not run away again without my
leave ; if you are fond of sweethearts,

I won't balk you—but your old father

must go shares, Alley."

Alice could hear no more : she
covered her face with the cloak that
had been thrown about her and
though she did not faint, her senses

seemed to be locked and paralysed.

By and by Walters woke, and the two
men, heedless of her presence, con-

versed upon their plans. By degrees
*he recovered sufficient self-possession

to listen, in the instinctive hope that
some plan of escape might be sug-
gested to her. But from what she
could gather of the incoherent and
various projects they discussed, one
after another— disputing upon each
with frightful oaths and scarce in-

telligible slang, she could only learn

that it was resolved at all events to

leave the district in which they were
—but whitiier, seemed yet all unde-
cided. The cart halted at last at a
miserable -looking hut, which the
sign post announced to be an inn that
afforded good accommodation to tra-

vellers
; to which announcement was

annexed the following epigrammatic
iistich :

—

" Old Tom, he is the best of gin

;

Drink hiroonce, and you'll drink him agin:"

The hovel stood so remote from all

other habitations, and the waste
around was so bare of trees, and even
hruhfl, that Alice saw with

that all hope of flight in such a place

would be indeed a chimera. But to

make assurance doubly sure, Darvil

himself, lifting her from the cart,

conducted her up a broken and un-

lighted staircase, into a sort of loft

rather than a room, and pushing her

rudelv in, turned the key upon her,

3ui Jescended. The weather was

cold, the livid damps hung upon the

distained walls, and there was neither

fire nor nearth ; but thinly clad as

she was—her cloak and shawl her

principal covering—she did not feel

the cold ; for her heart was more
chilly than the airs of heaven. At
noon an old woman brought her some
food, which, consisting of fish and
poaehed game, was better than might
have been expected in such a place,

and what would have been deemed a

feast under her father's roof. With
an inviting leer, the crone pointed to

a pewter measure of raw spirits that

accompanied the viands, and assured

her, in a cracked and maudlin voice,

that '"Old Tom' was a kinder friend

than any of the young fellers !" This

intrusion ended, Alice was again left

alone till dusk, when Darvil entered

with a bundle of clothes, such as are

worn by the peasants of that primitive

district of England.
" There, Alley," said he, " put on

this warm toggery ; finery won't do
now. We must leave no scent in the

track ; the hounds are after us, my
little blowen. Here 's a nice stuff

gown for you, and a red cloak that

would frighten a turkey-cock. As to

the other cloak and shawl, don't be

afraid j they sha'n't go to the pop-

shop, but we'll take care of them
against we get to some large town
where there are young fellows with

blunt in their pockets ; for you seem to

have already found out that your face

is your fortune, Alley. Come, make
haste ; we must be starting. I shaK

come up for you in ten minute*

Pish ! don't be faint-hearted ; herq
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take ' Old Tom'—take it, I say. What,
you won't? Well, here's to your

health, and a better taste to you !

"

And now, as the door once more
closed upon Darvil, tears for the first

time came to the relief of Alice. It

was a woman's weakness that procured

for her that woman's luxury. Those

garments—they were Ernest's gift

—

Ernest's taste ; they were like the last

relic of that delicious life which now
seemed to have fled for ever. All

trace of that life— of him, the loving,

the protecting, the adored ; all trace

of herself, as she had been re-created

by love, was to be lost to her for ever.

It was (as she had read somewhere, in

the little elementary volumes that

bounded her historic lore) like that

last fatal ceremony in which those

condemned for life to the mines of

Siberia are clothed with the slave's

livery, their past name and record

eternally blotted out, and thrust into

the vast wastes, from which even the

mercy of despotism, should it ever

re-awaken, cannot recall them ; for all

evidence of them—all individuality-

—

all mark to distinguish them from the

universal herd, is expunged from the

world's calendar. She was still sob-

I'ing in vehement and unrestrained

passion, when Darvil re-entered.

"What, not dressed yet?" h£ ex-

claimed, in a voice of impatient rage
;

" harkye, this won't do. If in two

minutes you are not ready, I '11 send

up John Walters to help you ; and
he is a rough hand, I can tell

you."

This threat recalled Alice to her-

self. " I will do as you wish," said

she, meekly.
" Well, then, be quick," said Darvil

;

"they are now putting the horse to

And mark me, girl, your father is

running away from the gallows, and

that thought does not make a man
stand upon scruples. If you once

attempt to give me the slip, or do or

say anything that can bring the

No. 187.

bulkies upon us—by the devil in hell

—if, indeed, there be hell or devil

—

my knife shall become better ac-

quainted with that throat—so look

to it
!

"

And this was the father—this the

condition—of her whose ear had for

months drunk no other sound than

the whispers of flattering love—the

murmurs of Passion from the lips of

Poetry.

They continued their journey till

midnight ; they then arrived at an inn,

little different from the last ; but here

Alice was no longer consigned to soli-

tude. In a long room, reeking with

smoke, sate from twenty to thirty

ruffians before a table, on which mugs
and vessels of strong potations were

formidably interspersed with sabres

and pistols. They received Walters

and Darvil with a shout of welcome,

and would have crowded somewhat
unceremoniously round Alice, if her

father, whose well-known desperate

and brutal ferocity' made him a man
to be respected in such an assembly,

had not said, sternly, " Hands oft*

messmates, and make way by the fire

for my little girl—she is meat for your

masters."

So saying, he pushed Alice down
into a huge chair in the chimney
nook, and, seating himself near her, at

the end of the table, hastened to turn

the conversation.
" Well, captain," said he, addressing

a small thin man at the head of the

table, " I and Walters have fairly cut

and run—the land has a bad air for

us, and we now want the sea-breeze to

cure the rope fever. So, knowing this

was your night, we have crowded sail,

and here we are. You must give the

girl there a lift, though I know you

don't like such lumber, and we 'li run

ashore as soon as we can."

" She seems a quiet little body,"

replied the capta't ;
" and we woula

do more than tint to oblige an oh'

friend like you. In half- an- ho'-

» 7
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Oliver* puts on his night-cap, and we
must then be off."

" The sooner the better."

The men now appeared to forget
j

the presence of Alice, who sate faint I

with fatigue and exhaustion, for she

had been too sick at heart to touch
,

the food brought to her at their pre-

vious halting-place, gazing abstractedly

upon the fire. Her father, before their
|

departure, made her swallow som*
morsels of 6ea-biscuit, though each

seemed to choke her; and then,

wrapped in a thick boat-cloak, she

was placed in a small well-built cutter,

and as the sea-winds whistled round

her, the present cold and the past

fatigues lulled her miserable heart

into the arms of the charitable Sleep.

CHAPTER II.

M Yon are once more a free woman

;

Here I discharge your bonds."

The Custom of the Country.

Ahd many were thy trials, poor child;

many that, were this book to germi-

nate into volumes, more numerous

than monk ever composed upon the

lives of saint or martyr, (though a

hundred volumes contained the record

of two years only in the life of St.

Anthony,) it would be impossible to

describe ! We may talk of the fidelity

of books, but no man ever wrote even

his own biography, without being com-

pelled to omit at least nine tenths

of the most important materials.

What are three—Tihat six volume -)

We live six volumes in a day

!

Thought, emotion, joy, sorrow, hope,

fear, how prolix would they be, if they

might each tell their hourly tale

!

But man's life itself is a brief epitome

of that which is infinite and ever-

lasting; and his most accurate con-

fessions are a miserable abridgment of

a hurried and confused compendium !

It was about three months, or more,

from the night in which Alice wept

herself to sleep amongst those wild

companions, when she contrived to

escape from her father's vigilant eye.

They were then on the coast of Ireland.

* The moon.

Darvil had separated himsell from
Walters — from his seafaring com-
panions ; he had run through the

greater part of the money his crimes

had got together ; he began seriously

to attempt putting into execution his

horrible design of depending for sup-

port upon the sale of his daughter.

Now Alice might have been moulded
into sinful purposes, before she knew
Maltravers; but from that hour her

very error made her virtuous—she had
comprehended, the moment she loved,

what was meant by female honour;
and, by a sudden revelation, she had
purchased modesty, delicacy of thought

and soul, in the sacrifice of herself.

Much of o -

ir morality, (prudent and
right upon system,) with respect to

the first false step of women, leads us,

as we all know, into barbarous errors,

as to individual exceptions. Where,
from pure and confiding love, that

first false step has been taken, many a

woman has been saved, in after-life,

from a thousand temptations. The
poor unfortunates, who crowd our

streets and theatres, have rarely, in

the first instance, been corrupted by
love ; but by poverty, and the con-

tagion of circumstance and example.
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It is a miserable cant phrase to call

tliem the victims of seduction ; they

have been the victims of hunger, of

vanity, of curiosity, of evil female
counsels ; but the seduction of love

hardly ever conducts to a life of vice.

If a woman has once really loved, the

beloved object makes an impenetrable

oarrier between her and other men;
their advances terrify and revolt—she

would rather die than be unfaithful

even to a memory. Though man loves

the sex, woman loves only the indi-

vidual ; and the more she loves him,

the more cold she is to the species.

For the passion of woman is in the

sentiment— the fancy—the heart. It

rarely has much to do with the coarse

images with which boys and old men
—the inexperienced and the worn out

—connect it.

But Alice, though her blood ran

cold at her terrible father's language,

saw in his very design the prospect of

escape. In an hour of drunkenness

he thrust her from the house, and
stationed himself to watch her—it was

in the city of Cork. She formed her

resolution instantly— turned up a

narrow street, and fled at full speed.

Darvil endeavoured in vain to keep

pace with her— his eyes dizzy, his

steps reeling with intoxication. She
heard his last curse dying from a

distance on the air, and her fear winged

her steps; she paused at last, and

found herself on the outskirts of the '

town:— She paused, overcome, and
deadly faint ; and then, for the first

time, she felt that a strange and new
life was stirring within her own. She
had long since known that she bore in

her womb the unborn offspring of

Maltravers, and that knowledge 1

made her struggle and live on. r>ut

now, the embryo had quickened into

being—it moved—it appealed to her

—a thing unseen, unknown ; but still

it was a living creature appealing to

a mother! Oh, th-j thrill, half of

ineffable tenderness, half of mysterious

terror, at that moment !—What a new
chapter in the life of woman did it

not announce !—Now, then, she must
be watchful over herself—must guard
against fatigue— must wrestle with

despair. Solemn was the trust com-
mitted to her—the life of another—
the child of the Adored. It was a

summer night— she sate on a rude

stone, the city on one side, with its

lights and lamps ;
— the whitened

fields beyond, with the moon and the

stars above : and above she raised her

streaming eyes, and she thought that

God, the Protector, smiled upon her

from the face of the sweet skies. So,

after a pause and a silent prayer, she

rose and resumed Lor way. When
she was wearied she crept into a shed

in a farm-yard, and slept, for the first

time for weeks, the calm sleep of

security and hope.



'00 ERNEST MALTRAYERS.

CHAPTER III.

*' How like a prodigal doth she return

With over-weathered ribs and ragged sails."

Merchant of Vr*ir*.

" Mer. What are these ?

Uncle. The tenants."

Beaumont and Fletcher.— Wit without Monep.

It was just two years from the night

in which Alice had been torn from

the cottage ; and, at that time, Mal-

travers wa3 wandering amongst the

ruins of ancient Egypt, when, upon
the very lawn where Alice and her

lover had so often loitered hand in

hand, a gay party of children and

young people were assembled. The
cottage had been purchased by an

opulent and retired manufacturer.

He had raised the low thatched roof

another story high—and blue slate had

replaced the thatch—and the pretty

verandahs overgrown with creepers

had been taken down, because Mrs.

Hobbs thought they gave the rooms a

dull look ; and the little rustic door-

way had been replaced by four Ionic

pillars _n stucco ; and a new dining-

room, twenty-two feet by eighteen,

had been built out at one wing, and a

new drawing-room had been built over

the new dining-room. And the poor

little cottage looked quite grand and
villa-like. The fountain had been

taken away, because it made the house

damp ; and there was such a broad

carriage-drive from the gate to the

house ! The gate was no longer

the modest green wooden gate, ever

ajar with its easy latch ; but a tall,

cast-iron, well lucked gate, between

two pillars to match the porch. And
on one of the gates was a brass-

plate, on which was graven, " Hobbs'

Lodge—Ring the bell." The lesser

Tf oljliRes, and the biggT Hohbses

were all on the lawn—many of them
fresh from school—for it was the half-

holyday of a Saturday afternoon.

There was mirth, and noise, and shout-

ing, and whooping, and the respectable

old couple looked calmly on. Hobbs
the father, smoking his pipe

;
(alas, it

wasnot the dear meerschaum !) Hobbs
the mother, talking to her eldest-

daughter, (a fine young woman, three

months married, for love, to a poor

man,) upon the proper number of days

that a leg of mutton (weight ten

pounds) should be made to last.

" Always, my dear, have large joints,

they are much the most saving. Let

me see—what a noise the boys do

make ! No, my love, the ball 's not

here."

" Mamma, it is under your petti-

coats."

" La, child, how naughty you are
!

"

" Holla, you sir ! it 's my turn to

go in now. Biddy, wait,—girls have

no innings—girls only fag out."

" Bob, you cheat."

" Pa, Ned says I cheat."

" Very likely, my dear, you are to

be a lawyer."
•• Where was I, my dear ] " resumed

Mrs. Hobbs, resettling herself, and

readjusting the invaded petticoats.

" Oh, about the leg of mutton !—yes,

large joints are the best—the second

(lava nice hash, with dumplings; the

third, broil the bone—your husband

is sure to like broiled bones !— and

then keep the scraps for Saturday

V
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p\e ;—you know, lny dear, your father

and I were worse off than you when
ne began. But now we have every-

thing that is handsome about us

—

nothing like management. Saturday

pies are very nice things, and then

you start clear with your joint on

Sunday. A good wife like you

should never neglect the Saturday's

pie -

"

" Yes," said the bride, mournfully
;

" but Mr. Tiddy does not like pies."

" Not like pies ! that 's very odd--

Mr. Hobbs likes pies—perhaps you

don't have the crust made thick eno'.

Howsomever, you can make it up to

him with a pudding. A wife should

always studyher husband's tastes—what

is a man's home without love? Still

a husband ought not to be aggravat-

ing, and dislike pie on a Saturday !

"

" Holla ! I say, ma, do you see that

'ere gipsy ? I shall go and have my
fortune told."

" And I—and I
!"

" Lor, if there ben't a tramper !

"

cried Mr. Hobbs, rising indignantly
;

" what can the parish be about?"
" The object of these latter remarks,

filial and paternal, was a young woman
in a worn, thread-bare cloak, with her

face pressed to the open-work of the

gate, and looking wistfully— oh, how
wistfully ! — within. The children

eagerly ran up to her, but they invo-

luntarily slackened their steps when
they drew near, for she was evidently

jot what they had taken her for. No
gipsy hues darkened the pale, thin,

delicate cheek—no gipsy leer lurked

ia those large blue and streaming

eyes— no gipsy effrontery bronzed

that candid and childish brow. As
she thus pressed her countenance with

convulsive eagerness against the cold

bars, the young people caught the

ontagion of inexpressible and half-

fearful sadness — they approached

almost respectfully—" Do you want
anything here ?

" said the eldest and
boldest of the boys.

" I—I—surely this is Dale Cot

tage ?"

" It was Dale Cottage, it is Hobb^
Lodge now ; can't you read ? " said the

J"
*• of the Hobbs's honours, losing, in

contempt at the girl's ignorance, his

first impression of sympathy.
" And — and—Mr, Butler, is he

gone too ?
"

Poor child ! she spoke as if the cot-

tage was gone, not improved ; the

Ionic portico had no charm for her

!

" Butler ! — no such person lives

here. Pa, do you know where Mr.
Butler lives]

"

Pa was now moving up to the place

of conference the slow artillery of his

fair round belly and portly calves.

" Butler, no— I know nothing of such

a name—no Mr. Butler lives here.

Go along with you—ain't y
rou ashamed

to beg?"
" No Mr. Butler ! " said the girl,

gasping for breath, and clinging to

the gate for support. " Are you sure,

sir?"

" Sure, yes !—what do you want
with him V
"Oh, papa, she looks faint!" said

one of the girls, deprecatingly—"do
let her have something to eat, I'm
sure she's hungry."

Mr. Hobbs looked angry ; he had
often been taken in, and no rich man
likes beggars. Generally speaking,

the rich man is in the right. But
then Mr. Hobbs turned to the sus-

pected tramper's sorrowful face and
then to his fair pretty child—and his

good angel whispered something to

Mr. Hobbs's heart—and he said, after

a pause, " Heaven forbid that wo
should not feel for a poor fellow-

creature not so well to do as ourselves !

Come in, my lass, and have a morsel

to eat."

The girl did not seem to hear him,

and he repeated the invitation, ap-

proaching to unlock the gate.

" No, sir," said sne, then ;
" no. 1

thank you. I could not come in now
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I could not eat here. But tell me, sir,

I implore you., can you not even guess

where I may find Mr. Butler!"
" Butler!" said Mrs. Hobbs, whom

curiosity had now drawn to the spot.

" I remember that was the name of

the gentleman who hired the place,

and was robbed."
" Robbed !

" said Mr. Hobbs, falling

back and relocking the gate—" and
the new tea-pot just come home," he

muttered inly,— "Come, be off,

child—be off; we know nothing of

vour Mr. Butlers."

The young woman looked wildly

in his face, cast a hurried glance over

the altered spot, and then, with a kind

of shiver, as if the wind had smitten

her delicate form too rudely, she drew
her cloak more closely round her

shoulders, and without saying another

word, moved away. The party looked

after her as, with trembling steps, she

passed down the road, and all felt that

pang of shame which is common to

the human heart, at the sight of a

distress it has not sought to soothe.

But this feeling vanished at once from

the breast of Mrs. and Mr. Hobbs,
when they saw the girl stop where a

turn of the road brought the gate be-

fore her eyes ; and for the first time

they perceived, what the worn cloak

had hitherto concealed, that the poor

young thing bore an infant in her

rms. She halted, she gazed fondly

back. Even at that distance the de-

spair of her eyes was visible ; and
then, as she pressed her lips to the

infant's brow, they heard a convulsive

sob—they saw her turn away, and she

was gone I

" Well, I declare ! " said Mrs.

Hobbs.
" News for the parish," said Mr.

Hobbs ;
" and she so young too !

—

what a shame!"
" The girls about here are very bad

now-a-diiys, Jenny," said the mother

to the bride.

" I see now why she wanted Mr

Butler," quoth Hobbs, with a knowing
wink—" the slut has come to swear!

"

And it was for this that Alice had
supported her strength—her courage

—during the sharp pangs of child-

birth ; during a severe and crushing

illness, which for months after her

confinement had stretched her upon
a peasant's bed, (the object of the

rude but kindly charity of an Irish

shealing,)— for this, day after day,

she had whispere i to herself, " I

shall get well, and I will beg my way
to the cottage, and find him there

still, and put my little one into his

arms, and all will be bright again ;"

—

for this, as soon as she could walk

without aid, had she set out on foot

from the distant land;— for this,

almost with a dog's instinct—(for she

knew not what way to turn—what
county the cottage was placed in

;

she only knew the name of the neigh-

bouring town; and that, populous as

it was, sounded strange to the ears of

those she asked ; and she had often

and often been directed wrong ;)—for

this, I say, almost with a dog's faithful

instinct, had she, in cold and beat, Lu

hunger and in thirst, tracked to her

old master's home her desolate and
lonely way ! And thrice had she over-

fatigued herself— and thrice again

been indebted to humble pity for a

bed whereon to lay a feverish and
broken frame. And once, too. her

baby—her darling, her life of life, had

been ill—had been near unto death,

and she could not stir till the infant

(it was a girl) was well again, and
could smile in her face and crow.

And thus many, many months had

elapsed, since the day she set out on
her pilgrimage, to that on which she

found its goal. But never, save when
the child w»8 ill, had she Responded
or abated heart and hope. She should

see him again, and he would kiss her

child. And now—no—I cannot paint

the might of that stunning blow

!

She knew not, she dreamed not, of
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the kind precautions Maltravers bad
taken ; and he had not sufficiently

calculated on her thorough ignorance

of the world. How could she divine

that the magistrate, not a mile distant

from her, could have told her all

she sought to know] Could she but

have met the gardener—or the old

woman-servant— all would have been

well ! These last, indeed, she had the

forethought to ask for. But ;he woman
was dead, and the gardener had taken

I a strange service in some distant

I county. And so died her last gleam

, of hope. If one person who remem-

j
bered the search of Maltravers had but

|
met and recognised her ! But she had

|

been seen by so few—and now the

J

bright, fresh girl was so sadly altered !

, Her race was not yet run, and many
! a sharp wind upon the mournful seas

had the bark to brave, before its

haven was found at last.

CHAPTER IV.

" Patience and sorrow strove

Which should express her goodliest."—Shakspeabk.

1 Je la plains, je la blame, et je suis son appui.*"

—

Voltaihs.

And now Alice felt that she was on

the wide world alone, with her child

—no longer to be protected, but to

protect ; and, after the first few days

of agony, a new spirit, not indeed of

hope, but of endurance, passed with-

ii her. Her solitary wanderings,

with God her only guide, had tended

greatly to elevate and confirm her

character. She felt a strong reliance

on His mysterious mercy—she felt,

too, the responsibility of a mother.

Thrown for so many months upon
her own resources, even for the bread

of life, her intellect was unconsciously

sharpened, and a habit of patient

fortitude had strengthened a nature

originally clinging and femininely-

soft. She resolved to pass into some

other county, for she could neither

bear the thoughts that haunted the

neighbourhood arouud, nor think,

without a loathing horror, of the

possibility of her father's return.

Accordingly, one day, she renewed

her wanderings—and after a week's

travel, arrived at a small village.

* I pity her, I blame her, and am her

support

Charity is so common in England, it

so spontaneously springs up every-

where, like the good seed by the

road-side, that she had rarely wanted
the bare necessaries of existence.

And her humble manner, and sweet,

well-tuned voice, so free from the

professional whine of mendicancy, had
usually its charm for the sternest.

So she generally obtained enough to

buy bread and a night's lodging, and
if sometimes she failed—she could

bear hunger, and was not afraid of

creeping into some shed, or, when by
the sea-shore, even into some shelter-

ing envern. Her child throve too—

-

for God tempers the wind to the

shorn lamb ! But now, so far as physi-

cal privation went, the worst was over

It so happened that as Alice was

drawing herself wearily along to the

entrance of the village which was to

bound her day's journey, she was met
byaladyjast middle age, in whose
countenancecompassion was so visible,

that Alice would not beg, for she had

a strange delicacy or pride, or what-

ever it may be called, and rather

begged of the stern than of those who
looked kmdly at her—the did not
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like to lower herself in the eyes of

the last.

The lady stopped.
" My poor girl, where are you

going ]

"

" Where God pleases, madam," said

Alice.

" Humph 1 and is that your own
child ?—you are almost a child your-

self !

"

" It is mine, madam," said Alice,

gazing fondly at the infant ;—" it is

my all
!

"

The lady's voice faltered. " Are
you married 1

" she asked.
" Married !—Oh no, madam !

" re-

plied Alice, innocently, yet without

blushing, for she never knew that

she had done wrong in loving Mal-

travers.

The lady drew gently back, but not

in horror—no, in still deeper com-

passion ; for that lady had true virtue,

and she knew that the faults of her

sex are sufficiently punished to per-

mit Virtue to pity them without a

sin.

" I am sorry for it," she said, how-

ever, with greater gravity. " Are
you travelling to seek the father?"

" Ah, madam ! I shall never see

him again !
" And Alice wept.

" What !—he has abandoned you

—

so young, so beautiful
!

" added the

lady to herself.

"Abandoned me !—no madam; but

it is a long tale. Good evening—

I

thank you kindly for your pity."

The lady's eyes ran over.

" Stay," said she, " tell me frankly

where you are going, and what is your
object."

"Alas! madam, I am going any-

where, for I have no home ; but I

wish to live and work for my living,

in order that my child may not want
for anything. I wish I could main-

tain myself

—

he used to say I could."
" He !—your language and manner

are not those of a peasant. What can

you do j—What do you know 1

"

"Music, and work, and—and "

" Music !—this is strange I What
were your parents ?

"

Alice shuddered, and hid her face

with her hands.

The lady's interest was now fairly

warmed in her behalf.

" She has sinned," said she to her-

self ;
" but at that age, how can one

be harsh 1—She must not be thrown
upon the world to make sin a habit.

Follow me," she said, after a little

pause ;
" and think you have found a

friend."

The lady then turned from the

highroad down a green lane which
led to a park lodge. This lodge she

entered ; and, after a short conversa-

tion with the inmate, beckoned to

Alice to join her.

"Janet," said Alice's new protector

to a comely and pleasant-eyed woman,
" this is the young person—you will

show her and the infant every atten-

tion. I shall send down proper

clothing for her to-morrow, and I

shall then have thought what will be

best for her future welfare."

With that, the lady smiled benignly

upon Alice, whose heart was too full

to speak ; and the door of the cottage

closed upon her, and Alice thought

the day had grown darker.
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CHAPTER V.

"Believe me, she has won me much to pity her
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made
To buffet with adversity."—Row*.

" Sober he was, and grave from early youth.
Mindful of forms, but more intent on truth;

In a light drab he uniformly dress'd,

And look serene th' unruffled mind express'd.

Yet might observers in his sparkling eye
Some observation, some acuteness spy;

The friendly thought it keen, the treacherous deem'd it sly |

Yet not a crime could foe or friend detect,

His actions all were like bis speech correct

—

Chaste, sober, solemn, and devout they named
Him who was this, and not of this ashamed."

—

Ckabbb.

'I'll on and sound this secret."—Beaumont and Fletcher

Mrs. Leslie, the lady introduced to

the reader in the last chapter, was a

woman of the firmest intellect com-

bined (no unusual combination) with

the softest heart. She learned Alice's

history with admiration and pity.

The natural innocence and honesty of

the young mother spoke so eloquently

in her words and looks, that Mrs.

Leslie, on hearing her tale, found

much less to forgive than she had an-

ticipated. Still she deemed it neces-

sary to enlighten Alice as to the cri-

minality of the connexion she had

formed. But here Alice was singu-

larly dull— she listened in meek
patience to Mrs. Leslie's lecture ; but

it evidently made but slight impres-

sion on her. She had not yet seen

enough of the Social state, to correct

the first impressions of the Natural

:

and all she could say in answer to Mrs.

Leslie was,—" It may be all very

true, madam, but I have been so

much better since I knew him !

"

But though Alice took humbly any

{ensure upon herself, she would not

hear a syllable insinuated against

Mai travers. When, in a very natural

indignation, Mrs. Leslie denounced
him as a destroyer of innocence—for

Mrs. Leslie could not learn all that

extenuated his offence—Alice started

up with flashing eyes and heaving
heart, and would have hurried from
the only shelter she had in the wide
world—she would sooner have died

—

she would sooner even have seen her

child die, than done that idol of her
soul, who, in her eyes, stood alone

on some pinnacle between earth and
heaven, the wrong of hearing him
reviled. With difficulty Mrs. Leslie

could restrain, with still more diffi-

culty could she pacify and soothe,

her ; and, for the girl's petulance,

which others might have deemed in-

solent or ungrateful, the woman heart

of Mrs. Leslie loved her all the better.

The more she saw of Alice, and the

more she comprehended her story,

and her character, the more was she

lost in wonder at the romance of

which this beautiful child had been

the heroine, and the more perplexed

she was as to Alice's future prospeels
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At length, however, when she he-

came acquainted with Alice's musical

acquirements, which were, indeed, of

no common order, a light broke in

upon her. Here was the source of

her future independence. Maltravers,

it will be remembered, was a musician

of consummate skill as well as taste,

and Alice's natural talent for the art

had advanced her, in the space of

months, to a degree of perfection,

which it cost others—which it had

cost even the o/.rick Maltravers—years

to obtain. But we learn so rapidly

ft'hen our teachers are those we love !

and it may be observed that the less

our knowledge, the less, perhaps, our

genius in other things, the more
facile are our attainments in music,

which is a very jealous mistress of

the mind. Mrs. Leslie resolved to

have her perfected in this art, and so

enable her to become a teacher to

others. In the town of C*****, about

thirty miles from Mrs. Leslie's house,

though in the same county, there was

no inconsiderable circle of wealthy

and intelligent persons ; for it was a

cathedral town, and the resident

clergy drew around them a kind of

provincial aristocracy. Here, as in

most rural towns in England, music

was much cultivated, both among the

higher and middle classes. There

were amateur concerts, and glee-clubs,

and subscriptions for sacred music
;

and once every five years, there was

the great C***** Festival. In this

town, Mrs. Leslie established Alice
;

«he placed her under the roof of a

ei-devant music-master, who, having

retired from his profession, was no

longer jealous of rivals, but who, by

handsome terms, was induced to com-

plete the education of Alice. It. was

an eligible and comfortable abode.

and the music-master and his wife

were a good-natured, easy old couple.

Three months of resolute and un-

ceasing perseverance, combined with

the singular ductility and native gifts

of Alice, sufficed to render her the

most promising pupil \he good mu-
sician had ever accomplished

; and in

three months more, introduced by
Mrs. Leslie to many of the families

in the place, Alice was established in

a home of her own ; and what with

regular lessons, and occasional assist-

ance at musical parties, she was fairly

earning what her tutor reasonably

pronounced to be " a very genteel in-

dependence."

Now, in these arrangements (for

we must here go back a little,) there

had been one gigantic difficulty o,

conscience in one party, of feeling in

another, to surmount. Mrs. Leslie

saw at once, that unless Alice's mis-

fortune was concealed, all the virtues

and all the talents in the world could

not enable her to retrace the one false

step. Mrs. Leslie was a woman of

habitual truth and strict rectitude,

and she was sorely perplexed between

the propriety of candour and its

cruelty. She felt unequal to take the

responsibility of action on herself;

and, after much meditation, she re-

solved to confide her scruples to one,

who, of all whom she knew, possessed

the highest character for moral worth

and religious sanctity. This gentle-

man, lately a widower, lived at the

outskirts of the town selected for

Alice's future residence, and at that

time happened to be on a visit in

Mrs. Leslie's neighbourhood. He was

an opulent man, a banker; he had
once represented the town in parlia-

ment, and, retiring, from disinclina-

tion to the late hours and onerous

fatigues even of an unreformed House
of Commons, he still possessed an in-

fluence to return one, if not both, of

the members for the city of C*****.

And that influence was always ex-

erted so as best to secure his own
interest with the powers that be, and

advance certain objects of ambition

(for he was both an ostentatious and

ambitious man in his own way) which
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he felt ho might more easily obtain

by proxy than by his own votes and

voice in parliament—an atmosphere

in which his light did not shine.

And it was with a wonderful address

that the banker contrived at once to

support the government, and yet, by

the frequent expression of liberal

opinions, to conciliate the Whigs and

the Dissenters of his neighbourhood.

Parties, political and sectarian, were

not then so irreconcileable as they

are now. In the whole county there

was no one so respected as this emi-

nent person, and yet he possessed no

shining talents, though a laborious

and energetic man of business. It

was solely and wholly the force of

moral character which gave him his

position in society. He felt this; he

was sensitively proud of it; he was

painfully anxious not to lose an atom
of a distinction that required to be

vigilantly secured. He was a very

remarkable, yet not (perhaps could

we penetrate all hearts) a very uncom-

mon character— this banker! He
had risen from, comparatively speak-

ing, a low origin and humble for-

tunes, and entirely by the scrupulous

and sedate propriety of his outward

conduct. With such a propriety he,

therefore, inseparably connected every

notion of worldly prosperity and

honour. Thus, though far from a

bad man, he was forced into being

something of a hypocrite. Every

year he had grown more starch and
more saintly. He was conscience-

keeper to the whole town ; and it is

astonishing how many persons hardly

dared to make a will or subscribe to

a charity without his advice. As he

was a shrewd man of this world, as

well as an accredited guide to the

next, his advice was precisely of a

nature to reconcile the Conscience

and the Interest; and he was a kind

of negotiator in the reciprocal diplo-

macy of earth and heaven " But our

Linker was really a charitable man.

and a benevolent man, and a sincere

believer. How, then, was he a hypo-

crite 1 Simply, because he professed

to be far more charitable, more be-

nevolent, and more pious, than he

really was. His reputation bad now
arrived to that degree of immaculate
polish, that the smallest breath, which
would not have tarnished the charac-

ter of another man, would have fixed

an indelible stain upon his. As he

affected to be more strict than the

churchman, and was a great oracle

with all who regarded churchmen as

lukewarm, so his conduct was nar-

rowly watched by all the clergy of

the orthodox cathedral, good men,
doubtless, but not affecting to be
saints, who were jealous at being so

luminously out-shone by a layman
and an authority of the sectarians.

On the other hand, the intense

homage, and almost worship, he re-

ceived from his followers, kept his

goodness upon a stretch, if not be-

yond all human power, certainly be-

yond his owu. For "admiration"
(as it is well said somewhere) "is a

kind of superstition which expects

miracles." From nature, this gentle-

man had received an inordinate share

of animal propensities; he had strong

passions, he was by temperament a

sensualist. He loved good eating aud
good wine—he loved women. The
two former blessings of the carnal

life, are not incompatible with canoni-

sation ; but St. Anthony has shown
that women, however angelic, are not

precisely that order of angels that

saints may safely commune with. If,

therefore, he ever yielded to tempta-

tions of a sexual nature, it was with

profound secrecy and caution ; nor
did his right hand know what his left

hand did.

This gentleman had married a wo-
man much older than him -elf, but
her fortune had been one of the

necessary stepping-stones in is career.

His exemplary conduct toward.-) thi«
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lady, ugly as well as old, had doiie I

much towards increasing the odour
|

of his sanctity. She died of an ague,

and the widower did not shock pro-

babilities by affecting too severe a

grief.

" The Lord's will be done ! " said

he ;
" she was a good woman, but we

should not set our affections too much
upon His perishable creatures !

"

This was all he was ever heard to

say on the matter. He took an elderly

gentlewoman, distantly related to him,

to manage his house, and sit at the

head of the table ; and it was thought

not impossible, though the widower

was past fifty, that he might marry

again.

Such was the gentleman called in

by Mrs Leslie, who, of the same

religious opinions, had long known
and revered him, to decide the affairs

of Alice and of Conscience.

As this man exercised no slight or

fugitive influence over Alice Darvil's

destinies, his counsels on the point

in discussion ought to be fairly

related.

" And now," said Mrs. Leslie, con-

cluding the history, "you will per-

ceive, my dear sir, that this poor

young creature has been less culpable

than she appears. From the extra-

ordinary proficiency she ha? made in

music, in a time, that, by her own
account, seems incredibly short, I

should suspect her unprincipled be-

trayer must have been an artist—

a

professional man. It is just possible

that they may meet again, and (as

he ranks between them cannot be

o very disproportionate) that he may
marry her. I am sure that he could

not do a better or a wiser thing, for

she loves him too fondly, despite her

wrongs. Under these circumstances,

would it be a—a—a culpable disguise

of truth to represent her as a married

woman— separated from her husband

—and give her the name of her

seducer ' Without such a precaution

you will see, sir, that all hope of

settling her reputably in life— all

chance of procuring her any credit-

able independence, is out of the ques-

tion. Such is my dilemma. What
is your advice ?—palatable or not, !

shall abide by it."

The banker's grave and saturnine

countenance exhibited a slight degree

of embarrassment at the case sub-

mitted to him. He began brushing

away, with the cuff of his black coat,

some atoms of dust that had settled

on his drab small-olothes ; and, aftei

a slight pause, he replied, " Why
really, dear madam, the question is

one of much delicacy— I doubt if

men could be good judges upon it;

your sex's tact and instinct on these

matters are better—much better than

our sagacity. There is much in the

dictates of your own heart; for to

those who are in the grace of the Lord,

He vouchsafes to communicate his

pleasure, by spiritual hints and inward

suggestions !

"

" If so, my dear sir, the matter is

decided ; for my heart whispers me,
that this slight deviation from truth

would be a less culpable offence than

turning so young and, I had almost

said, so innocent a creature adrift

upon the world. I may take your
opinion as my sanction."

" Why, really, I can scarcely say so

much as that," said the banker, with

a slight smile. "A deviation from

truth cannot be incurred without

some forfeiture of strict duty."

" Not in any case. Alas, I was
afraid so !

" said Mrs. Leslie, despond-

ingly-

" In any case ! Oh, there may bi

cases ! But had I not better see tin

young woman, and ascertain that your

benevolent heart has not deceived

you ]

"

"I wish you would," said Mrs.

Leslie, "she is now in the house. I

will ring for her."
•' Should we not be alone 1

"
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" Certainly ; I will leave you toge-

ther."

Alice was sent for, and appeared.
" This pious gentleman," said Mrs.

Leslie, " will confer with you for a

few moments, my child. Do not be

afraid ; he is the best of men." With

these words of encouragement the

good lady vanished, and Alice saw

before her a tall, dark man, with a

head bald in front, yet larger behind

than before, with spectacles upon a

pair of shrewd, penetrating eyes, and

an outline of countenance that showed

he must have been handsome in earlier

manhood.
"My young friend," said the banker,

seating himself, after a deliberate

survey of the fair countenance that

blushed beneath his gaze, " Mrs.

Leslie and myself have been confer-

ring upon your temporal welfare. You
have been unfortunate, my child ]

"

" Ah—yes."

" Well, well, you are very young

;

we must not be too severe upon youth.

You will never do so again]"
" Do what, please you, sir 1

"

" What ! Humph ! I mean that

you will be more rigid, more circum-

spect. Men are deceitful
;
you must

be on your guard against them. You
are handsome, child, very handsome
—more 's the pity." And the banker

took Alice's hand and pressed it with

great unction. Alice looked at him
gravely, and drew the hand away
instinctively.

The banker lowered his spectacles,

and gazed at her without their aid
;

his eyes were still fine and expres-

sive. " What is your name V he asked.

"Alice—Alice Darvil, sir."

•' Well, Alice, we have been con-

sidering what is best for you. You
wish to earn your own livelihood, and
perhaps marry some honest man
hereafter ?

"

"Marry, sir—never!" said Alice,

with great earnestness, her eyes filling

ith tears.

" And why ?
"

" Because I shall never see him on
earth, and they do not marry in

heaven, sir."

The banker was moved, for he was
not worse than his neighbours, though
trying to make them believe he was
so much better.

" Well, time enough to talk of that

;

but in the meanwhile you would
support yourself!"

" Yes, sir. His child ought to he

a burthen to none—nor I either. I

once wished to die, but then who
would love my little one? Now I

wish to live."

" But what mode of livelihood would
you prefer? Would you go into a

family, in some capacity'!—not that

of a servant—you are too delicate for

that."

" Oh, no—no !

"

" But, again, why ? " asked the

banker, soothingly, yet surprised.
" Because," said Alice, almost so-

lemnly, " there are some hours when
I feel I must be alone. I sometimes
think I am not all right here" and she

touched her forehead. " They called

me an idiot before I knew him !—No,
I could not live with others, for I can
only cry when nobody but my child

is with me."

This was said with such uncon-

scious, and therefore with such pathetic

simplicity, that the banker was sen-

sibly affected. He rose, stirred the

fire, resettled himself, and after a

pause, said emphatically

—

" Alice, I

will be your friend. Let me believe

you will deserve it."

Alice bent her graceful head, and
seeing that he had sunk into an
abstracted silence, she thought it time

for her to withdraw.
'• She is, indeed, beautiful," said the

banker, almost aloud, when he was
alone ;

" and the old lady is right

—

she is as innocent as if she had not

fallen. . I wonder " Here he

stopped short, and walked to the ela^



}}(< ERNEST J1ALTRAVBBS.

over the mantel-piece, where he was

still gazing on his own features, when
Mrs. Leslie returned.

" Well, sir," said she, a little sur-

prised at this seeming vanity in so

pious a man.

The banker started. " Madam, I

honour your penetration as much as

your charity ; 1 think that there is

so much to be feared in letting all

the world know this young female's

past error, that, though I dare not

advise, I cannot blame, your conceal-

ment of it."

" But, sir, your words have sunk

deep into my thoughts
;
you said

every deviation from truth was a for-

feiture of duty."

" Certainly ; but there are some
exceptions. The world is a bad world,

we are born in sin, and the children

of wrath. We do not tell infants all

the truth, when they ask us questions,

the proper answers of which would

mislead, not enlighten,' them. In

some things the whole world are in-

fants. The very science of govern-

ment is the science of concealing truth

—so is the system of trade. We
could not blame the tradesman for

not telling the public, that if all his

debts were called in he would be a
: >uikrupt."

And he may marry her, after all

—this Mr. Butler."

"Heaven forbid— the villain!—
Well, madam. I will see to this poor

young thing—she shall not want a

guide."

" Heaven reward you. How wicked

some people are to call you severe !

"

" I can bear that blame with a muck
temper, madam. Good day."

" Good day. You will remember
how strictly confidential has been our

conversation."
" Not a breath shall transpire. I

will send you ome tract.: t>:ri irrow

—bo comforting. Heaven bless yon !"

This difficulty smoothed, Mrs.

Leslie, to her astonishment, found

that she had another to contend with

in Alice herself. For, first, Alice

conceived that to change her name
and keep her secret, was to confess

that she ought to be ashamed, rather

than proud, of her love to Ernest, and

she thought that so ungrateful to

him!— and, secondly, to take his

name, to pass for his wife—what pre-

sumption—he would certainly have

a right to be offended ! At these

scruples, Mrs. Leslie well-nigh lost all

patience ; and the banker, to his own
surprise, was again called in. We
have said that he was an experienced

and skilful adviser, which implies the

faculty of persuasion. He soon saw

the handle by which Alice's obstinacy

might always be moved—her little

girl's welfare. He put this so forcibly

before her eyes ; he represented the

child's future fate as resting so much,
not only on her own good conduct,

but on her outward respectability,

that he prevailed upon her at last

;

and, perhaps, one argument that he

incidentally used, had as much effect

on her as the rest. " This Mr. Butler,

if yet in England, may pass through

our town—may visit amongst us

—

may hear you spoken of, by a name
similar to his own, and curiosity would

thus induce him to seek you. Take
his name, and you will always bear

an honourable index to your mutual

discovery and recognition. Besides,

when you are respectable, honoured,

and earning an independence, he may
not be too proud to marry you. But

take your own name, avow your own
history, and not only will your child

be an outcast, yourself a beggar, or,

at best, a menial dependant, but you

lose every hope of recovering the ob-

ject of your too-devoted attachment."

Thus Alice was convinced. From
that time she became close and re-

served in her communications. .Mrs.

Leslie had wisely selected a town

sufficientlyremote from herownabode

to preclude any revelations of her
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domestics ; and, as Mrs. Butler, Alice

attracted universal sympathy and re-

spect from the exercise of her talents,

the modest sweetness of her manners,

the unblemished propriety of her con-

duct. Somehow or other, no sooner

did she learn the philosophy of con-

cealment, than she made a great leap

in knowledge of the world. And,

though flattered and courted by the

young loungers of C * * * * *, she

steered her course with so much
address, that she was never perse-

cuted. For there are few men in the

world who make advances where there

Is no encouragement.

The banker observed her conduct

with silent vigilance. He met her

often, he visited her often. He was

intimate at houses where she attended

to teach or perform. He lent her

good books— he advised her— he

preached to her. Alice began to look

up to him—to like him—to consider

him, as a village girl in Catholic

countries may consider a benevolent

and kindly priest. And he— what
was his object]—at that time it is

impossible to guess : — he became
thoughtful and abstracted.

One day an old maid and an old

clergyman met in the High Street of

q * • • * *

"And how do you do, ma'am ]"

said the clergyman ;
" how is the

rheumatism ]

"

" Better, thank you, sir. Any news]"

The clergyman smiled, and some-

thing hovered on his lips which he

suppressed.
" Were you," the old maid resumed,

" at Mrs. Macnab's last night ] Charm-
ing music]"

" Charming ! How pretty that Mrs.

Butler is ! and how humble ! Knows
her station— so unlike professional

people."

" Yes, indeed !—What attention a

certain banker paid her !

"

" He ! he ! he ! yes ; he is very

fatherly—verv!"

" Perhaps he will marry again ; he
is always talking of the holy state of

matrimony—a holy state it may be-
but Heaven knows, his wife, poor

woman, did not make it a pleasant

one."

"There may be more causes fo'

that than we guess of," said tbe cler-

gyman, mysteriously. " I would not

be uncharitable, but
"

" But what ]

"

" Oh, when he was young, our great

man was not so correct, I fancy, as he

is now."

"So I have heard it whispered ; but

nothing against him was ever known."
" Hem— it is very odd !

"

" What 's very odd ]"

" Why, but it 's a secret—I dare say

it 's all very right."

" Oh, I sha'n't say a word. Are
you going to the cathedral ]—don't

let me keep you standing. Now, pray

proceed
!

"

" Well, then, yesterday I was doing

duty in a village more than twenty

miles hence, and I loitered in the

village to take an early dinner; and,

afterwards, while my horse was feed-

ing, I strolled down the green."

"Well -well]"
" And I saw a gentleman muffled

carefully up, with his hat slouched

over his face, at the doer of a cottage,

with a little child in his arms, and he

kissed it more fondly than, be we
ever so good, we generally kiss other

people's children ; and then he gave

it to a peasant woman standing near

him, and mounted his horse, which

was tied to the gate, and trotted past

me: and who do you think this was]"
" Patience me— I can't guess !

"

" Why, our saintly banker. I bowed
to him, and I assure you he turned as

red, ma'am, as your waistband."

"My!"
" I just turned into the cottage

when he was out of sight, for I was

thirsty, and asked for a glass of water,

and 1 saw the child I declare, I
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would not be uncharitable, but I

thought it monstrous like—you know
whom !

"

" Gracious ! you don't say
"

" I asked the woman ' if it was
hers]' and she said 'No,' but was
very short."

" Dear me, I must find this out !
—

What is the name of the village ]

"

" Covedale."
" Oh, I know— I know."
" Not a word of this ; I dare say

there 's nothing in it. But I am not
much in favour of your new lights."

" Nor I neither. What better than
the good old Church of England]"

" Madam, your sentiments do you
honour

;
you '11 be sure not to say

anything of our little mystery."

" Not a syllable."

Two days after this, three old maids

made an excursion to the village of

Covedale, and lo! the cottage in

question was shut up— the woman
and the child were gone. The people

in the village knew nothing about

them— had seen nothing particular

in the woman or child—had always

supposed them mother and daughter;

and the gentleman identified by the

clerical inquisitor with the banker,

had never but once been observed in

the place.

"The vile old parson," said the

eldest of the old maids, " to take

away so good a man's character !

and the fly will cost one pound two,

with the baiting
!

"

CHAPTER VL

" In this disposition was I, when looking out of my window one day to take the air,

I perceived a kind of peasant who looked at me very attentively."

—

Gil Blas.

A summer's evening in a retired

country town has something melan-

choly in it. You have the streets of

a metropolis without their animated

bustle—you have the stillness of the

country without its birds and flowers.

The reader will please to bring before

him a quiet street, in the quiet country

town of C * * * * *, in a quiet evening

in quiet June : the picture is not

mirthful—two young dogs are playing

in the street, one old dog is watching

by a newly-painted door. A few ladies

of middle age move noiselessly along

the pavement, returning home to tea:

they wear white muslin dresses, green

spencers a little faded, straw poke

bonnets, with green or coffee-coloured

gauze veils. By twos and threes they

have disappeared within the thresholds

of small, neat houses, with little rail-

ings, enclosing little green plots.

Threshold, house, railing, and plot,

each as like to the other as are those

small commodities called " nest

tables." which, " even as a broken

mirror multiplies," summon to the

bewildered eye countless iterations of

one four-legged individual. Paradise

Place was a set of nest houses.

A cow had passed through the

streets with a milkwoman behind
;

two young and gay shopmen, " look-

ing after the gals," had reconnoitred

the street, and vanished in despair.

The twilight advanced—but gently
;

and though a star or two were up.

the air was still clear. At the open

window of one of the tenements in

this street sate Alice Darvil. She

had been working (that pretty excuse

to women for thinking), and as the

thoughts grew upon her, and the

evening waned, the work had fallen

upon her knee, and her hands dropped

mechanically on her lap. Her profile
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was turned towards the street ; but

without moving her head or changing

her attitude, her eyes glanced from

time to time to her little girl, who
nestled on the ground beside her,

tired with play ; and, wondering, per-

haps, why she was not already in

bed, seemed as tranquil as the young
mother herself. And sometimes

Alice's eyes filled with tears— and

then she sighed, as if to sigh the tears

away. But, poor Alice, if she grieved,

hers was now a 6ilent and a patient

grief

!

The street was deserted of all other

passengers, when a man passed along

the pavement on the side opposite to

Alice's house. His garb was rude

and homely, between that of a la-

bourer and a farmer ; but still there

was an affectation of tawdry show about

the bright scarlet silk handkerchief,

tied in a sailor or smuggler fashion

round the sinewy throat ; the hat was

set jauntily on one side, and, dangling

many an inch from the gaily-striped

waistcoat, glittered a watch-chain and
seals, which appeared suspiciously out

of character with the rest of the attire.

The passenger was covered with dust;

and as the street was in a suburb

communicating with the high road,

and formed one of the entrances into

the town, he had probably, after a

long day's journey, reached his even-

ing's destination. The looks of this

stranger were anxious, restless, and
perturbed. In his gait and swagger

there was the recklessness of the pro-

fessional blackguard ; but in his vigi-

lant, prying, suspicious eyes, there was

a hang-dog expression of apprehen-

sion and fear. He seemed a man upon
whom Crime had set its significant

mark—and who saw a purse with one

eye and a gibbet with the other. Alice

did not note the stranger; until she

herself had attracted and centered all

his attention. He halted abruptly as

he caught a view of her face—shaded
his eyes with his hand as if to gaze

No. 108

more intently—and at length burst

into an exclamation of surprise and
pleasure. At that instant Alice turned,

and her gaze met that of the stranger.

The fascination of the basilisk can

scarcely more stun and paralyse it?

victim than the l">rk of this strangei

charmed, with the appalling glamoury
of horror, the eye and soul of Alice

Darvil. Her fae* became suddenly

locked and rigid, her lips as white as

marble, her eyes almost started from
their sockets—she pressed her hands
convulsively together, and shuddered

—but still she did not move. The
man nodded and grinned, and then,

deliberately crossing the street, gained

the door, and knocked loudly. Still

Alice did not stir— her senses seemed
to have forsaken her—presently the

stranger's loud, rough voice was heard

below, in answer to the accents of the

solitary woman-servant whom Alice

kept in her employ ; and his strong,

heavy tread made the slight staircase

creak and tremble. Then Alice rose

as by an instinct, caught her child in

her arms, and stood erect and motion-

less, facing the door. It opened—and
the father and daughter were once

more face to face within the same
walls.

" Well, Alley, how are you, my
blowen?— glad to see your old dad
again, I '1! be sworn. No ceremony,

sit down. Ha, ha ! snug here—very

snug—we shall live together charm-
ingly. Trade on your own account—
eh ] sly ;—well, can't desert your poor

old father. Let 's have something to

eat and drink."

So saying, Darvil th.ow himself at

length upon the neat, prim, little

chintz sofa, with the air of a man
resolved to make himself perfectly at

home.

Alice gazed, and trembled violently,

but still said nothing—the power of

voice had indeed left her.

" Come, why don't you stir your

stumps? I suppose I must wait on
8
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myself— fine manners!— But, ho, ho

—a bell, by gosh—mighty grand

—

never mind— I am used to call for my
own wants."

A hearty tug at the frail bell-rope

sent a shrill alarum half way through

the long lath-and-plaster row of Para-

dise Place, and left the instrument of

the sound in the hand of its creator.

Up came the maidservant, a formal

old woman, most respectable.

" Harkye, old girl
!

" said Darvil

;

" bring up the best you have to eat

—

not particular—let there be plenty.

And I say—a bottle of brandy. Come,
don't stand there staring like a stuck

pig. Budge! Hell and furies'! don't

you hear me ]

"

The servant retreated, as if a pistol

had been put to her head, and Darvil,

laughing loud, threw himself again

upon the sofa. Alice looked at him,

ami, still without saying a word, glided

fiom the room—her child in her arms.

She hurried down stairs, and in the

hall met her servant. The latter, who
was much attached to her mistress,

was alarmed to see her about to leave

the house.
" Why, marm, where be you going ]

Dear heart, you have no bonnet on !

What is the matter] Who is this]"
'•' Oh ! " cried Alice, in agony; " what

shall I do %—where shall I fly
]
" The

iloor above opened. Alice heard,

started, and the next moment was in

the street. She ran on breathlessly,

and like one insane. Her mind was,

indeed, for the time, gone, and had a

ri s er flowed before her way, she would

have plunged into an escape from a

world that t-eemed too narrow to hold

a lather and his child.

But just as she turned the corner of

a street that led into the more public

thoroughfares, she felt her arm
grasped, and a voice called out her

name in surprised and startled ac-

cents.

"Heavens, Mrs. Butler! Alice!

What dc I see ] What is the matterV
" Oh, sir, save me !—you are a good

man—a great man—save me—he is

returned !

"

"He! who]— Mr. Butler 1" said

the banker, (for that gentleman it

was,) in a changed and trembling

voice.

" No, no—ah, not he !— I did not

say he—I said my father—my, my

—

ah—look behind—look behind

—

is he

coming]"
" Calm yourself, my dear young

friend—no one is near. I will go and
reason with your father. No one

shall harm you—I will protect you.

Go back—go back, I will follow—we
must not be seen together." And the

tall banker seemed trying to shrink

into a nut3hell.

" No, no," said Alice, growing yet

paler, " I cannot go back."

" Well, then, just follow me to the

door—your servant shall get you your

bonnet, and accompany you to my
house, where you can wait till I re-

turn. Meanwhile I will see your

father, aud rid you, I trust, of his

presence."

The banker, who spoke in a very

hurried and even impatient voice,

waited for no reply, but took his way
to Alice's house. Alice herself did

not follow, but remained in the very

place where she was left, till joined

by her servant, who then conducted

her to the rich man's residence

But Alice's mind had not recovered

its shock, and hei thoughts wandered

alarmingly.
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CHAPTER VIL

Miramont Do they chafe roundly 7

Andrew —As tbey were rubbed with soap, sip.

And now they swear aloud, now calm again

Like a ring of bells, whose sound the wind still utters,

And then they sit in council what to do.

And then they jar again what shall be done?"
Bkaumont and Fletcher.

Oh ! what a picture of human nature

it was when the banker and the

vagabond sate together in that little

drawing-room, facing each other,

—

one in the arm-chair, one on the sofa

!

Darvil was still employed on some
cold meat, and was making wry faces

at the very indifferent brandy which

he had frightened the formal old ser-

vant into buying at, the nearest public-

house ; and opposite sate the respect-

able— highly respectable, man of

forms and ceremonies, of decencies

and quackeries, gazing gravely upon
this low, dare devil ruffian : — the

well-to-do hypocrite— the penniless

villain;— the man who had every-

thing to lose — the man who had

nothing in the wide world but his

own mischievous, rascally life, a gold

watch, chain and seals, which he had

stolen the day before, and thirteen

shillings and threepence halfpenny

in his left breeches-pocket

!

The man of wealth was by no
means well acquainted with the nature

of the beast before him. He had
heard from Mrs. Leslie (as we re-

member) the outline of Alice's history,

and ascertained that their joint pro-

tege's father was a great blackguard
;

but he expected to find Mr. Darvil a

mere dull, brutish villain, a peasant-

ruffian—a blunt serf, without brains,

or their substitute, effrontery. But
Luke Darvil was a clever, Lalf-edu-

sated fellow : he did not sin from

ignorance, but had wit enough to

have bad principles, and he was as

impudent as if he had lived all his

life in the best society. He was not

frightened at the banker's drab

breeches and imposing air— not he !

The Duke of Wellington would not

have frightened Luke Darvil, unless

his Grace had had the constables for

his aides-de-camp.

The banker, to use a homely phrase,

was " taken aback."
" Look you here, Mr. What 's your

name ] " said Darvil, swallowing a

glass of the raw alcohol as if it had
been water— "look you now—you
can't humbug me- What the devil

do you care about my daughter's re-

spectability or comfort, or anything

else, grave old dog as you are!—It

is my daughter herself you are lick-

ing your brown old chaps at !—and
'faith, my Alley is a very pretty girl

— very— but queer as moonshine.

You'll drive a much better bargain

with me than with her."

The banker coloured scarlet—he

bit his lips, and measured his com-

panion from head to foot, (while the

latter lolled on the sofa,) as if he were

meditating the possibility ox kicking

him down stairs. But Luke Darvil

would have thrashed the banker, and
all his clerks into the bargain. His
frame was like a trunk of thews and
muscles, packed up by that careful

dame, Nature. *» tightly as possible,

12
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and a prize-fighterwould have thought

twice before he had entered the ring

against so awkward a customer. The
banker was a man prudent to a fault,

and he pushed his chair six inches

back, as he concluded his survey.

" Sir," then said he, very quietly,

" do not let us misunderstand each

other. Your daughter is safe from

your control—if you molest her, the

law will protect "

" She is not of age," said Darvil.

" Your health, old boy."

" Whether she is of age or not,"

returned the banker, unheeding the

courtesy conveyed in the last sen-

tence, " I do not care three straws

—

I know enough of the law to know,

that if she have rich friends in this

town, and you have none, she will be

protected, and you will go to the

treadmill."

" That is spoken like a sensible

man," said Darvil, for the first time

with a show of respect in his manner

;

" you now take a practical view of

matters, as we used to say at the

spouting-club."
" If I were in your situation, Mr.

Darvil, I tell you what I would do.

I would leave my daughter and this

town to-morrow morning, and I would

promise never to return, and never to

molest her, on condition she allowed

tne a certain sum fiom her earnings,

paid quarter! v."

"And if I preferred living with

icr ?

"

" In that case, I, as a magistrate of

'.his town, would have you sent away

is a vagrant, or apprehended
"

" Ha !

"

" Apprehended on suspicion of

stealing that gold chain and seals

which you wear so ostentatiously.

" By goles, but you're a clever fel-

low," said Darvil, involuntarily ; "you

know human natur."

The banker smiled : strange to

say, he was pleased with the com-

l>liment

" But," resumed Darvil, helping

himself to another slice of beef,

" you are in the wrong box—planted

in Queer Street, as ice say in London,
for if you care and n about my
daughter's respectability, you will

never muzzle her father on suspicion

of theft—and so there 's tit for tat,

my old gentleman !

"

"I shall deny that you are her

father, Mr. Darvil ; and I think you
will find it hard to prove the fact in

any town where I am a magistrate."
" By goles, what a good prig you

would have made ! You are as sharp

as a gimlet. Surely you were brought

up at the Old Bailey !

"

" Mr. Darvil be ruled. You seem

a man not deaf to reason, and I ask

you whether, in any town in this

country, a poor man in suspicious

circumstances can do anything against

a rich man whose character is esta-

blished ) Perhaps, you are right in

the main : I have nothing to do with

that. But I tell you that you shall

quit this house in half an-hour—that

you shall never enter it again but at

your peril ; and if you do—within

ten minutes from that time you shall

be in the town gaol. It is no longer

a contest between you and your de-

fenceless daughter ; it is a contest

between "

" A tramper in fustian and a gem-

man as drives a coach," interrupted

Darvil, laughing bitterly, yet heartily,

" Good—good !"

The banker rose. "I think you

have made a very clever definition,"

said he. " Half-an-hour—you recol-

lect—good evening."
" Stay," said Darvil ; " you are the

first man I have seen for many a year

that I can take a fancy to. Sit down
—sit down I say, and talk a bil, and

we shall come to terms soon, I dare

siy :—that's right. Lord! how I

shoukl like to have you on the road-

side instead of within these four

nmcrack walls. Ha ! ha ! the argu-
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fying would be all in my favour

then.'"

The banker was not a brave man,
and his colour changed slightly at

the intimation of this obliging wish.

Darvil eyed him griml/ and chuck-

Ungly.

The rich man resumed :
" That may

jr may not be, Mr. Darvil, according

as 1 might happen or not to have

pistols about me. But to the point.

Quit this house without further de-

bate, without noise, without men-
tioning to any one else your claim

upon its owner "

" Well, and the return?"
" Ten guineas now, and the same

sum quarterly, as long as the young
lady lives in this town, and you never

persecute her by word or letter."

" That is forty guineas a-year. I

can't live upon it."

" You will cost less in the House of

Correction, Mr. Darvil."

" Come, make it a hundred : Alley

is cheap at that."

" Not a farthing more," said the

banker, buttoning up his breeches-

pockets with a determined air.

" Well, out with the shiners."

" Do you promise or not )

"

" I promise."
" There are your ten guineas. If

in half-an-hour )ou are not gone

—

why then
"

" Then !

"

" Why then you have robbed me
of ten guineas, and must take the

usual consequences of robbery."

Darvil started to his feet—his eyes

glared—he grasped the carving-knife

before him.
" You are a bold fellow," said the

bunker, quietly ;
" but it won't do.

It is not worth your while to murder
me ; and I am a man sure to be

missed."

Darvil sunk down, sullen and foiled.

The respectable man was more than

a match for the villain.

" Had you been as poor as I,—

Gad! what a rogue you would have

been !

"

" I think not," said the banker
;

" I believe roguery to be a very bad
policy. Perhaps once I was almost as

poor as you are, but I never turned

rogue."

"You never were in my circum
stances," returned Darvil, gloomily.
" I was a gentleman's son. Come,
you shall hear my story. My fathei

was well-born, but married a maid-

servant when he was at college ; his

family disowned him, and left him to

starve. He died in the struggle

against a poverty he was not brought

up to, and my dam went into service

again ; became housekeeper to an
old bachelor—sent me to school—but

mother had a family by the old

bachelor, and I was taken from school

and put to trade. All hated me—for

I was ugly ; damn them ! Mother
cut me—I wanted money—robbed the

old bachelor—was sent to gaol, and
learned there a lesson or two how to

rob better in future. Mother died,—

I

was adrift on the world. The world

was my foe—could not make it up with

the world, so we went to war;—you

understand, old boy ? Married a poor

woman and pretty ;—wife made me
jealous—had learned to suspect every

one. Alice born—did not believe

her mine : not like me—perhaps a

gentleman's child. I hate—I loathe

gentlemen. Got drunk one night

—

kicked my wife in the stomach three

weeks after her confinement. Wife

died—tried for my life— got off.

Went to another county— having had

a sort of education, and being sharp

eno,' got work as a mechanic. Hated
work just as I hated gentlemen—for

was I not by blood a gentleman?

There was the curse. Alice grew up
;

never looked on her as my flesh and

blood. Her mother was a w !

Why should not she be one ] There,

that 's enough. Plenty of excuse, I

think, for all I have evei done Curse
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the world—curse the rich—curse the

handsome—curse—curse all !

"

" You have been a very foolish

man," said the banker; "and seem
to me to have had very good cards,

if you had known how to play them.
However, that is your look out. It

is not yet too late to repent ;—age is

creeping on you.—Man, there is

another world."

The banker said the last words with

a tone of solemn and even dignified

adjuration.

" You think so—do you ] " said

Darvil, staring at him.
" From my soul I do."
" Then you are not the sensible

man I took you for," replied Darvil,

drily; "and I should like to talk to

you on that subject."

But our Dives, however sincere a

believer, was by no means one

" At whose control

Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul."

He had words of comfort for the

pious, buthe had none for the sceptic

—he could soothe, but he could not

convert. It was not in his way ; be-

sides, he saw no credit in making a

convert of Luke Darvil. Accordingly,

he again rose with some quickness,

and said

—

"No, sir; that is useless, I fear,

and I have no time to spare ; and so

once more, good night to you."

" But you have not arranged where
my allowance is to be sent."

" Ah ! true ; I will guarantee it.

You will find my name sufficient

security."

" At least, it is the best I can get,"

returned Darvil, carelessly, " and,

after all, it is not a bad chance-day's

work. But I'm sure I can't say where
the money shall be sent. I don't

know a man who would not grab it."

" Very well, then—the best thing

(I speak as a man of business) will be

to draw on me for ten guineas, quar-

terly. Wherever you are staying,

any banker can effect this for you.

But mind, if ever you overdraw, the

account stops."

" I understand," said Darvil; "and
when I have finished the bottle I

shall be off."

" You had better," replied the

banker, as he opened the door.

The rich man returned home hur-

riedly. " So Alice, after all, has some
gentle blood in her veins," thought

he. " But that father,—no, it will

never do. I wish he were hanged
and nobody the wiser. I should very

much like to arrange the matter with-

out marrying ; but then—scandal

—

scandal—scandal. After all, I had
better give up all thoughts of her.

She is monstrous handsome, and so

—

humph !—I shall never grow an old

man."
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CHAPTER VIII.

"Began to bend down his admiring eyes

On all her touching looks and qualities,

Turning their shapely sweetness every way
Till 'twas his food and habit day by day."

—

Leigh Hunt.

There most have been a secret some-

thing about Alice Darvil singularly

captivating, that (associated as she

was with images of the most sordid

and the vilest crime) left her still

pure and lovely alike in the eyes of

a man as fastidious as Ernest Mal-

travers, and of a man as influenced

by all the thoughts and theories of

the world, as the shrewd banker of

C*****. Amidst things foul and
hateful had sprung up this beautiful

flower, as if to preserve the inherent

heavenliness and grace of human
nature, and proclaim the handiwork

of God in scenes when human nature

had been most debased by the abuses

of social art; and where the light of

God himself was most darkened and

obscured. That such contrasts, though
rarely and as by chance, are found,

every one who has carefully examined
the wastes and deserts of life must
own. I have drawn Alice Darvil

>crupulously from life ; and I can de

clare that I have not exaggerated hue

or lineament in the portrait. I do

not suppose, with our good banker,

that she owed anything, unless it

might be a greater delicacy of form

and feature, to whatever mixture of

gentle blood was in her veins. But,

somehow or other, in her original

lonformation there was the happy
bias of the plants towards the Pore

dnd the Bright. For, despite Hel-

retius, a common experience teaches

as that though education and circum-

stances may mould the mass, Nature
herself sometimes forms the indi-

vidual, and throws into the clay, ot

its spirit, so much of beauty or de-

formity, that nothing can utterly

subdue the original elements of cha-

racter. From sweets one draws

poison—from poisons another extracts

but sweets. But I, often deeply pon-

dering over the psychological history

of Alice Darvil, think that one prin-

cipal cause why she escaped the early

contaminations around her, was in

the slow and protracted development

of her intellectual faculties. Whether
or not the brutal violence of her

father had in childhood acted through

the nerves upon the brain, certain it

is that until she knew Maitravers—
until she loved— till she was cherifhed

—her mind had seemed torpid and

locked up. True, Darvil had taught

her nothing ; nor permitted her to

be taught anything ; but that mere
ignorance would have been no preser-

vation to a quick, observant mind.

It was the bluntness of the senses

themselves that operated like an
armour between her mind and the

vile things around her. It was the

rou^h, dull covering of the chrysalis,

framed to bear rude contact and biting

weather, that the butterfly might

break forth, winged and glorious, in

due season. Had Alice been a quick

child, Alice would have probably

grown up a depraved and dissolute

woman ; but she comprehended, she

understood little or nothing, till she

found an iuspirer in that affection

which inspires both beast and man
;

which makes the dog (in his natural
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state one of the meanest of the savage

race; a companion, a guardian, a pro-

tector, and raises Instinct half-way to

the height of Reason.

The banker had a strong regard for

Alice ; and when he reached home,

he heard with great pain that she

was in a high state of fever. She
remained beneath hia roof that night,

and the elderly gentlewoman, his

relation and rj'uvernante, attended

her. The banker slept but little

;

and the next morning his countenance

was unusually pale.

Towards daybreak Alice had fallen

into a sound and refreshing sleep

;

and when on waking, she found, by a

note from her host, that her father

had left her house, and she might
return in safety and without fear, a

violent flood of tears, followed by

long and grateful prayer, contributed

to the restoration of her mind and

nerves. Imperfect as this young wo-

man's notions of abstract right and
wrong still were, she was yet

to the claims of a father (no matter

how criminal) upon his child : for

feelings with her were so good and
true, that they supplied in a great

measure the place of principles. She

knew that she could not have lived

under the same roof with her dreadful

parent; but she still felt an uneasy

remorse at thinking he had been

driven from that roof in destitution

and want. She hastened to dress

herself and seek an audience with her

protector ; and the latter found with

admiration and pleasure that he had
anticipated her own instantaneous

and involuntary design in the settle-

ment made upon Darvil. He then

communicated to Alice the compact

he had already formed with her father,

and she wept and kissed his hand
when she heard, and secretly resolved

that she would work hard to be

enabled to increase the sum allowed.

Oh, if her labours could serve to

a parent from the necessity

of darker resources for support!

Alas ! when crime has become a cus-

tom, it is like gaming or drinking

—

the excitement is wanting ; and had
Luke Darvil been suddenly made
inheiitor of the wealth of a Rothschild,

he would either still have been a vil-

lain in one way or the other ; or ennui

would have awakened conscience, and
he would have died of the change of

habit.

Our banker ai*ays seemed more
struck by Alice's moral feelings than

even by her physical beauty. Her
love for her child, for instance, im-
pressed him powerfully, and he always

gazed upon her with softer eyes when
he saw her caressing or nursing the

little fatherless creature, whose health

was now delicate and precarious. It

is difficult to say whether he was
absolutely in love with Alice ; the

phrase is too strong, perhaps, to be

applied to a man past fifty, who had

gone through emotions and trials

enough to wear away freshness from

his heart. His feelings altogether for

Alice, the designs he entertained to-

wards her, were of a very complicated

nature ; and it will be long, perhaps,

before the reader can thoroughly com-

prehend them. He conducted Alice

home that day ; but he said little by

the way, perhaps because his female

relation, for appearance' sake, accom-

panied tnem also. He, however,

briefly cautioned Alice on no account

to communicate to any one that it

was her father who bad been her

visitor; and she still shuddered too

much at the reminiscence to appear

likely to converse on it. The banker
also judged it advisable to be so far

confidential with Alice's servant as to

take her aside, and tell her that the

inauspicious stranger of the pievious

evening had been a very distant rela-

tion of .Mrs. Butler, who, from a

habit of drunkenness, had fallen into

evil and disorderly courses. Th<
banker added with a banciii
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that he trusted, by a little serious

conTersation, he had led the poor

man to better notions, and that he

had gone home with an altered mind
tohisfamily. "But, my good Hannah,"

he concluded, "you know you are a

superior person, and above the vulgar

iin of indiscriminate gossip; there-

fore, mention what has occurred to

no one ; it can do no good to Mrs.

Butler—it may hurt the man him-

self, who is well to do—better off than

he seems : and who, I hope, with

grace, may be a sincere penitent, and

it will also—but that is nothing

—

very seriously displease me. By the

by, Hannah, I shall be able to get

your grandson into the Free School."

The banker was shrewd enough to

perceive that he had carried his point

;

and he was walking home, satisfied,

on the whole, with the way matters

had been arranged, when he was met
by a brother magistrate.

" Ha :
" said the latter, " and how

are you, my good sir ) Do you know
that we have had the Bo*
officers here, in search of a notorious

villain who has broken from prison )

He is one of the most determined and

dexterous burglars in all England,

and the runners have hunted him
into our town. His very robberies

have tracked him by the way. He
robbed a gentleman the day before

v of his watch, and left him
for dead on the roa-i—this was not

thirty miles hence."
" Bless me .' " said the banker, with

emotion ;
" and what is the wretch's

nan:*;

•' Why, he has as many aliases as a

3panish grandee ; but I believe the

last name he has assumed is Peter

1

" Oh !
" said our friend, relieved,

—

" well, have the runners found him ]"

" No, but they are on hi-

A fellow answering to his description

was seen by the man at the toll-bar,

at day-break this morning, on the

way to F * * *
: the officers are a:ter

him."
" I hope he may meet with his

— and crime i3 never un-

punished, ct jn in this world. My
best compliments to your lady ;—and
how is little Jack V—Well ! glad to

hear it—fine boy, little Jack !—good
day."

" Good day, my dear air. Worthj
man, that I

"
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CHAPTER IX.

"But who is this? thought he, a demon vile,

With wicked meaning and a vulgar style;

Hammond they call him—they can give the nam*
Of man to devils ; Why am I so tame ?

Why crush I not the viper ? Fear replied,

Watch him awhile, and let his strength be tried."

—

CraBB*.

The next morning, after breakfast, I

the banker took his horse—a crop-

eared, fast trotting hackney— and
merely leaving word that he was
going upon business into the country,

and should not return to dinner,

turned his back on the spires of

Q * * * * *

He rode slowly, for the day was

hot. The fa':e of the country, which
vas fair ant> smiling, might have

tempted others to linger by the way :

but our hard and practical man of

the world was more influenced by the

weather than the loveliness of the

scenery. He did not, look upon Nature

with the eye of imagination
;
perhaps

a railroad, had it then and there

existed, would have pleased him better

than the hanging woods, the shadowy
valleys, and the changeful river that

from time to time beautified the

landscape on either side the road.

But, after all, there is a vast deal of

hypocrisy in the affected admiration

for Nature ;—aud I dou't think one

person in a hundred cares for what
lies by the side of a road, so long as

the road itself is good, hills levelled,

and turnpikes cheap.

It was midnoon, and many miles

had been passed, when the banker

turned down a green lane and quick-

ened his pace. At the end of about

three-quarters of an hour, he arrived

at a little solitary inn, called "The
Angler,"—put up his horse, ordered

his dinner at six o'clock—begged to

borrow a basket to hold his fish

—

and it was then apparent that a longish

cane he had carried with him was

capable of being extended into a fish-

ing-rod. He fitted in the various

joints with care, as if to be sure no
accident had happened to the imple-

ment by the journey—pried anxiously

into the contents of a black case of

lines and flies—slung the basket be-

hind his back, and while his horse

was putting down its nose and whisk-

ing about its tail, in the course of

those nameless coquetries that horses

carry on with hostlers—our worthy
brother of the rod strode rapidly

through some green fields, gained the

river side, and began fishing with

much semblance of earnest interest

in the sport. He had caught one
trout, seemingly by accident— for the

astonished fish was hooked up on the

outside of its jaw—probably while in

the act, not of biting, but of gazing

at, the bait, when be grew discon-

tented with the spot he had selected

;

and, after looking round as if to con-

vince himself that he was not liable

to be disturbed or observed (a thought

hateful to the fishing fraternity), ha

stole quickly along the margin, aud
finally quitting the river side alto-

gether, struck into a path that, after

a sharp walk of nearly an hour,

brought him to the door of a cottage.

He knocked twice, and then entered

of his own accord—nor was it till the

summer sun was near its decline that
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the banker regained his inn. His
simple dinner, which they had delayed

in wonder at the protracted absence

of the angler, and in expectation of

the fishes he was to bring back to be
j

fried, was soon despatched ; his horse

was ordered to the door, and the red

clouds in the west already betokened

the lapse of another day, as he spurred

from the spot on the fastrtrotting

hackney, fourteen miles an hour.
" That ere gemman has a nice bit

of blood," said the hostler, scratching

his ear.

" Oiy,—who be he ? " said a hanger-

on of the stables.

" I dooant know. He has been

here twice afoar, and he never cautches

anything to sinnify—he be mighty
fond of fishing, surety."

Meanwhile, away sped the banker

—

milestone on milestone glided by

—

and still, scarce turning a hair, trotted

gallantly out the good hackney. But
the evening grew darker, and it began

to rain ; a drizzling, persevering rain,

that wets a man through ere he is

aware of it. After his fiftieth year, a

gentleman, who has a tender regard for

himself, does not like to get wet ; and
Ihe rain inspired the banker, who was

subject to rheumatism, with the reso-

lution to take a short cut along the

fields. There were one or two low

hedges by this short way, but the

banker had been there in the spring,

and knew every inch of the ground.

The hackney leaped easily—and the

rider had a tolerably practised seat

—

and two miles saved might just pre-

vent the menaced rheumatism : ac-

cordingly, our friend opened a white

gate, and scoured along the fields

without any misgiving as to the pru-

dence of his choice. He arrived at

his first leap—there was the hedge,

its summit just discernible in the dim
light. On the other side, to the right

was a haystack, and close by this

haystack seemed the most eligible

place for clearing the obstacle. Now

since the banker had visited this

place, a deep ditch, that served as a

drain, had been dug at the opposite

base of the hedge, of which neither

horse nor man was aware, so that th<i

leap was far more perilous than was
anticipated. Unconscious of this ad
ditional obstacle, the rider set off in

a canter. The banker was high in

air, his loins bent back, his rein

slackened, his right hand raised know-
ingly—when the horse took fright at

an object crouched by the haystack

—

swerved, plunged midway into the

ditch, and pitched its rider two or

three yards over its head. The banker
recovered himself sooner than might
have been expected ; and, finding

himself, though bruised and shaken,

still whole and sound, hastened to

his horse. But the poor animal had
not fared so well as its master, and its

off-shoulder was either put out or

dreadfully sprained. It had scrambled

its way out of the ditch, and there it

stood disconsolate by the hedge as

lame as one of the trees that, at irre-

gular intervals, broke the symmetry
of the barrier. On ascertaining the

extent of his misfortune, the banker
became seriously uneasy : the rain in-

creased— he was several miles yet

from home—he was in the midst of

houseless fields, with another leap

before him—the leap he had just

passed behind—and no other egress

that he knew of into the main road.

While these thoughts passed through

his brain, he became suddenly aware

that he was not alone. The dark
object that had frightened his horse

rose slowly from the snug corner it

had occupied by the haystack, and a

gruff voice that made the banker
thrill to the marrow of his bones,

cried, "Holla! who the devil are

you]"

Lame as his horse was, the banker
instantly put his foot into the stirrup

;

but before he could mount, a heavy

gripe was laid on his shoulder—and
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turning round with as much fierce-

ness as he could assume, he saw

—

what the tone of the voice had already

led him to forebode—the ill-omened

and cut-throat features of Luke DarviL

"Ha! ha! my old annuitant, my
clever feelosofer—jolly old boy—how
are you ?—give us a fist. Who would

have thought to meet vou on a rainy

" Because your annuity depends ea
me."

Shrewdly put—we 11 argufy that

point. My life is a bad one, not

worth more than a year's purchase

:

now, suppose you have more than

forty pounds abo'-t you—it may be

better worth my while to draw my
knife across your gullet than to wait

night, by a lone haystack, with a for the quarter-day "^ ten pounds a-

deep ditch on one side, and no chim-

ney-pot within sight? Why, old

fellow, I, Luke Darvil—I, the vaga-

bond—I, whom you would have sent

to the treadmill for being poor, and

calling on my own daughter— I am
as rich as you are, here—and as great,

and as strong, and as powerful
! "'

And while he spoke, Darvil, who
was really an undersized man, seemed

time. Tou see it - all a m.
calculation, my dear Mr. What 's your

'• But," replied the banker, and his

teeth began to chatter, " I have not

forty pounds about me."
'• How do I know that 1—you say

so. Well, in the town yonder, your

word goes for more than mine ; I

never gainsayed you when you put

to swell and dilate, till he appeared
,
that to me, did I ? But here, by the

half a head taller than the shrinking haystack, my word is better than

1 >anker, who was five feet eleven inches

without his shoes.

" E—hem !
" said the rich man,

clearing his throat, which seemed to

him uncommonly husky :
" I do not

know whether I insulted your poverty,

my dear Mr. Darvil—I hope not

;

yours ; and if I say you mrst and shall

have forty pounds about
;

whether you dare contradict me !

"

'• Look you. Darvil." said the banker,

summoning up all his ener.

intellect, for his moral power began

now to back his physical cowardice.

but this is hardly a time for talking and he spoke calmly, and even bravely,

—pray let me mount, and-
"

I

though his heart throbbed aloud
" Not a time for talking

!

" inter- against his breast, and you might
rupted Darvil, angrily ; it 's just the i have knocked him down with a feather,

time, to my mind : let me consider,

—ay, 1 told you, that whenever we
met by the roadside, it would be my
turn to have the best of the argu-

fying."
" I dare say—I dare say, my good

fellow."

" Fellow n'jt me .'— I won't be fel-

Wed now. i say I have the best of

it here—man to man— I am your
match."

" But why quarrel with me ? " said

the banker, coaxinsrly ; 1 never

meant you harm, and I am sure you
cannot mean me harm."

" No !—and why ?
" asked Darvil,

coolly ;

—" why do you think I can
tn«an you uo harm !

"

—" the London runners are even now-

hot after you."

•'Ha !—you lie !

"

" Upon my honour I speak the

troth ; I heard the news last evening.

They tracked you to C * * * * *—
they tracked you out of the town : a

word from me would have given you

into their hands. I said nothing

—

you are safe—you may yet escape. I

will even help you to fly the country,

and live out your natural date of

years, secure and in peace."

You did not say that the other

day in the snug drawing-room : you

see I have the best of it now—own
that"

" I do," said the banker.



ERNEST MALTRAVER3. 125

Darvil chuckled, and rubbed his

hands.

The man of wealth once more felt

his importance, and went on. " This

is one side of the question. On the

other, suppose you rob and murder
me ; do you think my death will

lessen the heat of the pursuit against

you ] The whole country will be in

arms, and before forty-eight hours are

over, you will be hunted down like a

mad dog."

Darvil was silent, a.* if in thought

;

and, after a pause, replied—"Well,

you are a 'cute one, after all. What
have you got about you 1 you know
you drove a hard bargain the other

day—now it's my market—fustian

has riz—kersey has fell."

" All I have about me shall be

yours," said the banker, eagerly.

" Give it me, then."
" There !

" said the banker, placing

his purse and pocket-book into Darvil's

hands.
" And the watch 1

"

" The watch 1—well, there !
"

" What 's that ?
"

The banker's senses were sharpened
by fear, but they were not so sharp

as those of Darvil ; he heard nothing
but the rain pattering on the leaves,

and the rush of water in the ditch at

hand. Darvil stooped and listened

—till, raising himself again with a

deep-drawn breath, he said, " I think
there are rats in the haystack; they
will be running over me in my sleep

;

but they are playful creturs, and I

like 'em. And now, my dear sir, I

am afral ' I must put an end to

you !

"

" Good Heavens ! what do yon
mean 1 How 1

"

" Han, there is another world !

"

quoth the ruffian, mimicking the

banker's solemn tone in their former
interview. " So much the better for

yoa ! In that world they don't tell

tales."

" I swear I will never betray you."

" You do ?—swear it then."
" By all my hopes of earth and

heaven !

"

" What a d—d coward you be !

"

said Darvil, laughing scornfully. " Go
—you are safe. I am in good humour
with myself again. I crow over you,

for no man can make me tremble.

And villain a3 you think me, while

you fear me you cannot despise—you

respect me. Go, I say—go."

The bankerwas about to obey, when,

suddenly, from the haystack, a broad,

red light streamed upon the pair, and

the nextmoment Darvil was seized from

behind, and struggling in the gripe of

a man nearly as powerful as himself.

The light, which came from a dark-

lanthorn, placed on the ground, re-

vealed the forms of a peasant in a

smock-frock, and two stout-built,

stalwart men, armed with pistols

—

besides the one engaged with Darvil.

The whole of this scene was brought

as by the trick of the stage—as by a

flash of lightning—as by the change

of a showman's phantasmagoria—
before the astonished eyes of the

banker. He stood arrested and spell-

bound, his hand on his bridle, his

foot on his stirrup. A moment more,

and Darvil had dashed his antagonist

on the ground ; he stood at a little dis-

tance, his face reddened by the glare

of the lanthorn, and fronting his

assailants—that fiercest cf all beast3,

a desperate man at bay ! He had

already succeeded in drawing forth

his pistols, and he held one in each

hand—his eyes flashing from beneath

his bent brows, and turning quickly

from foe to foe ! At last those terrible

eyes rested on the late reluctant com-

panion of his solitude.

" So you then betrayed me," he

said, very slowly, and directed his

pistol to the head of the dismounted,

horseman.

no !
" cried one of the officers,

for such were Darvil's assailants;

"fire away in this dilution, my
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hearty—we 're paid for it. The gen-

tleman knew nothing at aU about it."

"Nothing, by G !" cried the

banker, startled out of his sanctity.

" Then I shall keep my shot," said

Darvil ;
" and mind, the first who ap-

proaches me is a dead man."

It so happened, that the robber and

the officers were beyond the distance

which allows sure mark for a pistol-

shot, and each party felt the necessity

of caution.
" Your time is up, my swell cove

!

"

cried the head of the detachment
;

" you have had your swing, and a long

one it seems to have been—you must

now give in. Throw down your barkers,

or we must make mutton of you, and

rob the gallows."

Darvil did not reply, and the officers,

accustomed to hold life cheap, moved
on towards him—their pistols cocked

and levelled.

Darvil fired—one of the men stag-

gered and fell. With a kind of in-

stinct, Darvil had singled out the one

with whom he had before wrestled for

life. The ruffian waited not for the

others—he turned and fled along the

fields.

" Zounds, he is off! " cried the other

two, and they rushed after him in

pursuit. A pause—a shot—another

—an oath—a groan—and all was still.

" It 's all up with him now !
" said

one of the runners, in the distance

;

" he dies game."

At these words, the peasant, who
had before skulked behind the hay-

stack, seized the lanthorn from the

ground, and ran to the spot. The
banker involuntarily followed.

There lay Luke Darvil on the grass

—still living, but a horrible andghastly

spectacle. One ball had pierced his

breast, another had shot away his jaw.

His eyes rolled fearfully, and he tore

tp the grass with his hands.

The officers looked coldly on. " K«
was a clever fellow ! " said one.

" And has given us much trouble,

said the other ; " let us see to Will."

" But he is not dead yet," said the

banker, shuddering.
" Sir, he cannot live a minute."

Darvil raised himself bolt upright

—shook his clenched fist at his con-

querors, and a fearful gurgling howl,

which the nature of his wound did not

allow him to syllable into a curse,

came from his breast—with that he

fell flat on his back—a corpse.

" I am afraid, sir," said the elder

officer, turning away, "you had a

narrow escape—but how came you

here ]

"

" Rather, how came you here 1

"

" Honest Hodge there, with the

lanthorn, had marked the fellow skulk

behind the haystack, when he himself

was going out to snare rabbits. He
had seen our advertisement of Watt's

person, and knew that we were then

at a public-house some miles off. He
came to us—conducted us to the spot

—we heard voices—showed up the

glim—and saw our man. Hodge, you

are a good subject, and love justice."

" Yees, but I shall have the re-

wourd," said Hodge, showing his

teeth.

" Talk o' that by and by," said

the officer. " Will, how are you.

man 1?"

" Bad," groaned the poor runner,

and a rush of blood from the lips fol-

lowed the groan.

It was many days before the ex-mem-

ber for C * * * * * sufficiently recovered

the tone of his mind to think further

of Alice ; when he did, it was with

great satisfaction that he reflected

that Darvil was no more, and that the

deceased ruffian was only k^own to

I
the neighbourhood by the name of

Peter Watts.
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BOOK V.

CHAPTER I.

* * * " My genius spreads her wing,

And flies where Britain courts the western spring

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye,

I see the lords of human kinrl pass by,

Intent on high designs."

—

Goldsmith.

have no respect for the Englishman

who re-enters London after long resi-

dence abroad, without a pulse that

beats quick, and a heart that heaves

high. The public buildings are few,

and, for the most part, a. ean ; the

monuments of antiquity, not com-
parable to those which the pettiest

town in Italy can boast of; the palaces

are sad rubbish ; the houses of our

peers and princes are shabby and
shapeless heaps of brick. But what
of all this ? the spirit of London is in

her thoroughfare?— her population !

What wealth—what cleanliness—what
order— what animation ! How ma-
jestic, and yet how vivid, is the life

that runs through her myriad veins !

How, as the lamps blaze upon you at

night, and street after street glides

by your wheels, each so regular in its

symmetry, so equal in its civilisation

—how all speak of the City of Free-

men !

Yes. Maltravers felt his heart swell

within him, as the post-horse" whirled

No. 189.

on his dingy carriage— over West
minster Bridge—along Whitehall

—

through Regent Street—towards one
of the quiet and private-houselike

hotels, that are scattered round the

neighbourhood of Grosvenor Squaie.

Ernest's arrival had been expected.

He had written from Paris to Cleve-

land to announce it ; and Cleveland

had, in reply, informed him that he
had engaged apartments for hi in at

Mivart's. The smiling waiters ushered

him into a spacious and well-aired

room — the arm-chair was already

wheeled by the fire—a score or so of

letters strewed the table, together

with two of the Evening Papers. And
how eloquently of busy England do
those evening papers speak ! A
stranger might have felt that he wanted
no friend to welcome him—the whole

room smiled on him a welcome.

Maltravers ordered his dinner and
opened his letters, they were of no
importance ; one from his steward,

one from hie banker, another abou*
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the County Races, a fourth from a man
he had never heard of, requesting the

vote and powerful interest of Mr. Mal-

travers for the county of B , should

the rumour of a dissolution he verified

;

the unknown candidate referred Mr.

Maltravers to his " well-known public

character." From these epistles Ernest

turned impatiently, and perceived a

little three-cornered note which had

hitherto escaped his attention. It was

from Cleveland, intimating that he

was in town; that his health still

precluded his going out, but that he

trusted to see his dear Ernest as soon

as he arrived.

Maltravers was delighted at the

prospect of passing his evening so

agreeably ; he soon despatched his

dinner and his newspapers, and walked

in the brilliant lamplight of a clear

frosty evening of early December in

London, to his friend's house in Curzon

Street : a small house, bachelor-like,

and unpretending ; for Cleveland spent

his moderate, though easy fortune,

almost entirely at his country villa.

The familiar face of the old valet

greeted Ernest at the door, and he only

paused to hear that his guardian was

nearly recovered to his usual health,

ere he was in the cheerful drawing-

room, and - since Englishmen do not

embrace—returning the cordial gripe

of the kindly Cleveland.

"Well, my dear Ernest," said Cleve-

land, after they had gone through the

preliminary round of questions and

answers, " here ycu are at last : Heaven
be praised ; and how well you are

looking—how much you are improved!

It is an excellent period of the year

for your dSbut in London. I shall

have time to make you intimate with

people, before the whirl of ' the season

'

commences."
" Why, I thought of going to Bur-

leigh, my country-place. I have not

seen it since I was a child."

" No, no ! you have had solitude

enough at Como, if I may trust to your

letter; you must now mix with the

great London world ; and you will

enjoy Burleigh the more in the

summer."
" I fancy this great London world

will give me very little pleasure ; it

may be pleasant enough to young men
just let loose from college, but yom
crowded ball-rooms and monotonous
clubs will be wearisome to one who
has grown fastidious before his time.

J'ai vecu beaucoup dans peu d'annees.

I have drawn in youth too much upon
the capital of existence, to be highly

delighted with the ostentatious parsi-

mony with which our great men eco-

nomise pleasure."

" Don't judge before you have gone
through the trial," said Cleveland :

" there is something in the opulent

splendour, the thoroughly sustained

magnificence with which the leaders

of English fashion conduct even the

most insipid amusements, that is above

contempt. Besides, you need not neces-

sarily live with the butterflies. There are

plenty of bees, that will be very happy
to make your acquaintance. Add to

this, my dear Ernest, the pleasure of

being made of—of being of importance

in your own country. For you are

young, well-born, and sufficiently hand-

some to be an object of interest to

mothers and to daughters; while your

name, and property, and interest, will

make you courted by men who want
to borrow your money and obtain your

influence in your county. No, Mal-

travers, stay in London—amuse your-

self your first year, and decide on your

occupation and career the next; but

reconnoitre before you give battle."

Maltravers was not ill pleased to

follow his friend's advice, since by so

doing he obtained his friend's guid-

ance and society. Moreover, he

deemed it wise and rational to see,

face to face, the eminent men in Eng-

land with whom, if he fulfilled his

promise to De Montaigne, he was to

run the race of honourable rivalry.
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Accordingly, he consented to Cleve-

land's propositions.

" And have you," said he, hesitating,

as he loitered by the door after the

stroke of twelve had warned him to

take his leave—" have you never heard

anything ofmy—my—the unfortunate

Alice Darvil ]

"

"Who?—Oh,thatpooryoungwoman

;

I remember 1—not a syllable."

Maltravers sighed deeply, and de-

parted.

CHAPTER H.

" Je trouve que c'eat une folie de vouloir etndier le monde en simple speota-

teur. * * Dans l*eoole du monde, comme dans cette de l'amour, il

faut commencer par pratiquer ce qu'on veut apprendre."

—

Rousseau.*

Ernest Maltravers was now fairly

launched upon the wide ocean of

London. Amongst his other pro-

perty was a house in Seamore Place

—

that quiet, yet central street, which

enjoys the air, without the dust, of

the Park. It had been hitherto let,

and the tenant now quitting very op-

portunely, Maltravers was delighted

to secure so pleasant a residence, for

he was still romantic enough to de-

sire to look out upon trees and verdure

rather than brick houses. He in-

dulged only in two other luxuries : his

love of music tempted him to an opera-

box, and he had that English feeling

which prides itself in the possession

of beautiful horses,—a feeling that

enticed him into an extravagance on
this head that baffled the competition

and excited the envy of much richer

men. But four thousand a-year goes

a great way with a single man who
does not gamble, and is too philoso-

phical to make superfluities wants.

The world doubled his income, mag-
nified his old country-seat into a superb

chateau, and discovered that his elder

brother, who was only three or four

* I find that it is a folly to wish to study
the world like a simple spectator. * * *
In the school of the world, as in that of love,

it is necessary to begin by practising what
we wish to learn.

years older than himself, had no jhil-

dren. The world was very courteous
to Ernest Maltravers.

It was, as Cleveland said, just at

that time of year when people are at

leisure to make new acquaintances.

A few only of the most difficult houses
in town were open ; and their doors
were cheerfully expanded to the ac-

complished ward of the popular Cleve-
land. Authors, and statesmen, and
orators, and philosophers—to all he
was presented;—all seemed pleased
with him, and Ernest became the
fashion before he was conscious of the
distinction. But he had rightly fore-

boded. He had commenced life too
soon; he was disappointed; he found
some persons he could admire, some
whom he could like, but none with
whom he could grow intimate, or for

whom he could feel an interest.

Neither his heart nor his imagination
was touched ; all appeared to him
like artificial machines ; he was dis-

contented with things like life, but in

which something or other was wanting.
He more than ever recalled the bril-

liant graces of Valerie de Tentadour,
which had thrown a charm over the
most frivolous circles ; he even missed
the perverse and fantastic vanity of

Castruccio. The mediocre poet seemed
to him at least less mediocre than the
worldlings about him. Nay, even the

k2
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selfish good spirits and dry shrewd-

ness of Lumley Ferrers would have

been an acceptable change to the dull

polish and unrelieved egotism of

jealous wits and party politicians.

" Ifthese are the flowers of the parterre,

what must be the weeds ] " said Mal-

party at which he had met half a score

of the most orthodox lions.

He began to feel the aching pain of

satiety.

But the winter glided away : the

season commenced, and Maltravers

was whirled on with the rest into the

travers to himself, retnrning from a < bubbling vortex.

CHAPTER m.

- And crowds commencing mere vexation.

Retirement sent its invitation."

—

Shenstoks

Thb tench, no doubt, considers the

pond in which he lives as the Great

World There is no place, however

stagnant, which is not the great world

to the creatures that move about in

it People who have lived all their

lives in a village still talk of the world

as if they had ever seen it ! An old

woman in a hovel does not put her

nose out of her door on a Sunday
without thinking she is going amongst
the pomps and vanities of the great

wcrld. Ergo, the great world is to

all of us the little circle in which we
live. But as fine people set the

fashion, so the circle of fine people is

•ealled the Great World, par excellence.

Now this great world is not a bad
thing when we thoroughly understand
it; and the London great world is at

least as good as any other. But, then,

we scarcely do understand that or

anything else in our beaux jours,—
which, if they are sometimes the most
exquisite, are also often the most me-
lancholy and the most wasted portion

of our life. Maltravers had not yet

found out either the set that pleased

him or the species of amusement that

really amused Therefore he drifted on
and about the vast whirlpool, making
plenty of friends,—going to balls and
dinners—and bored with both, as men
are who have no object in society.

Now the way society is enjoyed is to

have a pursuit, a metier of some kind,

and then to go into the world, either

to make the individual object a social

pleasure, or to obtain a reprieve

from some toilsome avocation. Thus
ifyou are a politician—politics at once

make an object in your closet, and a

social tie between others and yourself

when you are in the world. The same
may be said of literature, though in a

less degree ; and though, as fewer per-

sons care about literature than politics,

your companions must be more select.

If you are very young, you are fond of

dancing ; if you are very profligate,

perhaps you are fond of flirtations with

your friend's wife. These last are objects

in their way : but they don't last long,

and, even with the most frivolous, are

not occupations that satisfy the whole

mind and heart, in which there is

generally an aspiration after some-

thing useful. It is not vanity alone

that makes a man of the mode invent

a new bit, or give his name to a

new kiud of carriage ; it is the in-

fluence of that mystic yearning after

utility, which is one of the master

ties between the individual and the

species.

Maltravers was not happy— that

is a lot common enough ; but he was

not amused—and that is a sentence
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more insupportable. He lost a great

part of his sympathy with Cleveland,

for, when a man is not amused, he

feels an involuntary contempt for

those who are. He fancies they are

pleased with trifles which his superior

wisdom is compelled to disdain.

Cleveland was of that age when we
generally grow social—for by being

rubbed long and often against the

great loadstone of society, we obtain,

in a thousand little minute points, an

attraction in common with our fellows.

Their petty sorrows and small joys

—

their objectR of interest or employ-

ment, at 6ome time or other have

been ours. We gather up a vast col-

lection of moral and mental farthings

of exchange ; and we scarcely iind any

intellect too poor, but what we can

deal with it in some way. But in

youth, we are egotists and senti-

mentalists, and Maltravers belonged

to the fraternity who employ

" The heart in passion and the head in

rhymes."

At length—just when London
begins to grow most pleasant—when
flirtations become tender, and water-

parties numerous—when birds sing

in the groves of Richmond, and white-

bait refresh the statesman by the

shores of Greenwich,—Maltravers ab-

ruptly fled from the gay metropolis,

and arrived, one lovely evening in

July, at his own ivy-grown porch of

Burleigh.

What a soft, fresh, deiicious evening

it was ! He had quitted his carriage

at the lodge, and followed it across

the small but picturesque park alone

and on foot. He had not seen tha

place since childhood—he had quite

forgotten its aspect. He now won-
dered how he could have lived any-

where else. The trees did not stand

in stately avenues, nor did the antlers

of the deer wave above the sombre
fern ; it was not the domain of a

grand seigneur, but of an old, long-

descended English squire. Antiquity

spoke in the moss-grown palings, in

the shadowy groves, in the sharp

gable-ends and heavy mullions of the

house, as it now came in view, at the

base of a hill covered with wood—and

p u-tially veiled by the shrubs of the

neglected pleasure-ground, separated

from the park by the invisible ha-ha

Toere, gleamed in the twilight the

watery face of the oblong fish-pool,

with its old-fashioned willows at each

corner—there, grey and quaint, was

the monastic dial—and there was the

long terrace-walk, with discoloured

and broken vases, now filled with the

orange or the aloe, which, in honour
of his masters arrival, the gardener

had extracted from the dilapidated

green-house. The very evidence of

neglect around, the very weeds and
grass on the half-obliterated road,

touched Maltravers with a sort of

pitying and remorseful affection for

his calm and sequestered residence.

And it was- not v.ith his usual proud

step and erect crest that he passed

from the porch to the solitary library,

through a line of his servants :—the

two or three old retainers belonging

to the place were utterly unfamiliar

to him, and they had no smile for

their stranger lord.
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CHAPTER IV.

" Lucian. He that is bora to be a man, neither should nor can be anything nobler,

greater, and better than a man.
" Peregrine. But, good Lucian, for the very reason that he may not become less than

8 man, he should be always striving to be more."

—

Wikland's Peregrimn Proteut.

It was two years from the date of the

last chapter before Maltravers again

appeared in general society. These

two years had sufficed to produce a

revolution in his fate. Ernest Mal-

travers had lost the happy rights

of the private individual ; he had

given himself to the Public ; he had

surrendered his name to men's

tongues, and was a thing that all had

a right to praise, to blame, to scruti-

nise, to spy. Ernest Maltravers had

become an author.

Let no man tempt Gods and Co-

lumns, without weighing well the

consequences of his experiment. He
who publishes a book, attended with

a moderate success, passes a mighty

barrier. He will often look back with

a sigh of regret at the land he has left

for ever. The beautiful and decent

obscurity of hearth and home is gone.

He can no longer feel the just indig-

nation of manly pride when La finds

himself ridiculed or reviled. He has

parted with the shadow of his life.

His motives may be misrepresented,

his character belied ; his manners, his

person, his dress, the " very trick of

his walk," are all fair food for the

cavil and the caricature. He can

never go back, he cannot even pause

;

he has chosen his path, and all the

natural feelings that make the nerve

jind muscle of the active being, urge

him to proceed. To stop short is to

fail. He has told the world that lie

will make a name ; and he must be

*et down as a pretender, or toil on

till the boast be fulfilled. Yet Mal-

travers thought nothing of all this

when, intoxicated with his own dreams

and aspirations, he desired to make a

wurld his confidant; when from the

living Nature, and the lore of books,

and the mingled result of inward

study and external observation, he

sought to draw forth something that

might interweave his name with the

pleasurable associations of his kind.

His easy fortune and lonely state gave

him up to his own thoughts and con-

templations ; they suffused his mind,

till it ran over upon the page which

makes the channel that connects the

solitary Fountain with the vast Ocean

of Human Knowledge. The tempera-

ment of Maltravers was, as we have

seen, neither irritable nor fearful. He
formed himself, as a sculptor forms,

with a model before his eyes, and an

ideal in his heart. He endeavoured,

with labour and patience, to approach

nearer and nearer with every effort to

the standard of such excellence as he

thought might ultimately be attained

by a reasonable ambition ; and when,

at last, his judgment was satisfied, he

surrendered the product with a tran-

quil confidence to a more impartial

tribunal.

His first work was successful
;
per-

haps from this reason—that it bore

the stamp of the Honest and the

Real. He did not sit down to report

of what he had never seen, to dilate

on what he had never felt. A quiet

and thoughtful observer of life, bit
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descriptions were the more vivid, be-

cause his own first impressions were
not yet worn away. His experience

had sunk deep ; not on the arid sur-

face of matured age, but in the fresh

soil of youthful emotions. Another
reason, perhaps, that obtained success

for his essay was, that he had more
varied and more elaborate knowledge
than young authors think it necessary

to possess. He did not, likeCesarini,

attempt to make a show of words upon
a slender capital of ideas. Whether
his style was eloquent or homely, it

was still in him a faith**' J transcript

of considered and di' ^sted thought.

A third reason—and I dwell on these

points not more to elucidate the career

of Maltravers, than as hints which

may be useful to others— a third

reason why Maltravers obtained a

prompt and favourable reception from
the public was, that he had not hack-

neyed his peculiarities of diction and
thought in that worst of all schools

for the literary novice—the columns
of a magazine. Periodicals form an
excellent mode of communication
between the public and an author

already established, who has lost the

charm of novelty, but gained the

weight of acknowledged reputation

;

and who, either upon politics or criti-

cism, seeks for frequent and conti-

nuous occasions to enforce his peculiar

theses and doctrines. But, upon the

young wri+er, this mode of communi-
cation, if too long continued, operates

most injuriously both as to his future

prospects and his own present taste

and style. With respect to the first, it

familiarises the public to his manner-
ism (and all writers worth reading

have mannerism) in a form to which
the said public are not inclined to

attach much weight. He forestalls in

a few months what ought to be the

effect of years ; namely, the wearying

a world soon nauseated with the t<m-

iours perdrix. With respect to the

last, it induces a man to write for

momentary effects ; to study a false

smartness of style and reasoning ; to

bound his ambition of durability to

the last day of the month ; to expect

immediate returns for labour ; to re-

coil at the " hope deferred " of seriou?

works on which judgment is slowly

formed. The man of talent who begins

young at periodicals, and goes on long,

has generally something crude and
stunted about both his compositions

and his celebrity. He grows tlit.

oracle of small coteries ; and we can

rarely get out of the impression that

he is cockneyfied and conventional.

Periodicals sadlyT mortgaged the

claims that Hazlitt, and many others

of his contemporaries, had upon a

vast reversionary estate of Fame.
But I here speak too politically ; to

some, the res angustce domi leave

no option. And, as Aristotle and the

Greek proverb have it, we cannot

carve out all things with the knife of

the Delphic cutler.

The second work that Maltravers

put forth, at an interval of eighteel

months from the first, was one of ,

graver and higher nature : it served

to confirm his reputation ; and that

is success enough for a second work,

which is usually an author's "pons
asinorum." He who, after a trium-

phant first book, does not dissatisfy

the public with a second, has a fair

chance of gaining a fixed station in

literature. But now commenced the

pains and perils of the after-birth.

By a maiden effort an author rarely

makes enemies. His fellow-writers

are not yet prepared to consider him
as a rival ; if he be tolerably rich, they

unconsciously trust that he will not

become a regular, or, as they term it.

" a professional " author : he did

something just to be talked of; he

may write no more, or his second

book may fail. But when that seconi

book comes out, and does not fail

they begin to look about them ; envy

waken*, malice begins. Aud all tb»
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old school—gentlemen who have re-

tired on their pensions of renown

—

regard him as an intruder : then the

sneer, then the frown, the caustic

irony, the biting review, the depre-

ciating praise. The novice begins to

think that he is further from the goal

than before he set out upon the race.

Maltravers had, upon the whole, a

tolerably happy temperament ; but he

was a very proud man, and he had

the nice soul of a courageous, honour-

able, punctilious gentleman. He
thought it singular that society

should call upon him, as a gentle-

man, to shoot his best friend, if that

friend affronted him with a rude

werd ; and yet that, as an author,

every fool and liar might, with perfect

impunity, cover reams of paper with

the most virulent personal abuse of

him.

It was one evening in the early

Bummer that, revolving anxious and

doubtful thoughts, Ernest sauntered

gloomily along his terrace,

" And watched with wistful eyes the setting

sun,"

when he perceived a dusty travelling

carriage whirled along the road by
the ha-ha, and a hand waved in recog-

nition from the open window. His
guests had been so rare, and his friends

were so few, that Maltravers could

not conjecture who was his intended

visitant. His brother, he knew was

in London. Cleveland, from whom
he had thai day heard, was at his

villa. Ferrert was enjoying himself

in Vienna. Who could it be % We
may say of solitude what we please

;

but, after two years of solitude, a

visitor is a pleasurable excitement.

Maltravers retraced his steps, entered

his house, and was just in time to

find himself almost in the arms of

De Montaigne.

t V.

- • * Quid tam dextro pede concipis nt te,

Conatus non pceniteat, votique peracti ? "*_Jov.

" Ybs," said De Montaigne, " in my
way / also am fulfilling my destiny.

I am a member of the Chambre de

Deputes, and on a visit to England

upon some commercial affairs. I

found myself in your neighbourhood,

and, of course, could not resist the

temptation : so you must receive me
as your guest for some days."

" I congratulate you cordially on

your senatorial honours. I have

already heard of your rising name."
" I return the congratulations with

equal warmth. You are bringing my

* What under such happy auspices do

you conceive, that you may not repent of

youi endeavour and accomplished wish ?

prophecies to pass. I have read your
works with increased pride at our

friendship."

Maltravers sighed slightly, and half

turned away.
" The desire of distinction," said

he, after a pause, "grows upon us till

excitement becomes disease. The
child who is born with the Mariner's

instinct laughs with glee when his

paper bark skims the wave of a pool.

By-and-by, nothing will content him
but the ship and the ocean.—Like

the child is the author."

"I am pleased with your simile,"said

Dc Montaigne, smiling. "Do not spoil

it, but go on with your argument."

Maltravers c -tinued— "Soarcely
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do we win the applause of a moment ere

we summon the past and conjecture

the future. Our contemporaries no

longer suffice for competitors, our age

for the Court to pronounce on our

claims : we call up the Dead as our

only true rivals—we appeal to Poste-

rity as our sole just tribunal. Is this

vain in us? Possibly. Yet such

vanity humbles. 'Tis then only we

learn all the difference between Repu-

tation and Fame—between To-Day
and Immortality

!

"

" Do you think," replied De Mon-
taigne, " that the dead did not feel the

same, when they first trod the path

that leads to the life beyond life?

Continue to cultivate the mind, to

sharpen by exercise the genius, to

attempt to delight or to instruct your

race ; and even supposing you fall

short of every model you set before

you—supposing your name moulder

with your dust, still you will have

passed life more nobly than the un-

laborious herd. Grant that you win

not that glorious accident, ' a name
below,' how can you tell but what you

may have fitted yourself for high des-

tiny and employ in the world not of

men, but of spirits? The powers of

the mind are things that cannot be

less immortal than the mere sense of

identity ; their acquisitions accom-

pany us through the Eternal Pro-

gress ; and we may obtain a lower or

a highei' grade hereafter, in proportion

as we are muie Oi less fitled by the

exercise of our intellect to compre-

hend and execute the solemn agencies

of God. The wise man is nearer to

the angels than the fool is. This may
be an apocryphal dogma, but it is not

an impossible theory."
" But we may waste the sound

enjoyments of actual life in chasing

the hope you justly allow to be ' apo-

cryphal ;
' and our knowledge may go

for nothing in the eyes of the Om-
niscient."

"Very well," said De Montaigne,

smiling; "but answer me houmdly.

By the pursuits of intellectual ambi-

tion, do you waste the sound enjoy-

ments of life? If so, you do not

pursue the system rightly. Those

pursuits ought only to quicken you,

sense for such pleasures as are the

true relaxations of life. And this,

with you peculiarly, since you are

fortunate enough not to depend for

subsistence upon literature ;—did you
do so, I might rather advise you to

be a trunkmaker than an author. A
man ought not to attempt any of the

highest walks of Mind and Art, as

the mere provision of daily bread

;

not literature alone, but everything

else of the same degree. He ought

not to be a statesman, or an orator, or

a philosopher, as a thing of pence and
shillings : and usually all men, save

the poor poet, feel this truth insen-

sibly."

" This may be fine preaching," said

Maltravers ; "but you may be quite

sure that the pursuit of literature is a

pursuit apart from the ordinary ob-

jects of life, and you cannot command
the enjoyments of both."

" I think otherwise," said De Mon-
taigne; "but it is not in a country-

house eighty miles from the capital,

without wife, guests, or friends, that

the experiment can be fairly made.

Come, Maltravers, I see before you a

brave career, and I cannot permit you

to halt at the onset."

" You do not see all the calumnies

that are already put forth against me,

to say nothing of all the assurances

(and many by clever men) that tuere

is nothing in me !

"

" Dennis was a clever man, and said

the same thing ofyour Pope. Madame
de SSvigne

-

was a clever woman, but she

thought Racine would never be very

famous. Milton saw nothing in the

first efforts of Dryden, that made him
consider Dryden better than a rhyme-

ster. Aristophanes was a good judge

of poetry, yet how ill he judged of
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Euripides ! But all this is common-
place, and yet you bring arguments
that a commonplace answers in evi-

dence against yourself."

But it is unpleasant not to answer

attacks—not to retaliate on enemies."
" Then answer attacks, and retaliate

on enemies."
" But would that be wise 1

"

" If it give you pleasure—it would
not please me."

" Come, De Montaigne, you are

reasoning Socratically. I will ask you
plainly and bluntly, would you advise

an author to wage war on his literary

assailants, or to despise them ]
"

" Both ; let him attack but few,

and those rarely. But it is his policy

to show that he is one whom it is

better not to provoke too far. The
author always has the world on his

side against the critics, if he choose

his opportunity. And he must always

recollect that he is ' a state ' in him-
self, which must sometimes go to war
in order to procure peace. The time
for war or for peace must be left

to the State's own diplomacy and
wisdom."

" You would make us political ma-
chines."

" I would make every man's conduct
more or less mechanical ; for system

is the triumph of mind over matter;

the just equilibrium of all the powers

and passions may seem like ma-
chinery. Be it so. Nature meant
the world—the creation—man him-

self, for machines."
" And one must even be in a pas-

sion mechanically, according to your

theories."

" A man is a poor creature who is

not in a passion sometimes; but a

very unjust, or a very foolish one, if

be be in a passion with the wrong
person, and in the wrong place and

time. But enougn of this, it is

growing late."

"And when will Madame visit

England ?

"

" Oh, not yet, I fear. But you
will meet Cesarini in London this

year or the next. He i3 persuaded

that you did not see justice done to

bis poems, and is coming here, as

soon as his indolence will let him, to

proclaim your treachery in a biting

preface to some toothless satire."

" Satire
!

"

" Yes ; more than one of your poets

made their way by a satire, and Cesa-

rini is persuaded he shall do the same.

Castruccio is not as far-sighted as his

namesake, the Prince of Lucca.

Good night, my dear Ernest.'*
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CHAPTER VL

* When with much pains this boasted le.m _jg; got,

Tla an affront to those who have it not"
Chobcrzll : The Author.

There was something in De Mon-
taigne's conversation, which, without

actual flattery, reconciled Maltravers

to himself and his career. It served

less, perhaps, to excite than to sober

and brace his mind. De Montaigne
could have made no man rash, but he

could have made many men energetic

and persevering. The two friends had

some points in common ; but Maltra-

vers had far more prodigality of nature

and passion about him—had more of

flesh and blood, with the faults and

excellencies of flesh and blood. De
Montaigne held so much to his

favourite doctrine of moral equili-

brium, that he had really reduced

himself, in much, to a species of clock-

work. As impulses are formed from

habits, so the regularity of De Mon-
taigne's habits made his impulses

virtuous and just, and he yielded to

them as often as a hasty character

might have done ; but then those

impulses never urged to anything spe-

culative or daring. De Montaigne

could not go beyond a certain defined

circle of action. He had no sympathy
for any reasonings based purely on the

hypotheses of the imagination : he

could not endure Plato, and he was

dumb to the eloquent whispers of

whatever was refining in poetry or

nystical in wisdom.

Maltravers, on the contrary, not

lisdaining Reason, ever sought to

fcsist her by the Imaginative Faculty,

and held all philosophy incomplete

ind unsatisfactory that bounded its

inquiries to the limits of the Known
and Certain. He loved the inductive

process ; but he carried it out to Con-

jecture as well as Fact. He main-

tained that, by a similar hardihood,

all the triumphs of science, as well as

art, had been accomplished—that

Newton, that Copernicus, would have

done nothing if they had not imagined

as well as reasoned, guessed as well as

ascertained. Nay, it was an aphorism

with him, that the very soul of phi-

losophy is conjecture. He had the

most implicit confidence in the opera-

tions of the mind and the heart pro-

perly formed, and deemed that the

very excesses of emotion and thought,

in men well trained by experience

and study, are conducive to useful

and great ends. But the more ad-

vanced years, and the singularly prac-

tical character of De Montaigne's

views, gave him a superiority in argu-

ment over Maltravers, which the last

submitted to unwillingly. While, on
the other hand, De Montaigne secretly

felt that his young friend reasoned

from a broader base, and took in a

much wider circumference ; and that

he Tas, at once, more liable to failure

and error, and more capable of new
discovery and of intellectual achieve-

ment. But their ways in life being

different, they did not clash ; and De
Montaigne, who was sincerely inte-

rested in Ernest's fate, was contented

to harden his friend's mind against

the obstacles in his way, and leave the

rest to experiment and to Providence
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They went up to London together

:

and De Montaigne returned to Paris.

Maltravers appeared once more in the

haunts of the gay and great. He felt

that his new character had greatly

altered his position. He was no

longer courted and caressed for the

same vulgar and adventitious circum-

stances of fortune, birth, and con-

nexions, as before—yet for circum-

stances that to him seemed equally

unflattering. He was not sought for

his merit, his intellect, his talents

;

but for his momentary celebrity. He
was an author in fashion, and run

after as anything else in fashion might

have been. He was invited, less to

be talked to than to be stared at.

He was far too proud in his temper,

and too pure in his ambition, to feel

his vanity elated by sharing the en-

thusiasm of the circles with a German
prince or an industrious flea. Ac-

cordingly he soon repelled the ad-

vances made to him, was reserved and
supercilious to fine ladies, refused to

be the fashion, and became very un-

popular with the literary exclusives.

They even began to run down the

works, because they were dissatisfied

with the author. But Maltravers had

based his experiments upon the vast

masses of the general Public. He had

called the people of his own and other

countries to be his audience and his

judges; and all the coteries in the

world could not have injured him.

He was fike the member for an im-

mense constituency, who may offend

individuals, so long as he keep his

footing with the body at large. But
while he withdrew himself from the

nsipid and the idle, he took care not

.,0 become separated from the world.

He formed his own society according

to his tastes : took pleasure in the

manly and exciting topics of the day
;

and sharpened his observation and

widened his sphere as an author, by

mixing freely and boldly with all

classes as a citizen. But literature

became to him as art to the artist—

as his mistress to the lover—an en-

grossing and passionate delight. He
made it his glorious and divine pro-

fession—he loved it as a profession-

he devoted to its pursuits and honours
his youth, cares, dreams—his mind,,

and his heart, and his soul. He was
a silent but intense enthusiast in the

priesthood he had entered. From
literature he imagined had come all

ihat makes nations er'Mitened 3*m1

men humane. And he loved Litera-

ture the rpore, becaus her diutiiic-

tions were not those ol the world—
because she had neither ribands, nor

stars, nor high places at her command.
A name in the deep gratitude and
hereditary delight of men—this was

the title she bestowed. Hers was the

Great Primitive Church of the world,

without Popes or Muftis—sinecures,

pluralities, and hierarchies. Her ser-

vants spoke to the earth as the pro-

phets of old, anxious only to be heard

and believed. Full of this fanaticism,

Ernest Maltravers pursued his way in

the great procession of the myrtle

bearers to the sacred shrine. He car-

ried the thyrsus, and he believed in

the god. By degrees his fanaticism

worked in him the philosophy which

De Montaigne would have derived

from sober calculation ; it made him
indifferent to the thorns in the path,

to the storms in the sky. He learned

to despise the enmity he provoked,

the calumnies that assailed him.

Sometimes he was silent, but some-

times he retorted. Like a soldier

who serves a cause, he believed that

when the cause was injured in his

person, the weapons confided to his

hands might be wielded without fear

and without reproach. Gradually he

became feared as well as known. And
while many abused him, none could

contemn.
It would not suit the design of this

work to follow Maltravers step by step

in his course. I am only describing
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the principal events, not the minute
details, of his intellectual life. Of the

character of his works it will be
enough to say, that whatever their

tiults, they were original—they were'

his own. He did not write according

to copy, nor compile from common-
place-books. He was an artist, it is

true,—for what is genius itself but

art? but he took laws, and harmony,
and order, from the great code of

Truth and Nature; a code that de-

mands intense and unrelaxing study

—though its first principles are few

and simple : that study Maltravers

did not shrink from. It was a deep

love of truth that made him a subtle

and searching analyst, even in what
the dull world considers trifles ; for

he knew that nothing in literature is

in itself trifling—that it is often but

a hair's breadth that divides a truism

from a discovery. He was the more

original because he sought rather

after the True than the New. No
two minds are ever the same ; and

therefore any man who will give ua

fairly and frankly the results of his

own impressions, uninfluenced by the

servilities of imitation, will be original.

But it was not from originality, which

really made his predominant merit,

that Maltravers derived his reputation,

for his originality was not of that

species which generally dazzles the

vulgar— it was not extravagant nor

bizarre— he affected no system and

no school. Many authors of his day

seemed more novel and unique to the

superficial. Profound and durable

invention proceeds by subtle and fine

gradations—it has nothing to do with

those jerks and starts, those convul-

sions and distortions, which belong

not to the vigour and health, but to

the epilepsy and disease, of Literature.

CHAPTER VIL

got out of town, the first thing I did was to give my mule her head."

—

00 fitac

Although the character of Maltravers

was gradually becoming more hard

and severe,—although as his reason

grew more muscular, his imagination

lost something of its early bloom, and
'is was already very different from

the wild boy who had set the German
youths in a blaze, and had changed
into a Castle of Indolence the little

'ottage, tenanted with Poetry and
Alice,—he still preserved many of his

old habits ; he loved, at frequent

intervals, to disappear from the great

world—to get rid of books and friends,

and luxury and wealth, and make
solitary excursions, sometimes on foot,

sometimes on horseback, through this

fair garden of England.

It was one soft May-day that he
found himself on such an expedition,

slowly riding through one of the green

lanes of shire. His cloak and
his saddle-bags comprised all his bag-

gage, and the world was before him
" where to choose his place of rest.

'

The lane wound at length into thj

main road, and just as he came upon
it, he fell in with a gay party of

equestrians.

Foremost of this cavalcade rode a

lady in a dark green habit, mounted
on a thorough-bred English horse,

j

which she managed with so easy a

grace that Maltravers halted in invo-

|
luntary admiration. He himself was

'' a consummate horseman, and he had
the quick eye of sympathy for those

i who shared the accomplishment. He
thought, as he gazed, that he had

never seen but one woman, whoie air
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and mien on horseback were so full of

that nameless elegance which skill

and courage in any art naturally

bestow—that woman was Valerie de

Ventadour. Presently, to his great

surprise, the lady advanced from her

companions, neared Maltravers, and

said, in a voice which he did not

at first distinctly recognise— " Is it

possible !—do I see Mr. Maltravers 1

"

She paused a moment, and then

Uirew aside her veil, and Ernest beheld

—Madame de Ventadour ! By this

time a tall, thin gentleman had joined

the Frenchwoman.
" Has madame met with an ac-

quaintance ] " said he ;
" and if so,

will she permit me to partake her

pleasure 1

"

The interruption seemed a relief to

Valerie ; she smiled and coloured.

" Let me introduce to you Mr.

Maltravers. Mr. Maltravers, this is

my host, Lord Doningdale."

The two gentlemen bowed, the rest

of the cavalcade surrounded the trio,

and Lord Doningdale, with a stately

yet frank courtesy, invited Maltravers

to return with the party to his house,

which was about four miles distant.

As may be supposed, Ernest readily

accepted the invitation. The cavalcade

proceeded, and Maltravers hastened

to seek an explanation from Valerie.

It was soon given. Madame de Ven-

tadour had a younger sister, who had

lately married a son of Lord Doning-

dale. The marriage had been solem-

nised in Paris, and Monsieur and

Madame de Ventadour had been in

England a week on a visit to the

English peer.

The rencontre was so sudden and

unexpected, that neither recovered

vifncient self-possession for fluent

^onversation. The explanation given,

Valerie sank into a thoughtful silence,

and Maltravers rode by her side

equally taciturn, pondering on the

strange chance which, after the lapse

I of years, had thrown them again

l together.

Lord Doningdale, who at first

lingered with his other visitors, now
joined them, and Maltravers was
struck with his highbred manner, and

a singular and somewhat elaborate

polish in his emphasis and expression.

They soon entered a noble park, which

attested far more care and attention

than are usually bestowed upon those

demesnes, so peculiarly English.

Young plantations everywhere con-

trasted the venerable groves —new
cottages of picturesque design adorned

the outskirts — and obelisks and
columns, copied from the antique,

and evidently of recent workmanship,

gleamed upon them as they neared

the house— a large pile, in which the

fashion of Queen Anne's day had been

altered into the French roofs and

windows of the architecture of the

Tuileries. " You reside much in the

country, I am sure, my lord," said

Maltravers.
" Yes," replied Lord Doningdale,

with a pensive air, " this place is

greatly endeared to me. Here his

Majesty Louis XVIII., when in Eng-

land, honoured me with an annual

visit. In compliment to him, I

sought to model my poor mansion

into an humble likeness of his own
palace, so that he might, as little as

possible, miss the rights he had lost.

His own rooms were furnished exactly

like those he had occupied at the

Tuileries. Yes, the place is endeared

to me—I think of the old times with

pride. It is something to have

sheltered a Bourbon in his mis-

fortunes."
" It cost milord a vast sum to make

these alterations," said Madame de

Ventadour, glancing archly it Mal-

travers.

"Ah, yes," said the old lord; and

his face, lately elated, became over-

cast.
—"nearly three hundred thousand
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pounds : bin what then ]

—

' Les souve-

nirs, madame, sont sans prix !
'

"

" Have you visited Paris since the

Restoration, Lord Doningdale? "asked
Maltravers.

His lordship looked at him sharply,

and then turned his eye to Madame
Je Ventadour.

" Nay," said Valerie, laughing, " I

did not dictate the question."

" Yes," said Lord Doningdale, " I

have been at Paris."

" His Majesty must have been

delighted to return vour lordship's

hospitality."

Lord Doningdale *)oked a little

embarrassed, and -side no reply, but

put his horse b>te a canter.

"You have galled our host," said

Valerie, smi 1

"

Ag. " Louis XVIII. and
his friend uved here as long as they

pleas'"
1 and as sumptuously as they

mtlck ; their visits half ruined the

/vner, who is the model of a geutil-

nomme and preux chevalier. He went

to Paris to witness their triumph ; he

expected, I fancy, the order of the

St. Esprit. Lord Doningdale has

royal blood in Lis \eins. His Majesty

asked him once to dinner, and when
he took leave, said to him, ' We are

happy, Lord Doningdale, to have thus

requited our obligations to your lord-

ship.' Lord Doningdale went back

in dudgeon, yet he still boasts of hia

souvenirs, poor man !

"

" Princes are not grateful, neither

are republics," said Maltravers.

"Ah! who is grateful," rejoined

Valerie, "except a dog and a woman?"
Maltravers found himself ushered

into a vast dressing-room, and was
informed by a French valet, that, in

the country. Lord Doningdale dined

at six—the first bell would ring in a

few minutes. While the valet was
speaking, Lord Doningdale himself

entered the room. His lordship had

learned, in the meanwhile, that. Mal-

travers was of the great and ancient

commoners' house, whose honours

were centered in his brother ; and yet

more, that he was the Mr. Maltravers

whose writings every one talked of,

whether for praise or abuse. Lord
Doningdale had the two characteristics

of a highbred gentleman of the old

school—respect for birth and respect

for talent ; he was, therefore, more
than ordinarily courteous to Ernest,

and pressed him to stay some days

with so much cordiality, that Mal-

travers could not but assent. His

travelling toilet was scanty ; but Mal-

travers thought little of dress.
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CHAPTER VITL

"It fa the soul that sees. The outward eye*

Present the object, but the mind descries:

And thence delight, disgust, or cool indifference rise. **—CuiWB,

Whew Maltravers entered the enor-

mous saloon, hung with damask, and

decorated with the ponderous enrich-

ments and furniture of the time of

Louis XIV. (that most showy and

barbarous of all tastes, which has

nothing in it of the graceful, nothing

of the picturesque, and which, now-a-

days, people who should know better

imitate with a ludicrous servility),

—

he found sixteen persons assembled.

His host stepped up from a circle

which surrounded him, and formally

presented his new visitor to the rest.

He was struck with the likeness which

the sister of Valerie bore to Valerie

herself; hut it was a sobered and

chastened likeness—less handsome,

less impressive. Mrs. George Her-

bert—such was the name she now
owned, was a pretty, shrinking, timid

girl, fond of her husband, and mightily

awed by her father-in-law. Maltravei s

sate by her, and drew her into con-

versation. He could not help pitying

the poor lady, when he found she was

to live altogether at Doningdale Park

—remote from all the friends and

habits of her childhood— alone, so far

as the affections were concerned, with

a young husband, who was passion-

ately fond of field sports, and who,

from the few words Earnest exchanged

With him, seemed to have only three

ideas— hisdogs,his horses,and his wife.

Alas ! the last would soon be the least

in importance. It is a sad position

—

that of a lively young Frenchwoman,
entombed in an English oountry-

house ! Marriages with foreigners are

seldom fortunate experiments ! But
Ernest's attention was soon diverted

fr m the sister by the entrance of

Valerie herself, leaning on her hus-

band's arm. Hitherto he had not

very minute'y observed what change

time had effected in her—perhaps he
was half afraid. He now gazed at her

with curious interest Valerie wag
still extremely handsome, but her

face had grown sharper, her form
thinner and more angular ; there was
something in her eye and lip, discon-

tented, restless, almost querulous:

—

such is the too common expression in

the face of those born to love, and
condemned to be indifferent. The
little sister was more to be envied of

the two—come what may, she loved

her husband, such as he was and her

heart might ache, but it was not with

a void.

Monsieur de Ventadour soon shuffled

up to Maltravers—his nose longer

than ever.

" Hein—hein—how d'ye do—how
d'ye do?—charmed to see you—saw
madame before me—hein—hein—

I

suspect—I suspect
"

" Mr. Maltravers, will you give

Madame de Ventadour your arm ?"

said Lord Doningdale, as he stalked

on to the dining-room with a duchess

on his own.
" And you have left Naples, " said

.Maltravers: "left it for good?"
"We do not think of returning.

"

"It was a charming place—howl
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loved it !—how well I remember it
!

"

Erne8t spoke calmly,—it was but a

general remark.

Valerie sighed gently.

During dinner, the conversation

between Maltravers and Madame de

Ventadour was vague and embar-
rassed. Ernest was no longer in love

with her— he had outgrown that

youthful fancy. She had exercised

influence over him—the new influences

that he had created, had chased away
her image. Such is life. Long ab-

sences extinguish all the false lights,

though not the true ones. The lamps
»re dead in the banquet-room of

yesterday ; but a thousand years

hence and the stars we look on to-

night will burn as brightly. Mal-

travers was no longer in love with

Valerie. But Valerie—Ah, perhaps

h;rs had been true love !

Maltravers was surprised when he

came to examine the state of his own

feelings— he was surprised to find

that his pulse did not beat quicker at

the touch of one whose very glance

had once thrilled him to the soul—he

was surprised, but rejoiced. He was

no longer anxious to seek but to shun

excitement, and he was a better and

a higher being than he had been on

the shores of Naples.

CHAPTER IX.

1 Whence that low voice, a whisper from the heart,

That told of days long past ? "—Wordsworth.

Erkest stayed several days at Lord
Doningdale's, and every day he rode

out with Valerie, but it was with a

large party ; and every evening he con-

versed with her, but the whole world

might have overheard what they said.

In fact, the sympathy that had once

existed between the young dreamer
and the proud, discontented woman,
had in much passed away. Awakened
to vast and grand objects, Maltravers

(vas a dreamer no more. Inured to

.he life of trifles she had once loathed,

Valerie had settled down into the

usages and thoughts of the common
world—ehe had no longer the supe-

riority of earthly wisdom over Mal-

travers, and his romance was sobered

in its eloquence, and her ear dulled

to its tone. Still Ernest felt a deep
interest in her, and still she seemed
to feel a sensitive pride in his career.

One evening Maltravers had joined

a circle in which Madame de Venta-

dour, with more than her usual ani-

No. 190.

mation, presided—and to which, in

her pretty, womanly, and thoroughly

French way, she was lightly laying

down the law on a hundred subjects

—Philosophy, Poetry, S6vres china

and the Balance of Power in Europe

Ernest listened to her, delighted, but

not enchanted. Yet Valerie was not

natural that night—she was speaking

from forced spirits.

" Well," said Madame de Ventadour

at last, tired, perhaps, of the part she

had been playing, and bringing to a

sudden close an animated description

of the then French court—" well, see

now if we ought not to be ashamed of

ourselves— our talk has positively

interrupted the music. Did you see

Lord Doningdale stop it with a bow
to me, as much as to say, with his

courtly reproof,
—

' It shall not disturb

you, madam?' I will no longer be

accessary to your crime of bad taste
!

"

With this the Frenchwoman rosa

and gliding through the circle, re-

10
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tired to the further end of the room.

Ernest followed her with his eyes.

Suddenly she beckoned to him, and

he approached and seated himself by

her side.

"Mr. Maltravers," said Valerie,

then, with great sweetness in her

voice,
—" I have not yet expressed to

you the delight I have felt from your

genius. In absence you have suffered

me to converse with you—your books

have been to me dear friends ; as we
shall soon part again, let me now tell

you of this, frankly and without com-

pliment."

This paved the way to a conversa-

tion that approached more on the

precincts of the past, than any the}'

had yet known. But Ernest was

guarded, and Valerie watched his

words and looks with an interest she

could not conceal— an interest that

partook of disappointment.
" It.is an excitement," said Valerie,

" to climb a mountain, though it

fatigue ; and though the clouds may
even deny us a prospect from its

summit,— it is an excitement that

gives a very universal pleasure, and
that seems almost as if it were the

result of a common human instinct,

which makes us desire to rise—to get

»bove the ordinary thoroughfares and
level of life. Some such pleasure

you must have in intellectual ambi-

tion, in which the mind is the upward
traveller."

" It is not the ambition that

pleases,"-replied Maltravers ;
" it is the

following a path congenial to our

tastes, and made dear to us in a short

time by habit. The moments in

which we look beyond our work, and
fancy ourselves seated beneath the

Everlasting Laurel, are few. It is th«

work itself, whether of action or

literature, that interests and excites

us. And at length the dryness of

toil takes the familiar sweetness of

custom. But iD intellectual labour

there is another charm—we become
more intimate with our own nature.

The heart and the soul grow friends,

as it were, and the affections and

aspirations unite. Thus, we are

never without society—we are never

alone ; all that we have read, learned-,

and discovered, is company to us.

This is pleasant," added Maltravers,

"to thosewho have no dear connexions

in the world without."
" And is that your case ? " asked

Valerie, with a timid smile.

" Alas, yes ! and since I conquered

one affection, Madame De Ventadour,

I almost think I have outlived the

capacity of loving. I believe that

when we cultivate very largely the

reason or the imagination, we blunt,

to a certain extent, our young sus-

ceptibilities to the fair impressions

of real life. From * idleness,' says

the old Roman poet, ' Love feeds his

torch.'

"

" You are too young to talk thus."

" I speak as I feel."

Valerie said no more.

Shortly afterwards LordDoningdale

approached them, and proposed that

they should make an excursion the

next day to see the ruins of an old

abbey, some few miles distant.
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CHAPTER X.

' If I should meet thee

Alter long years,

How 6hall I greet thee ? "—Byron.

It was a smaller party than usual the

next day, consisting only of Lord

Doningdale, his son George Herbert,

Valerie, and Ernest. They were re-

turning from the ruins, and the sun,

now gradually approaching the west,

threw its slant rays over the gardens

and houses of a small, picturesque

town, or, perhaps, rather village, on

the high North Road. It is one of

the prettiest places in England, that

town or village, and boasts an excel-

lent old-fashioned inn, with a large

and quaint pleasure-garden. It was

through the long and straggling

street that our little party slowly

rode, when the sky became suddenly

overcast, and a few large hailstones

falling, gave notice of an approaching

storm.
" I told you we should not get

safely through the day," said George

Herbert. " Now we are in for it."

"George, that is a vulgar expres-

sion," said Lord Doningdale, button-

ing up his coat. While he spoke, a

vivid flash of lightning darted across

their very path, and the sky grew
darker and darker.

" We may as well rest at the inn,"

said Maltravers ;
" the storm is

coining on apace, and Madame de

Yentadour
"

" You are right," interrupted Lord
Doningdale ; and he put his horse

into a canter.

They were soon at the door of the

eld hotel. Bells rang—dogs barked
—hos'Ws ran. A plain, dark, tra-

velling post-"-hariot was before the

inn-door ; and, roused perhaps by th«

noise below, a lady in the " first floor

front, No. 2," came to the window.
This lady owned the travelling-

carriage, and was at this time alone

in that apartment. As she looked

carelessly at the party, her eyes

rested on one form—she turned pale,

uttered a faint cry, and fell senseless

on the floor.

Meanwhile, Lord Doningdale and
his guests were shown into the room
next to that tenanted by the lady.

Properly speaking, both the rooms
made one long apartment for balls

and county meetings, and the division

was formed by a thin partition, re-

movable at pleasure. The hail now
came on fast and heavy, the trees

groaned, the thunder roared ; and in

the large, dreary room there was a

palpable and oppressive sense of cold-

ness and discomfort. Valerie shivered

—a fire was lighted—and the French-

woman drew near to it.

" You are wet, my dear lady," said

Lord Doningdale. " You should

take off that close habit, and have it

dried."

" Oh, no ; what matters it ] " said

Valerie, bitterly, and almost rudely.
" It matters everything," said

Ernest ;
" pray be ruled."

" And do you care for me ?
" mur-

mured Valerie.
" Can you ask that question ]

"

replied Ernest, in the same tone, and
with affectionate and friendly warmth.

Meanwhile, the good old lord had
summoned the chambermaid, and,
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with the kindly imperiousness of a

father, made Valerie quit the room.

The three gentlemen, left together,

\alked of the storm, wondered how
ong it would last, and debated the

propriety of sending to Doningdale

for the carriage. While the}' spoke,

the hail suddenly ceased, though
clouds in the distant horizon were

bearing heavily up to renew the

charge. George Herbert, who was

the most impatient of mortals, espe-

cially of rainy Weather in a strange

place, seized the occasion, and insisted

on riding to Doningdale, and sending

back the carriage.

" Surely a groom would do as well,

George," said the father.

"My dear father, no; I should

envy the rogue too much. I am
bored to death here. Marie will be

frightened about us. Brown Bess

will take me back in twenty minutes.

I am a hardy fellow, you know.

Good-bye."

Away darted the young sportsman,

and in two minutes they saw him
spur gaily from the inn-door.

" It is very odd that / should have

such a son," said Lord Doningdale,

musingly—" a son who cannot amuse
himself in-doors for two minutes to-

gether. I took great pains with his

education, too. Strange that people

should weary so much of themselves

that they cannot brave the prospect

of a few minutes passed in reflection

—that a shower and the resources of

their own thoughts are evils so galling

—very 6trange indeed. But it is a

confounded climate this, certainly. I

wonder when it will clear up."

Thus muttering, Lord Doningdale

walked, or rather marched, to and
j

fro the room, with his hands in his
I

coat pockets, and his whip sticking
j

perpendicularly out of the right one.
!

Just at this moment the waiter came !

to announce that his lordship's groom
was without, and desired much to see

him. Lo*-^ T^nningdale had then the

pleasure of learning that his favourite

grey hackney, which he had ridden,

winter and summer, for fifteen years,

was taken with shivers, and, as the

groom expressed it, seemed to have
" the collar [cholera ?] in its bowels !"

Lord Doningdale turned pale, and
hurried to the stables without saying

a word.

Maltravers, who, plunged in thought,

had not overheard the low tnd brief

conference between master and groom,
remained alone, seated bj- the fire,

his head buried in bis bosom, and his

arms folded.

Meanwhile, the lady, who occupied

the adjoining chamber, had recovered

slowly from her swoon. She put both

hands to her temples, as if trying to

re-co 1 ect her thoughts. Hers was a

fair, innocent, almost childish face;

and now, as a smile shot across it,

there was something so sweet and
touching in the gladness it shed over

! that countenance, that you could not

have seen it without strong and
almost painful interest. For it was
the gladness of a person who has

known sorrow ! Suddenly she started

up, and said
—" No—then ! I do not

dream. He is come back—he is here

—all will be well again ! Ha ! it is

his voice. Oh, bless him, it is his

voice !
" She paused, her finger on

her lip, her face bent dowD. A low

and indistinct sound of voices reached

her straining ear through the thin

door that divided her from Maltravers.

She listened intently, but she could

not overhear the import. Her heait

beat violently. " He is not alone !

'

she murmured, mournfully. " I will

wait till the sound ceases, and thei 1

will venture in !

"

And what was the conversation

carried on in that chambel ? We
must return to Ernest. He was

sitting in the same thoughtful pos-

ture when Madame de Ventadour

returned. The Frencliwoman coloured

when she found herself alone with
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Ernest, and Ernest himself was not at

his ease.

" Herbert has gone home to order

the carriage, and Lord Doningdale

has disappeared, I scarceknow whither.

You do not, I trust, feel the worse

for the rain 1

"

" No," said Valerie.

" Shall you have any commands in

London ] " asked Maltravers ;
" I re-

turn to town to-morrow."
" So soon

!

" and Valerie sighed.

" Ah !
" she added, after a pause,

" we shall not meet again for years,

perhaps. Monsieur de Ventadour is

to he appointed ambassador to the

Court—and so—and so

Well, it is no matter. What has be-

come of the friendship we once swore
*,!> each other ?

"

" It is here," said Maltravers, laying

his hand on his heart. "Here, at

least, lies the half of that friendship

which was my charge ; and more than

friendship, Valerie de Ventadour

—

respect—admiration—gratitude. At
a time of life, when passion and fancy,

most strong, might have left me an

idle and worthless voluptuary, you

convinced me that the world has

virtue, and that woman is too noble

to be our toy—the idol of to-day, the

victim of to-morrow. Your influence,

Valerie, left me a more thoughtful

man—I hope a better one."

"Oh!" said Madame de Venta-

dour, strongly affected ;
" I bless you

for what you tell me : you cannot

know—you cannot guess how sweet it

is to me. Now I recognise you once

more. What—what did my resolution

coqt mu I Now I am repaid !

"

Ernest waa m><- . I by her emotion,

and by his own remembrances; he

took her hand, and pressing it with

frank and respectful tenderness—" I

did not think, Valerie," said he,

• when I reviewed the past, I did not

think that you loved me—I was not

vain enough for that ; hut, if so, how
much is your character raised in my

eyes—how provident, how whe your
virtue ! Happier and better for both,

our present feelings, each to each,

than if we had indulged a brief and
guilty dream of passion, at war with

all that leaves passion without re-

morse, and bliss without alloy.

Now "

" Now !
" interrupted Valerie,

quickly, and fixing on him her dark
eyes—" now you love me no longer

!

Yes, it is better so. Well, I will go
back to my cold and cheerless state

of life, and forget once more that

Heaven endowed me with a heart i

"

" Ah, Valerie ! esteemed, revered,

still beloved, not indeed with the

fires of old, but with a deep, undying,

and holy tenderness, speak not thus

to me. Let me not believe you un-

happy ; let me think that, wise, saga-

cious, brilliant as you are, you have

employed your gifts to reconcile your-

self to a common lot. Still let me
look up to you when I would despise

the circles in which you live, and say,—'On that pedestal an altar is yet

placed, to which the heart may bring

the offerings of the soul.'
"

"It is in vain— in vain that I

struggle," said Valerie, half-choked

with emotion, and clasping her hands
passionately. " Ernest, I love you
still—I am wretched to think you
love me no more ; I would give you
nothing—yet I exact all ; my youth
is going—my beauty dimmed—my
very intellect is dulled by the life I

lead ; and yet I ask from you that

which your young heart once felt fo :

me. Despise me, Maltravers, I am
not what I seemed—I am a hypocrite

—despise me."
" No," said Ernest, again possessing

himself of her hand, and falling on
his knee by her side. " No, never

to be forgotten, ever to be honoured

Valerie, hear me." As he spoke, he
kissed the hand he held ; with the

other, Valerie covered her face and
wept bitterly, but in silance. Erneit
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paused till the burst of her feelings

had subsided, her hand still in his

—still warmed by his kisses—kisses

as pure as cavalier ever impressed on
the hand of his queen.

At that time, the door communi-
cating with the next room gently

opened. A fair form—a form fairer

and younger than that of Valerie de

Yentadour, entered the apartment

;

the silence had deceived her— she

believed that Maltravers was alone.

She had entered with her heart upon
her lips ; love, sanguine, hopeful love,

in every vein, in every thought— she

had entered, dreaming that across

that threshold life would dawn upon
her afresh—that all would be once

more as it had been, when the com-

mon air was rapture. Thus she

entered ; and now she stood spell-

bound, terror-stricken, pale as death

—life turned to stone—youth—hope
— bliss were for ever over to her

!

Ernest kneeling to another was all

she saw !— For this had she been
faithful and true, amidst storm and

desolation ; for this had she hoped

—

dreamed—lived. They did not note

her ; she was unseen—unheard. And
Ernest, who would have gone bare-

foot to the end of the earth to find

her, was in the very room with her,

and knew it not

!

" Call me again beloved

!

" said

Valerie, very softly.

" Beloved Valerie, hear me 1

"

These words were enough for the

listener ; she turned noiselessly away :

humble as that heart was, it was
proud. The door closed on her— she

had obtained the wish of her whole

being—Heaven had heard her prayer

—she had once more seen the lover

ol her youth ; and thenceforth all

was night and darkness to her.

What matter what became of her?

One moment, what an effect it pro-

duces upon years !

—

one moment !

—

virtue, crime, glory, shame, woe,

rapture, rest upon momenta ! Death

itself is but a moment, yet Eternity

is its successor

!

" Hear me !

" continued Ernest,

unconscious of what had passed—
" hear me; let us be what human
nature and worldly forms seldom

allow those of opposite sexes to be

—

friends to each other, and to virtue

also—friends through time and ab-

sence—friends through all the vicis-

situdes of life— friends on whose
affection shame and remorse never

cast a shade—friends who are to meet
hereafter ! Oh ! there is no attach-

ment so true, no tie so holy, as that

which is founded on the old chivalry

of loyalty and honour ; and which

is what love would be, if the heart

and the soul were unadulterated by
clay."

There was in Ernest's countenance

an expression so noble, in his voice

a tone so thrilling, that Valerie was

brought back at once to the nature

which a momentary weakness had

subdued. She looked at him with an

admiring and grateful gaze, and then

said, in a calm but low voice, "Ernest,

I understand you; yes, your friend-

ship is dearer to me than love."

At this time they heard the voice

of Lord Doningdale on the stairs.

Valerie tuVned away. Maltravers, as

he rose, extended his hand ; she

pressed it warmly, and the spell was
broken, the temptation conquered,

the ordeal passed. While Lord
Doningdale entered the room, the

carriage, with Herbert in it, drove to

the door. In a few minutes the little

party were within the vehicle. As
they drove away, the hostlers were

harnessing the horses to the dark

green travelling carriage. From the

window, a sad and straining eye

gazed upon the gayer equipage of the

peer— that eye which Maltravers

would have given his whole fortune to

meet again. But he did not look np

;

and Alice Darvil turned away, and
her fate ^as fixed

!
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CHAPTER XL

" Strange fits of passion I have known.
And I will dare to tell."

—

Wordsworth.

m * * * The food of hope
la meditated action."— Wordsworth.

Maltravers left Doningdale the next

day. He had no further conversation

with Valerie ; but when he took leave

of her, she placed in his hand a letter,

which he read as he rode slowly

through the beech avenues of the

park. Translated, it ran thus :

—

" Others would despise me for the

weakness I showed—but you will not

!

It is the sole weakness of a life. None
can know what I have passed through

—what hours of dejection and gloom

—I, whom so many envy ! Better to

have been a peasant girl, with love,

than a queen whose life is but a dull

mechanism. You, Maltravers, I never

forgot in absence ; and your image
made yet more wearisome and trite

the things around me. Years passed,

and your name was suddenly in men's

lips. I heard of you wherever I went

—I could not shut you from me.

Your fame was as if you were con-

versing by my side. We met at last,

suddenly and unexpectedly. I saw-

that you loved me no more, and that

thought conquered all my resolves

:

anguish subdues the nerves of the

mind as sickness those of the body.

And thus I forgot, and humbled, and
night have undone myself. Juster

aud better thoughts are once more

awakened within me, and when
we meet again I shall be worthy of

your respect I see how dangerous are

that luxury of thought, that sin of

discontent, which I indulged. I go
back to life resolved to vanquish all

that can interfere with its claims and
duties. Heaven guide and preserve

you, Ernest! Think of me as one
whom you will not blush to have
loved—whom you will not blush here-

after to present to your wife. With
so much that is soft, as well as great

within you, yon were not formed like

me—to be alone.

" Farewell !

"

Maltravers read, and reread this

letter; and when he reached his

home, he placed it carefully amongst
the things he most valued. A lock

of Alice's hair lay beside it—he did

not think that either was dishonoured

by the contact.

With an effort, he turned himself

once more to those stern, yet high

connexions which literature makes
with real life. Perhaps there was a

certain restlessness in his heart whici

induced him ever to occupy his mind.

That was one of the busiest years ol

his life—the one in which he did most

to sharpen jealousy and confirm fame
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CHAPTER Xn.

«« In effect he entered my apartment"—Oil Bleu.

" I am surprised, said he, at the caprice of fortune, who sometimes delights In loading

an execrable author with favours, whilst she leaves good writers to perish for want"
Gil Blat.

It was just twelve months after his

last interview with Valerie, and
Madame de Ventadour had long

since quitted England, when one

morning, as Maltravers sate alone in

his study, Castruccio Cesarini was

announced.
'• A.h, my dear Castruccio, how are

you ] " cried Maltravers, eagerly, as

the opening door presented the form

of the Italian.

" Sir," said Castruccio, with great

stiffness, and speaking in French,

which was his wont when he meant
to be distant—" sir, I do not come to

renew our former acquaintance—you

are a great man [here a bitter sneer],

I an obscure one— [here Castruccio

drew himself up]— I only come to

discharge a debt to you which I find

I have incurred."
" What tone is this, Castruccio

;

and what debt do you speak of ?

"

" On my arrival in town yesterday,"

said the poet, solemnly, " I went to

the man whom you deputed some
years since to publish my little

volume, to demand an account of its

success ; and I found that it had cost

one hundred and twenty pounds, de-

ducting the sale of forty-nine copies

which had been sold. Your books

sell some thousands, I am told. It is

well contrived—mine fell still-born, no

pains were taken with it—no matter

— [a wave of the hand]. You dis-

charged this debt, I repay you : there

is a check for the money. Sir, I have

done ! I wish you a good day,

and health to enjoy your reputation."

" Why, Cesarini, this is folly."

" Sir
"

" Yes, it is folly ; for there i3 no

folly equal to that of throwing away
friendship in a world where friend-

ship is so rare. You insinuate that I

am to blame for any neglect which

your work, experienced. Your pub-

lisher can tell you that I was more
anxious about your book than I have

ever been about my own."
" And the proof is, that forty-nine

copies were sold
!

"

" Sit down, Castruccio ; sit dovn
and listen to reason ;" and Maltravers

proceeded to explain, and soothe, anil

console. He reminded the poor poet

that his verses were written in a foreign

tongue,— that even English poets ol

great fame enjoyed but a limited sale

for their works— that it was impos-

sible to make the avaricious public

purchase what the stupid public would

not take an interest in—in short, he

used all those arguments which na-

turally suggested themselves as best

calculated to convince and soften

Castruccio : and he did this with so

much evident sympathy and kind-

ness, that at length the Italian could

no longer justify his own resentment.

A reconciliation took place, sincere

on the part of Maltravers, hollow on

the part of Cesarini; for the disap-

pointed author could not forgive the

successful one.
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* And how long shall you stay in

London 1

"

" Some months."
" Send for your luggage, and he

my guest."
" No ; I have taken lodgings that

guit me. I am formed for solitude."

" While you stay here, you will,

however, go into the world."

* Yes, I have some letters of intro-

duction, and I hear that the English

can honour merit, even in an Italian."

"You hear the truth, and it will

amuse you at least to see our eminent

men. They will receive you most

hospitably. Let me assist you ;vs a

cicerone."
" Oh, your valuable time ! "

" Is at your disposal j but where

are you going 1
"

" It is Sunday, and I have had my
curiosity excited to hear a celebrated

preacher, Mr. , who, they tell me,

is now more talked of than any author

in London."

"They tell you truly—I will go

with you—I myself have not yet

heard him ; but proposed to do so

this very day."
" Are you not jealous of a man so

much spoken of?"
" Jealous !—why I never set up for

a popular preacher !

—

ce n'est fas man
metier."

" If I were a successful author, I

should be jealous if the dancing-dogs

were talked of."

" No, my dear Cesarini, I am sure

you would not. You are a little irri-

tated at present by natural disappoint-

ment ! but the man who has as much
suec ss as he deserves, is never mor-

bidly jealous, even of a rival in his own
line : want of success sours us ; but a

little sunshine smiles away the vapours.

Come, we have no time to lose."

Maltravers took his hat, and the

two young men bent their way to

chapel. Cesarini still retained

the singular fashion of his dress,

though it was now made of hand-

somer materials, and worn with more
coxcombry and pretension. He had

much improved in person—had been

admired in Paris, and told that he

looked like a man of genius— and
with his black ringlets flowing over

his shoulders, his long moustache,

his broad Spanish-shaped hat, and
eccentric garb, he certainly did not

look like other people. He smiled

with contempt at the plain dress of

his companion. " I see," said he,

" that you follow the fashion, and
look as if you passed your life with

eligans instead of students. I wonder

you condescend to such trifles as

fashionably-shaped hats and coats."

"It would be worse trifling to set

up for originality in hats and coats,

at least in sober England. I was born

a gentleman, and I dress my outward

frame like others of my order. Be-

cause 1 am a writer, why should I

affect to be different from other

men 1
"

" I see that you are not above the

weakness of yonr countryman, Con-

greve," said Cesarini, " who deemed

it finer to be a gentleman than an

author."
" I always thought that anecdote

misconstrued. Congreve had a proper

and manly pride, to my judgment,

when he expressed a dislike to be

visited merely as a raree-show."

" But is it policy to let the world

see that an author is like other

people? Would he not create ^

deeper personal interest if he showed

that even in person alone he was

unlike the herd? He ought to be

seen seldom—not to stale his presence

—and to resort to the arts that belong

to the royalty of intellect as well as

the royalty of birth."

" I dare say an author, by a little

charlatanism of that nature, might be

more talked of—might be more adored

in the boarding-schools, and make a

better picture in the exhibition. But

I think, if his mind be manly, he
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would lose in self-respect at every

quackery of the sort. And my phi-

losophy is, that to respect oneself is

worth all the fame in the world."

Cesarini sneered and shrugged his

shoulders ; it was quite evident that

the two authors had no sympathy
with each other.

They arrived at last at the chapel,

and with some difficulty procured

seats.

Presently the service began. The
preacher was a man of unquestionable

talent and fervid eloquence ; but his

theatrical arts, his affected dress, his

artificial tones and gestures, and,

above all, the fanatical mummeries
which he introduced into the House
of God, disgusted Maltravers, while

the}' charmed, entranced, and awed
Cesarini. The one saw a mountebank
and impostor—the other recognised

a profound artist and an inspired

prophet.

But while the discourse was drawing

towards a close, while the preacher

was in one of his most eloquent bursts

—the ohs ! and ahs ! of which were

the grand prelude to the pathetic

peroration — the dim outline of a

female form, in the distance, riveted

the eyes and absorbed the thoughts

of Maltravers. The chapel was dark-

ened, though it was broad daylight

;

and the face of the person that

attracted Ernest's attention was con-

cealed by her head-dress and veil.

But that bend of the neck, so simply

graceful, so humbly modest, recalled

to his heart but one image. Every

one has, perhaps, observed that there

is a physiognomy (if the bull may be

pardoned) of form as well as face,

which it rarely happens that two

persons possess in common. And this,

with most, is peculiarly marked in

the turn of the head, the outline of

the shoulders, and the ineffable some-

thing that characterises the postures

of each individual in repose. The
more intern ly he gazed, the more

firmly Ernest was persuaded that he
saw before him the long-lost, the

never-to-be-forgotten mistress of his

boyish days, and his first love. On
one side of the lady in question sate

an elderly gentleman, whose eyes

were fixed upon the preacher ; on tho

other, a beautiful little girl, with long

fair ringlets, and that cast of features

which, from its exquisite delicacy

and expressive mildness, painters and
poets call the " angelic." These per-

sons appeared to belong to the same
party. Maltravers literally trembled,

so great were his impatience and
agitation. Yet still, the dress of the

supposed likeness of Alice, the ap-

pearance of her companions, were so

evidently above the ordinary rank,

that Ernest scarcely ventured to yield

to the suggestions of his own heart.

Was it possible that the daughter of

Luke Darvil, thrown upon the wide

world, could have risen so far beyond
her circumstances and station? At
length, the moment came when he

might resolve his doubts—the dis-

course was concluded— the extem-

poraneous prayer was at an end—the

congregation broke up, and Maltra-

vers pushed his way, as well as he

could, through the dense and serried

crowd. But every moment some
vexatious obstruction, in the shape of

a fat gentleman or three close-wedged

ladies, intercepted his progress. He
lost sight of the party in question

amidst the profusion of tall bonnets

and waving plumes. He arrived at

lust, breathless and pale as death, (so

great was the struggle within him,)

at the door of the chapel. He arrived

in time to see a plain carriage with

servants in grey undress liveries,

driving from the porch—and caught

a glimpse, within the vehicle, of the

golden ringlets of a child. He darted

forward, he threw himself almost

before the horses. The coachman

drew in, and with an angry exclama

tion, very much like an oath, whipped
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nis horses aside and went oft". But

that momentary pause sufficed.
—

" It

is she—it is ! heaven, it is Alice !"

murmured Maltravers. The whole

place reeled before his eyes, and he

clung, overpowered and unconscious,

to a neighbouring lamp post for sup-

port. But he recovered himself with

an agonising effort, as the thought

siruck upon his heart, that he was

about to lose sight of her again for

ever. And he rushed forward, like

one frantic, in pursuit of the carriage.

But there was a vast crowd of other

carriages, besides stream upon stream

of foot-passengers,—for the great and

the gay resorted to that place of

worship, as a fashionable excitement

in a dull day. And after a weary and

a dangerous chase, in which he had

been nearly run over three times,

Maltravers halted at last, exhausted

and in de-pair. Every succeeding

Sunday, for months, he went to the

same chapel, but in vain ; in vain,

too, he resorted to every public haunt

of dissipation and amusement. Alice

Darvil he beheld no more

!

CHAPTER XIIL

" Tell me, sir,

Have you cast up your state, rated your land,

And find it able to endure the charge? "

The Noble Gentleman.

By "degrees, as Maltravers sobered

down from the first shock of that

unexpected meeting, and from the

prolonged disappointment that fol-

lowed it, he became sensible of a

strange kind of happiness or content-

ment. Alice was not in poverty, she

was not eating the unhallowed bread

of vice, or earning the bitter wages of

laborious penury. He saw her in

reputable, nay, opulent circumstances.

A dark nightmare, that had often,

amidst the pleasures of youth, or the

triumphs of literature, weighed upon
his breast, was removed. He breathed

more freely—he could sleep in peace.

His conscience could no longer say to

him, " She who slept upon thy bosom
is a wanderer upon the face of the

earth—exposed to every temptation,

perishing perhaps for want." That
single sight of Alice had been like

the apparition of the injured Dead
conjured up at Heraclea—whose sight

could pacify the aggressor and exor-

cise the spectres of remorse. He was
r^onciled with himself, and walked on

to the Future with a bolder step and
a statelier crest. Was she married to

that staid and sober looking personage

whom he had beheld with her ? was

that child the offspring of their union]

He almost hoped so—it was better to

lose than to destroy her. Poor Alice !

could she have dreamed, when she

sat at his feet gazing up into his eyes,

that a time would come when .Mal-

travers would thank Heaven for the

belief that she was happy with an-

other]

Ernest Maltravers now felt a new
man: the relief of conscience operated

on the efforts of his genius. A more
buoyant and elastic spirit entered into

them—they seemed to breathe as with

a second youth.

Jleanwhile Cesarini threw himself

into the fashionable world, and to his

own surprise was feted and caressed.

In fact, Castruccio was exactly the

sort of person to be made a lion of.

The letters of introduction lhat he

had brought from Paris were addressed

to those great personages in England,
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between whom and personages equally

great in France politics makes a

oridge of connexion. Cesarini ap-

peared to them as an accomplished

young man, brother-in-law to a dis-

tinguished member of the French

Chamber. Maltravers, on the other

hand, introduced him to the literary

dilettanti, who admire all authors that

are not rivals. The singular costume

of Cesarini, which would have revolted

persons in an Englishman, enchanted

them in an Italian. He looked, they

said, like a poet. Ladies like to have

Terses written to them,—and Cesarini,

who talked very little, made up for it

by scribbling eternally. The young

man's head soon grew filled with

comparisons between himself in Lon-

don and Petrarch at Avignon. As he

had always thought that fame was in

the gift of lords and ladies, and had

no idea of the multitude, he fancied

himself already famous. And since

one of his strongest feelings was his

jealousy of Maltravers, he was de-

'ighted at being told he was a much
more interesting creature than that

haughty personage, who wore his

neckcloth like other people, and had

not even those indispensable attri-

outes of genius—black carls and a

sneer. Fine society, which, as Madame
de Stael well says, depraves the fri-

volous mind and braces the strong

one, completed the ruin of all that

was manly in Cesarini's intellect. Ho
soon learned to limit his desire of

effect or distinction to gilded saloons

;

and his vanity contented itself upon
the scraps and morsels from which

the lion heart of true ambition turns

in disdain. But this was not all.

Cesarini was envious of the greater

affluence of Maltravers. His own
fortune was in a small capital of eight

or nine thousand pounds; but, thrown

in the midst of the wealthiest society

in Europe, he could not bear to sacri-

fice a single claim upon its esteem.

He began to talk of the satiety of

wealth, and young ladies listened to

him with remarkable interest when
he did so—he obtained the reputation

of riches—he was too vain not to be

charmed with it. He endeavoured to

maintain the claim by adopting the

extravagant excesses of the day. He
bought horses—he gave away jewels

—he made love to a marchioness of

forty-two, who was very kind to him
and very fond of tcarli—he gambled
—he was in the high road to destruc-

tion.
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CHAPTEE L

*• L'adresse et l'artiflce ont passe dans mon coeur,

Qu'on a sous cet habit et d'esprit et de ruse." *

—

RbqnaKD.

It was a fine morning in July, when a

gentleman who had arrived in town

the night hefore— after an absence

from England of several years—walked

slowly and musingly up that superb

thoroughfare which connects the Re-

gents Park with St. James's.

He was a man who, with great

powers of mind, had wasted his youth

in a wandering vagabond kind of life,

but who had worn away the love of

pleasure, and begun to awaken to a

sense of ambition.
" It is astonishing how this city is

improved," said he to himself. " Every-

thing gets on in this world with a

little energy and bustle—and every-

body as well as everything. My old

cronies, fellows not half so clever as I

im, are all doing well. There 's Tom
Stevens, my very fag at Eton—snivel-

ling little dog he wa3 too !—just made
under -secretary of state. Pearson,

whose longs and shorts I always wrote,

is now head-master to the human longs

and shorts of a public school—editing

Greek plays, and booked for a bishopric.

* Subtilty and craft hnve taken pnssea-

sion of my heart, but under this habit one

exhibit* bi.th shrewdness and wit.

Collier, I see, by the papers, is leading

his circuit— and Ernest Maltravera

(but lie had some talent !) has made a

name in the world. Here am I, worth

them all put together, who have done
nothing but spend half my little for

tune in spite of all my economy
Egad, this must have an end. I must

look to the main chance ; and yet, just

when I want his help the most, my
worthy uncle thinks fit to marry

again. Humph— I'm too good for

this world."

While thus musing, the soliloquist

came in direct personal contact with

a tall gentleman, who carried his head

very high in the air, and did not ap-

pear to see that he had nearly thrown

our abstracted philosopher off his legs.

" Zounds, sii, what do you mean !

"

cried the latter.

" I beg your par " began the

other, meekly, when his arm was

seized, and the injured man exclaimed,
" Bless me, sir, is it indeed you whom
I see 1

"

"Ha!—Lumley?"
" The same ; and how fares it, my

dear uncle ] I did not know you were

in London. I only arrived last night

How well you are looking 1"
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" Why, yes, Heaven be praised, I

am pretty well."

" And happy in yonr new ties ? You
must present me to Mrs. Templeton."

" Ehem,"said Mr. Templeton, clear-

ing his throat, and with a slight but

embarrassed smile, " I never thought

I should marry again."

" L'homme propose et Dieu dispose"

observed Lumley Ferrers; for it was

he.

" Gently, my dear nepnew/ re-

plied Mr. Templeton, gravely ;
•' those

phrases are somewhat sacrilegious;

I am an old-fashioned person, yon

know."
" Ten thousand apologies."

* One apology will suffice ; these

hyperboles of phrase are almost sinful."

" Confounded old prig !
" thought

Ferrers ; but he bowed sanctimo-

niously.

" My dear uncle, I have been a wild

fellow in my day: but with years

comes reflection ; and, under your

guidance, if I may hope for it, I

trust to grow a wiser and a better

man."
" It is well, Lumley," returned the

ancle ;
" and I am very glad to see

you returned to your own country.

Will you dine with me tomorrow;

I am living near Fulham. You had

better bring your carpet-bag, and stay

with me some days ;
you will be

heartily welcome, especially if you can

shift without a foreign servant. I

have a great compassion for papists,

tut
'

" Oh, my dear uncle, do not fear

;

1 am not rich enough to have a foreign

servant, and have not travelled over

three quarters of the globe without

learning that it is possible to dispense

with a valet."

" As to being rich enough," ob-

served Mr. Templeton, with a calcu-

lating air, " seven hundred and ninety-

five pounds ten shillings a-year will

allow a man to keep two servants, if

ho pleases; but I am glad to find yon

economical, at all events. We meet
to-morrow, then, at six o'clock."

"Au revoir— I mean, God blesa

yon."
" Tiresome old gentleman that,"

muttered Ferrers, " and not so cordial

as formerly
;

perhaps his wife is

enceinte, and he i3 going to do me the

injustice of having another heir. I

must look to thi3 ; for without riches

1 had better go back and live au
cinquiime at Paris."

With this conclusion Lumley quick-

ened his pace, and soon arrived in Sea-

more Place. In a few moments more
he was in the library well stored with

books, and decorated with marble

busts and images from the studios of

Canova and Thorwaldsen.
" My master, sir, will be down im-

mediately," said the servant who ad-

mitted him ; and Ferrers threw him-

self on a sofa, and contemplated the

apartment with an air half-envious

and half cynical.

Presently the door opened, and "My
dear Ferrers

!

" " Well, mon cher, how
are you V were the salutations hastily

exchanged.

After the first sentences of inquiry,

gratulation, and welcome, had cleared

the way for more general conversation,
" Well, Maltravers," said Ferrers, " so

here we are together again, and after

a lapse of so many years! both older,

certainly ; and you, I suppose, wiser.

At all events, people think you so

;

and that 's all that 's important in the

question. Why, man, you are looking

as young as ever, only a little palei

and thinner : but look at me ; I am
not very much past thirty, and I am
almost an old man ; bald at the

temples, crows' feet, too, eh I Idleness

ages one damnably."
" Pooh, Lumley, I never s&t yon

look better. And are you really come
to settle in England ]

"

" Yes, if I can afford it. But at my
age, and after having seen so much,
the lift* of an idle, obscure oarcon.
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Joes not content ms. I feel that the

forld's opinion, which I used to de-

spise, is growing necessary to me. I

want to be something. What can I

oe 1 Don't look alarmed, I won't rival

you. I dare say literary reputation is

a fine thing, but I desire some dis-

tinction more substantial and worldly.

You know your own country
;
give me

a map of the roads to Power."
" To Power ! Oh, nothing but law,

politics, and riches."

" For law I am too old
;

politics,

perhaps, might suit me ; but riches,

my dear Ernest—ah, how I long for a

good account with my banker !

"

" Well, patience and hope. Are
you not a rich uncle's heir?

"

" I don't know," said Ferrers, very

dolorously ;
" the old gentleman has

married again, and may have a

family."

" Married !—to whom?"
" A widow, I hear ; I know nothing

more, except that she has a child

already. So you see she has got into

a cursed way of having children. And,
perhaps, by the time I 'm forty, I shall

see a whole covey of cherubs flying

away with the great Templeton pro-

perty !

"

" Ha, ha! your despair sharpens

your wit, Lumley ; but why not take

a leaf out of your uncle's book, and

marry yourself?

"

" So I will when I can find an
heiress. If that is what you meant to

say— -it is a more sensible suggestion

than any I could have supposed to

come from a man who writes books,

especially poetry ; and your advice is

not to be despised. For rich I will

be ; and as the fathers (I don't mean
of the Church, but in Horace) told the

rising generation the first thing is to

resolve to be rich, it is only the second
thing to consider how."

" Meanwhile, Ferrers, you will bt

my guest."

" I '11 dine with you to-day ; but to-

morrow I am off to Fulham, to be in-

troduced to my aunt. Can't you fancy

her?—grey gros de Naples gcwn
;
gold

chain with an eyeglass; rather fat;

two pugs and a parrot! 'Start not,

this is fancy's sketch
!

' I have not

yet seen the respectable relative with

my physical optics. What shall wa
have for dinner ? Let me choose, you
were always a bad caterer."

As Ferrers thus rattled on, Maltra

vers felt himself growing younger;
old times and old adventures crowded
fast upon him; and the two friends

spent a most agreeable day together.

It was only the next morning that

Maltravers, in thinking over the

various conversations that had passed

between them, was forced reluctantly

to acknowledge that the inert selfish-

ness of Lumley Ferrers seemed now
to have hardened into a resolute and

systematic want of principle, which

might, perhaps, make him a dangerou.

and designing man, ifurged by circum
stances into action.
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CHAPTER II.

'« Danph. Sir, I must speak to you. I have been long your despised kinsman.
"Morose. O, what thou wilt, nephew."

—

Epicene.

" Her silenow is dowry eno'—exceedingly soft spoken ; thrifty of her speech, that spends
but six words a-day."

—

Ibid.

The Cuach dropped Mr. Ferrers at the

gate of a villa about three miles from

town. The lodge-keeper charged him-

self with the carpet-bag, and Ferrers

strolled, with his hands behind him,

(it was his favourite mode of disposing

of them,) through the beautiful and
elaborate pleasure-grounds.

" A very nice, snug, little box,

(jointure-house, I suppose!) I would

not grudge that, I 'm sure, if I had but

the rest. But here, I suspect, comes
madam's first specimen of the art of

having a family." This last thought

was extracted from Mr. Ferrers's con-

templative brain by a lovely little

rirl, who came running up to him,

earless and spoilt as she was ; and,

after indulging a tolerable stare, ex-

claiuied,"Areyou come to see papa, sir 1

"

"Papa!— the deuce!" thought

Lumley ;
" and who is papa, my dear V

" Why, mamma's husband. He is

not my papa by rights."

" Certainly not, my love ; not by

rights—I comprehend."
" Eh !

"

" Yes, I am going to your papa by
wrongs—Mr. Templeton."

" Oh, this way, then."

" You are very fond of Mr. Tem-
pleton, my little angel."

" To be sure I am. You have not

seen the rocking-horse he is going to

give me."
" Not yet sweet child ! And how

is mamma '
'

" Oh, pjor, dear mamma," said the

child, with a sudden change of voice,

and tears in her eyes. " Ah, she is

not well
!

"

" In the family way, to a dead
certainty !

" muttered Ferrers, with a

groan ;
" but here is my uncle. Horrid

name ! Uncles were always wicked
fellows. Richard the Third, and the

man who did something or other to

the babes in the wood, were a joke to

my hard-hearted old relation, who has

robbed me with a widow ! The lust-

ful, liquorish old My dear sir, I 'm

so glad to see you
!

"

Mr. Templeton, who was a man very

cold in his manners, and always either

looked over people's heads or down
upon the ground, just touched his

nephew's outstretched hand, and tell-

ing him he was welcome, observed

that it was a very fine afternoon.

" Very, indeed : sweet place this
;

you see, by the way, that I have

already made acquaintance with my
fair cousin-in-law. She is very pretty."

" I really think she is," said Mr.

Templeton, with some warmth, and
gazing fondly at the child, who waa

now throwing buttercups up in the

air, and trying to catch them.—Mr.

Ferrers wished in his heart that they

had been brick-bats

!

'• Is she like her motne 1" asked

the nephew.
" Like wh.'m, r.r ("

" Her mother—Mrs. Templeton."
" No, not very ; there is an air,

perhaps, but the likeness is not re-

markably strong Would you n^t like

to go to your room before dinner
"
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" Thank you. Can I not first be

presented to Mrs. Tern
"

" Slie is at her devotions, Mr.

Lumley ," interrupted Mr. Teuipleton,

grimly.
" The she-hypocrite !

" thought Fer-

rers. " Oh, I am delighted that your

pious heart has found so congenial a

help mate!"
" It is a great blessing, and I am

gr iteful for it. This is the way to the

Louse."

Lumley, now formally installed

in a grave bed-room, with dimity cur-

tains, and dark-brown paper with light-

brown stars on it, threw himself into

a large chair, and yawned and stretched

with as much fervour as if he could

have yawned and stretched himself

into his uncle's property. He then

slowly exchanged his morning dress

for a quiet suit of black, and thanked

his stars that, amidst all his sins, he

had never been a dandy, and had

never rejoiced in a fine waistcoat—

a

criminal possession that he well knew
would have entirely hardened his

uncle's conscience against him. He
tarried in his room till the second

bell summoned him to descend ; and

then, entering the drawing-room,

which had a cold look even in July,

found his uncle standing by themantel-

piece, and a young, slight, handsome

woman, half-buried in a huge but not

comfortable faute u U.

" Your aunt, Mrs. Templeton

;

madam, my nephew, Mr. Lumley
Ferrers," said Templeton, with a wave

of the hand. "John,— dinner!"
" I hope I am not late !

"

" No," said Templeton, gently, for

ne had always liked his nephew, and
began now to thaw towards him a

little on seeing that Lumley put

a good face upon the new state of

affairs.

" No, my dear boy—no ; but I think

order and pune:uality cardinal virtues

in a well-regulated family."

" Dinner, sir," said the butler, open-

ing the folding-doors at the end of the

room.
•' Fermit me," said Lumley, offering

his arm to the aunt. " What a lovely

place this is!"

Mrs. Templeton said something in

reply, but what it was, Ferrers could

not discover, so low and choaked was

the voice.

"Shy," thought he: "odd for a

widow ! — but that 's the way those

husband-buriers take us in !

"

Plain as was the general furniture

of the apartment, the natural ostenta-

tion of Mr. Templeton broke out in

the massive value of the plate, and the

number of the attendants. He was a

rich man, and he was proud of his

rLhes he knew it was respectable to

be rich, and he thought it was

moral to be respectable. As for

the dinner, Lumley knew enough of

his uncle's tastes to be prepared

for viands and wines that even he

(fastidious gourmand as he was) did

not despise.

Between the intervals of eating,

Mr. Ferrers endeavoured to draw his

aunt into conversation, but he found

all his ingenuity fail him. There was,

in the features of Mrs. Templeton, an

expression of deep but calm melan-

choly, that would have saddened

most persons to look upon espe-

cially in one so young and lovely.

It was evidently something beyond

shyness or reserve that made her so

silent and subdued, and even in her

silence there was so much natural

sweetness, that Ferrers could nol

ascribe her manner to haughtiness, of

the desire to repel. He was rather

puzzled ;
" for though," thought he,

sensibly enough, " my uncle is not a

youth, he is a very rich fellow ; and

how any widow, who is married again

to a rich old fellow, can be melancholy,

passes my understanding
!

"

Templeton, as if to draw atten-

tion from his wife- taciturnity, talked

a ore than usual. He entered lar'rel 1

V 1
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into politics, and regretted that in

times so critical he was not in parlia-

ment
" Did I possess your youth and your

health, Lumley, I would not neglect

my country—Papery is abroad."

" I myself should like very much to

be in parliament," said Lumley, boldly.

" I dare say you vnnU" returned

the uncle, drily. " Parliament is very

expensive—only fit for those who have

a large stake in the country. Cham-
pagne to Mr. Ferrers."

Lumley bit his lip, and spoke little

during the rest of the dinner. Mr.

Templeton, however, waxed gracious,

by the time the dessert was on the

table ; and began cutting up a pine-

apple, with many assurances to Lit en lev

that gardens were nothing without

pineries. " Whenever you settle in

the country, nephew, be sure you have

a pinery."
" Oh, yes," said Lumley, almost bit-

terly, " and a pack of hounds, and a

French cook ; they will all suit my
fortune very well."

" You are more thoughtful on pecu-

niary matters than you used to be,"

said the uncle.

" Sir," replied Ferrers, solemnly,
" in a very short time I shall be what

is called a middle-aged man."
" Humph !

" said the host.

There was another silence. Lumley
was a man, as we have said, or implied

before, of great knowledge of human
nature, at least the ordinary sort of it,

and he now revolved in his mind the

various courses it might be wise to

pursue towards his rich relation. He
saw that, in delicate fencing, his uncle

had over him the same advantage that

a tall man has over a short one with

the physical sword-play ;—by holding

his weapon in a proper position, he

kept the other at arm's length. There

was a grand reserve and dignity about

the man who had something to give

away, of which Ferrers, however ac-

tively he might shift hia ground and

flourish his rapie*, could not break
the defence. He determined, there-

fore, upon a new game, for which
his frankness of manner admirably
adapted him. Just as he formed this

resolution, Mrs. Templeton rose, and
with a gentle bow, and soft, though
languid smile, glided from the room.

The two s-entlemen resettled them-

selves, and Templeton pushed the

bottle to Ferrers.

Help yourself, Lumley
;
your tra-

vels seem to have deprived you of

your high spirits—you are pensive."
" Sir," said Ferrers, abruptly, " 1

wish to consult you."
" Oh, young man ! you have been

guilty of some excess— you have

gambled—you have
"

" I have done nothing, sir, that

should make me less worthy your

esteem. I repeat, I wish to consult

you ; I have outlived the hot days of

my youth—I am now alive to the

claims of the world. I have talents,

I believe ; and I have application, 1

know. I wish to fill a position in the

world that may redeem my past, indo-

lence, and do credit to my family.

Sir, I set your example before me,

and I now ask your counsel, with the

determination to follow it."

Templeton was startled ; he half

shaded his face with his hand, and
gazed searchingly upon the high fore-

head and bold eyes of bis nephew
" I believe you are sincere," said

after a pause.
" You may well believe so, sir.'

" Well, I will think of this. I

an honourable ambition— not

extravagant a one,

—

thai is sin

but a respectable station in the wo
is a proper object of desire, and weal

is a blessing ; because," added the

rich man, taking another slice of the

pine-apple,—" it enables us tv» be of

use to our fellow-creatures !

"

" Sir, then," said Ferrers, with

daring animation—" then I avow that

my ambition is precisely of the kind
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you speak of. I am obscure, I desire

to be reputably known : my fortune

is mediocre, I desire it to be great.

I ask you for nothing—I know your

generous heart ; but I wish independ-

ently to work out my own career !

"

" Lumley," said Templeton, " I

never esteemed you so much as I do

now. Listen to me— I will confide

in you : I think the government are

under obligations to me."
" I know it," exclaimed Ferrers,

whose eyes sparkled at the thought of

a sinecure—for sinecures then existed !

" And," pursued the uncle, " I in-

tend to ask them a favour in return."

" Oh, sir !

"

"Yes; I think—mark me—with

management and address, I may "

" Well, my dear sir
!

"

" Obtain a barony for myself and

heirs ; I trust I shall soon have a

family !

"

Had somebody given Lumley Fer-

rers a hearty cuff on the ear, he

would have thought less of it than of

this wind-up of his uncle's ambitious

projects. His jaws fell, his eyes grew

%a. inch larger, and he remained per-

fectly speechless.

" Ay," pursued Mr. Templeton, " I

have long dreamed of this; my cha-

racter is spotless, my fortune great.

I have ever exerted my parliamentary

influence in favour of ministers ; and,

in this commercial country, no man
has higher claims than Richard Tem-
pleton to the honours of a virtuous,

loyal, and religious state. Yes, my
boy, I like your ambition—you see I

have some of it myself; and since you

are sincere in your wish to tread in

my footsteps, I think I can obtain

you a junior partnership in a highly

respectable establishment. Let me
see

;
your capital now is

"

" Pardon me, sir," interrupted

Lumley, colouring with indignation

despite himself; " I honour commerce
much, but my paternal relations are

not such as would allow me to enter

into trade. And, permit me to add,"

continued he, seizing with instant

adroitness the new weakness pre-

sented to him—"permit me to add,

that those relations who have been
ever kind to me, would, properly

managed, be highly efficient in pro-

moting your own views of advance-

ment ; for your sake I would not

break with them. Lord Saxingham
is still a minister—nay, he is in the

cabinet."

" Hem—Lumley—hem !

" said Ten*
pleton, thoughtfully ;

" we will con-

sider—we will consider. Any more
wine 1

"

" No, I thank j
tou, sir."

"Then I'll just take my evening

stroll, and think over matters. You
can rejoin Mrs. Templeton. And I

say, Lumley,—I read prayers at nine

o'clock.— Never forget your Maker,
and He will not forget, you. The
barony will be an excellent thing

—

eh?—an English peerage—yes—an
English peerage ! very different from
your beggarly countships abroad !

"

So saying, Mr. Templeton rang for

his hat and cane, and stepped into the

lawn from the window of the dining-

room.
" ' The world's mine oyster, which

I with sword will open,' " muttered
Ferrers ;

" I would mould this selfish

old man to my purpose ; for, since J

have neither genius to write, nor elo-

quence to declaim, I will at least see

whether I have not cunning to plot,

and courage to act. Conduct—con-

duct—conduct—there lies my talent

;

and what is conduct but a steady walk

from a design to its execution !

"

With these thoughts Ferrers sought

Mrs. Templeton. He opened the

folding-doors very gently, for all his

habitual movements were quick and
noiseless, and perceived that Mrs.

Templeton sate by the window, and
that she seemed engrossed with a

book which lay open on a little work-

table before her.
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" Fordyce's Advice to Young Mar-

ried Women, I suppose. Sly jade

!

However, I must not have her against

me."

He approached ; still Mrs. Temple-

ton did not note him ; nor was it till

he stood facing her that he himself

observed that her tears were falling

fast over the page.

He was a little embarrassed, and,

turning towards the window, affected

to cough, and then said, without look-

ing at Mrs. Templeton, " I fear I have

disturbed you."
" No," answered the same low,

stifled voice that had before replied

to Lumley's vain attempts to provoke

eonversation ;
" it was a melancholy

employment, and perhaps it is not

right to indulge in it."

"May I inquire what author so

affected you ?

"

" It is but a volume of poems, and

I am no judge of poetry; but it con-

tains thoughts which—which "

Mrs. Templeton paused abruptly, and

Lumley quietly took up the book.
" Ah !

" said he, turning to the

title-page—" my friend ought to be

much flattered."

" Your friend ?

"

" Yes; this, I see, is by Ernest Mal-

travers, a very intimate ally of mine."
" I should like to see him," cried

Mrs. Templeton, almost with anima-

tion
—" I read but little ; it was by

chance that I met with one of his

books, and they are as if I heard a

dear friend speaking to me. Ah ! I

should like to see him !

"

" I 'm sure, madam," said the voice

of a third person, in an austere and

rebuking accent, " 1 do not see what

good it would do your immortal soul to

see a man who writes idle verses, which

appear to me, indeed, highly immoral.

1 just looked into that volume this

morning, and found nothing but trash

- -love-sonnets and such stuff."

Mrs. Templeton made no reply, and

Lumley, in order to cnange the con-

versation which seemed a little too

matrimonial for his taste, said, rather

awkwardly, "You aie returned very

soon, sir."

" Yes, I don't like walking in the

rain
!

"

" Bless me, it rains, so it does—

I

had not observed
"

"Are you wet, sir? had y
rou not

better " began the wife timidly.

" No, ma'am, I 'm not wet, I thank

y
rou. By the by, nephew, this new
author is a friend of yours. 1 wonder

a man of his family should condescend

to turn author. He can come to no

good. I hope you will drop his ac-

quaintance—authors are very unpro-

fitable associates, I'm sure. I trust,

I shall see no more of Mr. Maltravers'

books in my house."
" Nevertheless, he is well thought

of, sir, and makes no mean figure in

the world," said Lumley, stoutly ; for

he was by no means disposed to give

up a friend who might be as useful to

him as Mr. Templeton himself.

" Figure, or no figure— I have not

had many dealings with authors in

my day; and when I had, I always

repented it. Not sound, sir, not

sound—all cracked somewhere. Mrs.

Templeton, have the kindness to get

the Prayer-book—my hassock must be

fresh stuffed, it gives me quite a pain

in my knee. Lumley, will you ring the

bell ] Your aunt is very melancholy

True religion is not gloomy ; we wili

read a sermon on Cheerfulness."

" So, so," said Mr. Ferrers to him-

self, as he undressed that night—" I

see that my uncle is a little displeased

with my aunt's pensive face—a little

jealous of her thinking of anything

but himself: tant micux. I must
work upon this discovery ; it will not

do for them to live too happily with

each other. And what with that lever,

and what with his ambitious projects,

I think I sec a way to push the good

things of this world a few inches nearer

to Lumlev Ferrers."
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CHAPTER IIL

" The pride too of her step, as light

Along the unconscious earth she went,

Seemed that of one. born with a right

To walk some heavenlier element."

—

Loves of tht Angtlt-

* * * Can it be

That these fine impulses, these lofty thoughts

Burning with their own beauty, are but given

To make me the low slave of vanity ?
"

—

Erinncu

* * » " Is she not too fair

Even to think of maiden's sweetest care ?

The mouth and brow are contrasts."

—

Ibid.

It was two or three evenings after the

date of the last chapter, and there was

what the newspapers call 'a select

party ' in one of the noblest mansions

in London. A young lady, on whom
all eyes were bent, and whose beauty

might have served the painter for a

model of a Semiramis or Zenobia,

more majestic than became her years,

and so classically faultless as to have

something cold and statue-like in its

haughty lineaments, was moving
through the crowd that murmured
applauses as she past. This lady was

Florence Lasceles, the daughter of

Lumlay's great 'relation, the Earl of

Saxingham. and supposed to be the

richest heiress in England. Lord

Saxiugham himself drew aside bis

daughter as she swept along.

" Florence," said he, in a whisper,

" the Duke of * * * * is greatly

Btruck with you—be civil to him

—

I am about to present him."

So saying, the Earl turned to a

small, dark, stifflooking man, of

about twenty-eight years of age, at

his left, and introduced the Duke of

* * * * to Lady Florence Lascelles.

The duke was unmarried ; it was an

introduction between the greatest

match and the wealthiest heiress in

the peerage.

" Lady Florence," said Lord Saxing-

ham, "is as fond of horses as yourself.

Duke, though not quite so good a

judge."
" 1 confess I do like horses," said

the Duke, with an ingenuous air.

Lord Saxingham moved away.

Lady Florence stood mute— one
glance of bright contempt shot from
her large eyes; her lip slightly curled,

and she then half turned asid

seemed to forget that her new ac-

quaintance was in existence.

His grace, like most great person-

ages, was not apt to take offence; nor

could he, indeed, ever suppose that

any slight towards the Duke of * * * *

could be intended ; still he thought
it would be proper in Lady Florence

to begin the conversation ; for he
himself, though not shy, was habitu-

al v silent, and accustomed to be

saved the fatigue of defraying the

small charges of society. After a

pause, seeing, however, that Lady Flo-

rence remained speechless, he began :

" You ride sometimes in the Park,

Lady Florence?

"

" Veiy seldom."
" It is, indeed, too warm for riding

at present."

" I did not say so."

" Hem— I thought you did."
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Another pause.

" Did you speak, Lady Florence ?

"

" No."
" Oh ! I beg pardon—Lord Saxing-

ham is looking very well."

" I am glad you think so."

" Your picture in the exhibition

scarcely does you justice, Lady Flo-

rence; yet Lawrence is usually happy."
" You are very flattering," said Lady

Florence, with a lively and perceptible

impatience in her tone and manner.

The young beauty was thoroughly

Bpoilt—and now all the scorn of a

scornful nature was drawn forth, by
observing the envious eyes of the

trowd were bent upon one whom the

Duke of * * * * was actually talking

to. Brilliant as were her own powers

of conversation, she would not deign

to exert them—she was an aristocrat

of intellect rather than birth, and she

took it into her head that the Duke
was an idiot. She was very much
mistaken. If she had but broken up

the ice, she would have found that the
j

water below was not shallow. The

Duke, in fact, like many other English-

j

men, though he did not like the

trouble of showing forth, and had an
|

ungainly manner, was a man who had

read a good deal, possessed a sound
J

head and an honourable mind, though

he did not know what it was to love
j

anybody, to care much for anything,

and was at once perfectly sated and

yet perfectly contented ; for apathy

is the combination of satiety and
j

content.

Still Florence judged of him as

lively persons are apt to judge of the

sedate : besides, she wanted to pro-
j

claim to him and to everybody else,
j

how little she cared for dukes and

great matches ; she, therefore, with a
j

slight inclination of her head, turned I

away, and extended her hand to a
j

dark young man, who was gazing on

her with that respectful but unmistak-

able admiration which proud women
are never proud enough to despise.

" Ah, signor," said she, in Italian,

" I am so glad to see you ; it is a

relief, indeed, to find genius in a crowd
of nothings."

So saying, the heiress seated herseL'

on one of those convenient couches

which hold but two, and beckoned
the Italian to her side. Oh, how the

vain heart of Castruccio Cesarini beat

!

—what visions of love, rank, wealth,

already flitted before him!
" I almost fancy," said Castruccio,

" that the old days of romance are

returned, when a queen could turn

from princes and warriors i<. listen to

a troubadour."
" Troubadours are no"1 more rare

than warriors and princes," replied

Florence, with gay animation, which

contrasted strongly with the coldnesa

she had manifested to the Duke of

* * * *, "and therefore it would not

now be a very great merit in a queen

to fly from dulness and insipidity to

poetry and wit."

" Ah, say not wit," said Cesarini

;

" wit is incompatible with the grave

character of deep feelings ;—incompa-

tible with enthusiasm, with worship;

—incompatible with the thoughts that

wait upon Lady Florence Lascelies."

Florence coloured and slightly

frowned ; but the immense distinc-

tion between her position and that of

the young foreigner, with her own
inexperience, both of real life and the

presumption of vain hearts, made her

presently forget the flattery that

would have offended her in another.

She turned the conversation, however,

into general channels, and she talked

o p Italian poetry with a warmth and
eloquence worthy of the them3. While

they thus conversed, a new guo-t had

arrived, who, from the spot where he

stood, engaged with Lord Saxingham,

fixed a steady and scrutinizing gaze

upon the pair.

" Lady Florence has indeed im-

proved," said this new guest " I

could not have conceived that Eny
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land boasted any one half so beau-

tiful."

" She certainly is handsome, my
dear Lumley,—the Lascelles cast of

countenance," replied Lord Saxing-

ham,—" and so gifted ! She is posi-

tively learned—quite a bos bleu. I

tremble to think of the crowd of

poets and painters who will make a

fortune out of her enthusiasm. Entre

nous, Lumley, I could wish her

married to a man of sober sense, like

the Duke of * * * * ; for sober sense

is exactly what she wants. Do ob-

serve, she has been just half an hour

flirting with that odd-looking adven-

turer, a Signor Cesarini, merely be-

cause he writes sonnets and wears a

dress like a stage-player !

"

** It is the weakness of the sex, my
dear lord," said Lumley ;

" they like

to patronise, and they dote upon all

oddities, from China monsters to

cracked poets. But I fancy, by a

restless glance cast every now and

then around the room, that my beau-

tiful cousin has in her something of

the coquette."

"There you are quite right, Lum-
ley," returned Lord Saxingham, laugh-

ing ;
" but I will not quarrel with her

for breaking hearts and refusing

hands, if she do but grow steady at

last, and settle into the Duchess
*«•'
" Duchess of * * * *

!
" repeated

Lumley, absently ;
" well, I will go

and present myself. I see she is

growing tired of the signor. I will

sound her as to the ducal impressions,

my dear lord."

" Do, / dare not," replied the

fathei , "she is an excellent girl, but

heiresses are always contradictory.

It was very foolish to deprive me of

all control over her fortune. Come
and see me again soon, Lumley. I

suppose you are going abroad ]
"

"No, I shall settle in England;
but of my prospects and plaus more
hereafter

"

With this, Lumley quietly glided

away to Florence. There was some-

thing in Ferrers that was remarkable

from its very simplicity. His clear,

sharp features, with the short haii

and high brow—the absolute plain-

ness of his dress, and the noiseless,

easy, self- collected calm of all his

motions, made a strong contrast to

the showy Italian, by whose side he

now stood. Florence looked up at

him with some little surprise at his

intrusion.

" Ah, you don't recollect me !

"

said Lumley, with his pleasant laugh.
" Faithless Imogen, after all your

vows of constancy ! Behold your

Alonzo

!

' The worms they crept in and the worms
they crept out.'

Don't you remember how you trem-

bled when I told you that true story

as we

' Conversed as we sate on the green ? "

" Oh ! " cried Florence, " it is in

deed you, my dear cousin—my dear

Lumley ! What an age since we
parted !

"

" Don't talk of age— it is an ugly

word to a man of myT years. Pardon,

signor, if I disturb you."

And here Lumley, with a low bow,

slid coolly into the place which

Cesarini, who had shyly risen, left

vacant for him. Castruccio looked

disconcerted ; but Florence had for-

gotten him in her delight at seeing

Lumley, and Cesarini moved discon-

tentedly away, and seated himself at

a distance.

" And I come back," continued

Lumley, " to find you ^ confirmed

beauty and a professional coquette.

—

Don't blush

!

"

" Do they, indeed, call mo a c<*

quette )"

" Oh, yes,—[for once the'Vorld ia

just."

" Perhaps I do deserve the reproach.
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Oh, Lumley, how I despise all that I

see and hear !

"

" What ! even the Duke of * * * *?"

" Yes, 1 fear even the Duke of
* * * * is no exception !

"

" Your father will go mad if he

near you."
" M v father!—my poor father!

—

yes, he thinks the utmost that I,

Florence Laseelles, am mace for, is to

wear a ducal coronet and give the

best halls in London."
" And pray what was Florence

Laseelles made for.'"

" Ah ! I cannot answer the ques-

tion. I fear for Discontent and Dis-

dain."

" You are an enigma—but I will

take pains, and not rest till 1 solve

you."
" I defy you."

" Thanks— better defy than de-

spise."

" Oh, you must be strangely altered,

if I can despise you."
" Indeed ! what do you remember

of me!"
" That you were frank, bold, and

therefore, I suppose, true !—that you

shocked my aunts and my father by

your contempt for the vulgar hypo-

crisies of our conventional life. Oh,

no ! I cannot despise you."

Lumley raised his eyes to those of

Florence—he gazed on her long and

earnestly—ambitious hopes rose high

within him.
" My fair cousin," said he, in an

altered and serious tone, " I see some-

thing in your spirit kindred to mine;

and I am glad that yours is one of

the earliest voices which confirm my
new resolves on my return to busy

England !

"

" And those resolves 1

"

" Are an Englishman's—energetic

and ambitious."
" Alas, ambition ! How many

false portraits arc there of the great

original !

"

Lumley thought he had found a

!

clue to the heart of his cousin, and
he began to expatiate, with unusual

eloquence, on the nobleness of that

daring sin which " lostangels heaven."

Florence listened to him with atteu

tion, but not with sympathy. Lumley
was deceived. His was not an am hi

tion that could attract the fastidious

but high soulcd Idealist. The selfish

ness of his nature broke out in ail

the sentiments that he fancied would

seem to her most elevated. Place

—

power—titles—all these objects were

low and vulgar to one who saw them
daily at her feet.

At a distance, the Duke of * * * *

continued from time to time to direct

his cold gaze at Florence. He did

not like her the less for not seeming
to court him. He had something
generous within him, and could under-

stand her. He went away at last,

and thought seriously of Florence as

a wife. Not a wife for companion-

ship, for friendship, for love ; but a

wife who could take the trouble of

rank off his hands—do him honour,

and raise him an heir, whom he might
natter himself would be his own.

From his corner also, with dreams
yet more vain and daring, Castruccio

Cesarini cast his eyes upon the queen-

like brow of the great heiress. Oh,

yes, she had a soul— she could dis-

dain rank and revere genius ! What
a triumph over De Montaigne—Mal-

travers— ail the world, if he, the

neglected poet, could win the hand
for which the magnates of the earth

sighed in vain ! Pure and lofty as he

thought himself, it was her birth and
her wealth which Cesarini adored in

Florence. And Lumley, nearer per-

haps to the prize than either— yet
still far off—went on converging, with

eloquent lips and sparkling eyes,

while his cold heart was planning

every word, dictating every glance,

and laying out (for the most worldly

are often the most visionary) the

chart for a royal road to fortune.
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And Florence Lascelles, when the

crowd had dispersed and she sought

ber chamber, forgot all three ; and
with that morbid romance often pe-

culiar to those for whom Fate smiles

the most, mused over the ideal image

of the one she could love— " in

maiden meditation not fancy-free !

"

CHAPTER IT.

* In mea vesanas habui dispendia vires,

Et valui poenas fortis in ipse meas." *

—

Ovro.

" Then might my breast be read within,

A thousand volumes would be written there."

—

Earl of Stirliwb.

Ernest Maltravers was at the height

of his reputation ; the work which he

had deemed the crisis that was to

make or mar him was the most bril-

liantly successful of all he had yet

committed to the public. Certainly,

chance did as much for it as merit, as

is usually the case with works that

become instantaneously popular. We
may hammer away at the casket with

strong arm and good purpose, and all

in vain ;—when some morning a care-

less stroke hits the right nail on the

head, and we secure the treasure.

It was at this time, when in the

prime of youth— rich, courted, re-

spected, run after— that Ernest Mal-

travers fell seriously ill. It was no

active or visible disease, but a general

irritability of the nerves, and a lan-

guid sinking of the whole frame. His

labours began, perhaps, to teil against

him. In earlier life he had been as

active as a hunter of the chamois, and

the hardy exercise of his frame coun-

teracted the effects of a restless and

ardent mind. The change from an

athletic to a sedentary habit of life

—

the wear and tear of the brain— the

absorbing passion for knowledge which

day and night kept all his faculties

in a stretch, made strange havoc in a

* I had the strength of a madman tn my
own cost, and employed that strength in my
own punishment.

constitution naturally strong. The
poor author ! how few persons under-
siand, and forbear with, and pity him

!

He sells his health and youth to a

rugged taskmaster. And, blind

and selfish world, you expect him to

be as free of manner, and as pleasant

of cheer, and as equal of mood, as if

he were passing the most agreeable

and healthful exir-tence that pleasure

could afford to smooth the wrinkles

of the mind, or medicine invent to

regulate the nerves of the body ! But
there was, besides all this, another
cause that operated against the suc-

cessful man !—His heart was too soli-

tary. He lived without the sweet

household ties— the connexions and
amities he formed excited for a mo-

ent, but possessed no charm to com-
fort or to soothe. Cleveland resided

so much in the country, and was of so

much calmer a temperament, and >n

much more advanced in age. that

with all the friendship that subsisted

between them, there was none of that

daily and familiar interchange of con-

fidence which affecionate natures

demand as the very food of life. Of

his brother (as the reader will con-

jecture from never having been for-

mally presented to him) Erne>t saw
but little. Colonel Maltravers, one

of the gayest and handsomest men of

his time, married to a fine lady,

lived principally at Paris, exec; t
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when, for a few weeks in the shooting

Reason, he filled his country house :

with companions *bo had nothing in i

common with Ernest : the brothers

corresponded regularly every quarter,

and saw each other once a year—this

was all their intercourse. Ernest

Maltravers stood in the world alone,

with that cold but anxious spectre

—

Reputation.

It was late at night. Before a

table covered with the monuments of

erudition and thought sate a young

man with a pale and worn coun-

tenance. Tlie clock in the room told

with a fretting distinctness every

moment that lessened the journey to

Mie grave. There was an anxious and

expectant expression on the face of

the student, and from time to time

he glanced to the clock, and muttered

to himself. Was it a letter from

some adored mistress—the soothing

flattery from some mighty arbiter of

arts and letters—that the young man
f*ger\y awaited ? No ; the aspirer

was /orgotten in the valetudinarian.

Ernest /laltravers was waiting the

visit of his physician, whom at that

late hour a sudden thought had in-

duced him to summon from his rest.

At length the well-known knock was

heard, and in a few moments the phy-

sician entered. He was one well versed

in the peculiar pathology of book

men, and kindly as well as skilful.

" My dear Mr. Maltravers, what is

this? How are we?—not seriously

ill, I hope—no relapse—pulse low and

irregular, I see, but no fever. You
are nervous."

"Doctor," said the student, " I did

not send for you at this time of night

from the idle fear or fretful caprice of

an invalid. But when I saw you this

morning, you dropped some hints

which have haunted me ever since.

Much that it befits the conscience

and the soul to attend to without loss

of time, depends upon my full kuow-

'edge of my real state. If I under-

stand you rightly, I may have but a

short time to live—is it so ?

"

" Indeed !
" said the doctor, turn-

ing away his face ; " you have exag-

gerated my meaning. I did not say

that you were in what we technically

call danger."

"Am I then likely to be a Cong-

lived man ?

"

The doctor coughed. — " That is

uncertain, my dear young friend,"

said he, after a pause.
" Be plain with me. The plans of

life must be based upon such calcula-

tions as we can reasonably form of its

probable duration. Do not fancy

that I am weak enough or coward

enough to shrink from any abyss

which I have approached uncon-

sciously ; I desire— I adjure—nay, 1

command you to be explicit."

There was an earnest and solemn

dignity in his patient's voice and

manner which deeply touched and

impressed the good physician.

" I will answer you frankly," said

he; "you over-work the nerves and

the brain ; if you do not relax, you

will subject yourself to confirmed

disease and premature death. For

several months—perhaps for years to

come—you should wholly cease from

literary labour. Is this a hard sen-

tence? You are rich and young

—

enjoy yourself while you can."

Maltravers appeared satisfied—
changed the conversation— talked

easily on other matters for a few

minutes : nor was it till he had dis-

missed his physician that he broke

forth with the thoughts that were

burning in him.
" Oh !

" cried he aloud, as he rose

and paced the room with rapid strides;

" now, when I see before me the

|

broad and luminous path, am I to be

j

condemned to halt and turn aside ?

!
A vast empire rises on my view,

greater than that of Caesars and con-

|

quorora—an empire durable and uni-

!
versal in the souls of men, that time
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itself cannOv overthrow ; and Death

marches with me, side by side, and

the skeleton hand waves me back to

the nothingness of common men."

He paused at the casement—he
threw it open, and leant forth and

gasped for air. Heaven was serene

and still, as morning came coldly

fcrth amongst the waning stars ;—and

the haunts of men. in their thorough-

fare of idleness and of pleasure, were

desolate and void. Nothing, save

Nature, was awake.

"And if, stars !" murmured Mal-

travers, from the depth of his excited

heart, "if I had been insensible to

your solemn beauty—if the Heaven
and the Earth had been to me but as

air and clay—if I were one of a dull

and dim-eyed herd—I might live on,

aud drop into the grave from the

ripeness of unprofitable years. It is

because I yearn for the great objects

of an immortal being, that life shrinks

and shrivels up like a scroll. Away !

I will not listen to these human and

material monitors, and consider life

as a thing greater than the things

that I would live for. My choice is

made, glory is more persuasive than

the grave."

He turned impatiently from the

casement—his eyes flashed—his chest

heaved—he trod the chamber with a

monarch's air. All the calculations

of prudence, all the tame and method-

ical reasonings with which, from time

to time, he had sought to sober down
the impetuous man into the calm

machine, faded away before the burst

of awful and commanding passions

that swept over his soul. Tell a man,
in the full tide of his triumphs, that

he bears death within him ; and what

crisis of thought can be more startling

and more terrible

!

Maltravers had, as we have seen,

cared little for fame, till fame had
been brought within his reach; then,

with every step he took, new Alps
had arisen. Each new conjecture

brought to light a new truth that

demanded enforcement or defence

Rivalry and competition chafed his

blood, and kept his faculties at their

full speed. He had the generous

race-horse spirit of emulation.—Ever

in action, ever in progress, cheered

on by the sarcasms of foes, even more

than by the applause of friends, the

desire of glory had become the habit

of existence. When we have com-

menced a career, what stop is there

till the grave ?—where is the definite

barrier of that ambition which, like

the eastern bird, seems ever on the

wing, and never rests upon the earth S

Our names are not settled till our

death ; the ghosts of what we have

done are made our haunting monitors

—our scourging avengers— if ever we
cease to do, or fall short of the

younger past. Repose is oblivion

to pause is to unravel all the we.,

that we have woven—until the tomb
closes over us, and men, just when it

is too late, strike the fair balance be-

tween ourselves and our rivals; and
we are measured, not by the least, but

by the greatest, triumphs we have

achieved. Oh, what a crushing sense

of impotence comes over us, when we
feel that our frame cannoC support

our mind— when the hand can no

longer execute what the soul, actively

as ever, conceives and desires !—the

quick life tied to the dead form—the

ideas fresh as immortality, gushing

forth rich and golden, and the broken

nerves, and the aching frame, and the

weary eyes!— the spirit athirst for

liberty and heaven—and the damning,

choking consciousness, that we are

walled up and prisoned in a dungeon
that must be our burial-place ! Talk

not of freedom— there is no such

thing as freedom to a man whose

body is the gaol, whose infirmities are

the racks, of his genius

!

Maltravers paused at last, and
threw himself on his sofa, wearied and
exhausted. Involuntarily, and as a
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half-unconscious means of escaping

from his conflicting and profitless

emotions, he turned to several letters,

which had for hours lain unopened
on his tahle. Every one the seal of

which he broke, seemed to mock his

state—every one seemed to attest the

felicity of his fortunes. Some bespoke

the admiring sympathy of the highest

and the wisest— one offered him a

brilliant opening into public life

—

another (it was from Cleveland) was
fraught with all the proud and raptu-

rous approbation of a prophet whose

auguries are at last fulfilled At that

letter Maltravcrs sighed deeply, and
paused before he turned to the others.

The last he opened was in an unknown
hand, nor was any name affixed to it.

Like all writers of some note, Mai

travers was in the habit of receiving

anonymous letters of praise, censure,

warning, and exhortation—especially

from young ladies at boarding-schools,

and old ladies in the count ry; bu'

there was that in the first seutences

of the letter, which he now opened

witli a careless hand, that riveted his

attention. It was a small and beauti-

ful hand-writing, yet the letters were

more clear and bold than they usually

are in feminine caligraphy.
" Ernest Maltravers," began this

singular effusion, " have you weighed

yourself? — Are you aware of your

capacities ?—Do you feel that for you

there may be a more dazzling reputa-

tion than that which appears to con-

tent you 1 You, who seem to penetrate

into the subtlest windings of the

human heart, and tj have examined
nature as through a glass—you, whose

thoughts stand forth like armies

marshalled in defence of Truth, bold

and dauntless, and without a stain

upon their glittering armour ;—are

you, at your a<re, and with your

advantages, to bury yourself amidst

books and scrolls < Do you forget

•hat action is the grand career for

men who think as you do? Will

this word-weighingand picture-writing

—the cold eulogies of pedants—the

listless praises of literary idlers, con-

tent all the yearnings of your ambi-

tion ? You were not made solely for

the closet; 'The Dreams of Pindus,

and the Aonian Maids,' cannot endure

through the noon of manhood. You
are too practical for the mere poet,

and too poetical to sink into the dull

tenour of a learned life. I have never

Been you, yet I know you—I read

your spirit in your page; that aspira-

tion for something better and greater

than the Great and the Good, which

colours all your passionate revelations

of yourself and others— cannot be

satisfied merely by ideal images. You
cannot be contented, as poet* and
historians mostly are, by becoming
great only from delineating great

men, or imagining great events, or

inscribing a great era. Is it not

worthier of you to be what you fancy

or relate ? A wake, Mai travers. awake .'

Look into your heart, and feel your

proper destinies. And who am I that

thus address you !—a woman whose

soul is filled with you !—a woman in

whom your eloquence has awakened,

amidst frivolous and vain circles, the

sense of a new existence—a woman
who would make you, yourself, the

embodied ideal of your own thoughts

and dreams, and who would ask from

earth no other lot than that of following

you on the road of fame with the eyes

of her heart. Mistake me not; I

repeat that 1 have never seen you, nor

do I wish it
;
you might be other

than I imagine, and I should lose an

idol, and be left without a worship.

I am a kind of visionary Rosicrucian:

it is a spirit that I adore, and not a

being like myself You imagine,

perhaps, that I have some purpose to

serve in this— I have no object in

administering to your vanity ; and it

I judge you rightly, this letter is one

that might make you vain without a

blush. Oh. the admiration that doe*



ERNEST MALTRAYERS. I"5

dot spring from holy and profound

sources of emotion—how it saddens

us or disgusts ! I have had my share

of vulgar homage, and it only makes
me feel doubly alone. I am richer

than you are— I have youth— I have

what they call beauty. And neither

riches, youth, nor beauty, ever gave

me the silent and deep happiness I

experience when I think of you. This

is a worship that might, I repeat, well

make even you vain. Think of these

words, I implore you. Be worthy,

not of my thoughts, but of the shape

in which they represent you , and

every ray of glory that surrounds

you will brighten my own way, and

inspire me with a kindred emulation.

Farewell.—I may write to you again,

but you will never discover me; and

in life I pray that we may never

meet
!

"

CHAPTER V.

1 Our list of nobles next let Amri grace."

Absalom ar.d AchitopheU

1 Sine me vacivum tempus ne quod dem mini
Laboris." *

—

Tkb.

" I can't think," said one of a group

of young men, loitering by the steps

of a club-house in St. James's Street—" I can't think what has chanced to

Mai travers. Do you observe (as he

walks—there—the other side of the

way) how much he is altered ? He
3toops like an old man, and hardly

ever lifts his eyes from the ground.

He certainly seems sick and sad !

"

" Writing books, I suppose."
" Or privately married."

"Or growing too rich—rich men
are always unhappy beings."

" Ha, Ferrers, how are you ]

"

"So—so! What's the news?" re-

plied Luniley.
" Rattler pays forfeit."

" Oh ! but in politics ]

"

" Hang politics !—are you turned

politician'!"

"At my age, what else is there left

to do !"

"I thought so by your hat; all

politicians sport odd looking hats : it

is very remarkable, but that is the

great symptom of the disease."

* Suffer me to employ my spare time in

•me kind of labour.

" My hat !

—

is it odd ]" said Ferrers,

taking off the commodity in question,

and seriously regarding it.

" Why, who ever saw such a brim]''

" Glad you think so."

" Why, Ferrers]"
" Because it is a prudent policy in

this country to surrender something

trifling up to ridicule. If people c;ui

abuse your hat or your carriage, or

the shape of your nose, or a wart on

your chin, they let slip a thousand

more important matters. Tis the

wisdom of the camel driver, who gives

up his gown for the camel to trample

on, that he may escape himself."

" How droll you are, Ferrers ! Well,

I shall turn in and read the papers

;

and you
"

" Shall pay my visits and rejoice in

my hat."

" Good day to you ;— by the by,

your friend, Malt ravers, has just past,

looking thoughtful, and talking to

himself!— What's the matter with

him]"
" Lamenting, perhaps, that he too

does not wear an odd hat, for gentle-

men like you to laugh at, and leavs

the rest of him in peace. Good day
'
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On went Ferrers, and soon found
himself in the Mall of the Park. Here
ae wasjaiz.ed by Mr. Templeton.

" Well, Lumley," said the latter

—

(and it may be here remarked, that

Mr. Templeton now exhibited towards

his nephew a greater respect of manner
and tone than he had thought it

necessary to observe before)—" well,

Lumley, and f">ve you seen Lord
Saxingham ?

"

" I hare, sir : and I regret to

say
"

" I thought so—I thought it," inter-

rupted Templeton :
" no gratitude in

public men—no wish, in high place,

to honour virtue !

"

" Pardon me ; Lord Saxingham de-

clares that he should be delighted to

forward your views—that no man more
deserves a peerage ; but that

"

" Oh, yes ; always ' buts !'
"

" But that there are so many
claimants at present whom it is im-

possible to satisfy ; and—and—but I

feel I ought not to go on."
" Proceed, sir, I beg."
" Why, then. Lord Saxingham is

(I must be frank) a man who has a
great regard for his own family. Your
marriage (a source, my dear uncle, of

the greatest gratification to me) cuts

off the probable chance of your fortune

and title, if you acquire the latter,

descending to
"

" Yourself !
" put in Templeton,

drily. " Your relation seems, for the

first time, to have discovered how
dear your interests -,r ; to him."

" For me individually, sir, my rela-

tion does not care a rush—but he
cares a great deal for any member of

his house being rich and in high
station. It increases the range and
credit of his connexions ; and Lord
Saxingham is a man whom connexions

help to keep great. To be plain with

you, he will not stir in this business,

because he does not see how his kins-

man is to be benefited, or his house

strengthened."

" Public virtue !
"* exclaimed Teu.

pleton.

" Virtue, my dear uncle, is a female:

as long as she is private property, she

is excellent; but Public Virtue, like

any other public lady, is a common
prostitute."

" Pshaw!" grunted Templeton, who
was too much out of humour to read

his nephew the lecture he might
otherwise have done upon the impro-

priety of his simile ; for Mr. Templeton
was one of those men who hold it

vicious to talk of vice as existing in

the world ; he was very much shocked

to hear anything called by its proper

name.
" Has not Mrs. Templeton some

connexions that may be useful to

you ]

"

" No, sir
!

" cried the uncle, in a

voice of thunder.
" Sorry to hear it—but we cannot

expect all things : you have married

for love—you have a happy home, a

charming wife—this is better than a

title and a fine lady."

" Mr. Lumley Ferrers, you may
spare me your consolations. My
wife

"

" Loves you dearly, I dare say,"

said the imperturbable nephew. " She

has so much sentiment—is so fond of

poetry. Oh, yes, she must love one

who has done so mu^h for her."

" Done so much !—what do you

mean ?

"

"Why, with your fortune— your

station— your just ambition— you,

who might have married any one
,

nay, by remaining unmarried, have

conciliated all my interested, selfish

relations, hang them!— you have

married a lady without connexions

—

and what more could you do for her]"

" Pooh, pooh,—you don't know all."

Here Templeton stopped short, as

if about to say too much, anJ frowned

—then, after a pause, he resumed

—

" Lumley, I have married, it is true.

You may not be my heii, but 1
- ; ''
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make it up to you—that is, if you

deserve my affection."

" My dear unc "

" Don't interrupt me, I have pro-

jects for you. Let our interests be

the same. The title may yet descend

to you. I may have no male offspring

— meanwhile, draw on me to any

reasonable amount—young men have

expenses— but be prudent, and if you

want to get on in the world, never let

the world detect you in a scrape.

There, leave me now."
" My best, my heartfelt thanks

!

"

" Hush—sound Lord Saxingham

again; I must and will have this

bauble—I have set my heart on it."

So saying, Templeton waved away his

nephew, and musingly pursued his

path towards Hyde Park Corner, where

his carriage awaited him. As soon

as he entered his demesnes, he saw

his wife's daughter running across

the lawn to greet him. His heart

softened ; he checked the carriage and

descended : he caressed her, he played

with her, he laughed as she laughed.

No parent could be more fond.

" Lumley Ferrers has talent to do

me honour," said he, anxiously, " but

his principles seem unstable. How-
ever, surely that open manner is the

sign of a good heart !

"

Meanwhile, Ferrers, in high spirits,

took his way to Ernest's house. His

friend was not at home, but Ferrers

never wanted a host's presence in

order to be at home himself. Books

were round him in abundance, but

Ferrers was not one of those who read

for amusement. He threw himself

into an easy chair, and began weaving

new meshes of ambition and intrigue.

At length the door opened, and Mal-

travers entered.

" Why, Ernest, how ill you are

Jooking
!

"

" I have not been well, but I am
now recovering. As physicians re-

commend change of air to ordinary

patients—so I am about to try change

No. 192.

of habit. Active T must be—action

is the condition of my being ; but I

must have done with books for tin

present. You see me in a nef

character."

"How?"
"That of a public man— f have

entered parliament."
" You astonish me !—I hare read

the papers this morning. I see not

even a vacancy, much less an election."

" It is all managed by the lawyer

and the banker. In other words, my
seat Vi a close borough."

" No bore of constituents. I con-

gratulate you, and envy. I wish I

were in parliament myself."

" You ! I never fancied you bitten

by the political mania."
" Political !

— no. But it is the

most respectable way, with luck, of

living on the public. Better than

swindling."
" A candid way of viewing the

question. But I thought at one time

you were half a Benthamite, and that

your motto was, ' The greatest happi-

ness of the greatest number.'
"

" The greatest number to me is

number one. I agree with the Pytha-

goreans— unity is the perfect principle

of creation ! Seriously, how can you

mistake the principles of opinion for

the principles of conduct? I am a

Benthamite, a benevoli.-t, as a logician

--but the moment I leave the closet

for the world, I lay aside speeulaiion

for others, and act for myself."
" You are at least more frank than

pi ident in these confessions."

" There you are wrong. It is by
affecting to be worse than we are that

we become popular—and we get credit

for being both honest and practical

fellows. My uncle's mistake is to be

a hypocrite in words : it rarely answers.

Be frank in words, and nobody will

suspect hypocrisy in your designs."

Maltravers gazed hard at Ferrers

—

something revolted and displeased his

high-wrought Platonism in the easy

12
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wisdom of his old friend. But he felt,

almost for the first time, that Ferrers

was a man to get on in the world

—

and he sighed :—I hope it was for the

world's sake

!

After a short conversation on

indifferent matters, Cleveland was

announced ; and Ferrers, who could

make nothing out of Cleveland, soon

withdrew. Ferrers was now becoming

an economist in his time.
" My dear Maltravers," said Cleve-

and when they were alone. " I am
«o glad to see you ; for, in the first

place, I rejoice to find you are ex-

tending your career of usefulness."

" Usefulness—ah, let me think so !

Life is so uncertain and so short, that

we cannot too soon bring the little it

can yield into the great common-

wealth of the Beautiful or the Honest

;

ind both belong to and make up the

Usefui. But in politics, and in a

highly artificial state, what doubts

beset us! what darkness surrounds!

If we connive at abuses, we juggle

with our own reason and integrity

—

if we attack them, how much, how
fatally we may derange that solemn

and conventional order which is the

mainspring of the vast machine ! How
little, too, can one man, whose talents

may not be in that coarse road—in

that mephitic atmosphere, be enabled

to effect
!

"

" He may effect a vast deal even

without eloquence or labour ;—he may
effect a vast deal, if he can set one

example, amidst a crowd of selfish

aspirants and heated fanatics, of an

honest and dispassionate man. He
may effect more, if he may serve

among the representatives of that

hitherto unrepresented thing—Lite

rature ; if he redeem, by an ambition

above place and emolument, the cha-

racter for subservience that court-

poets have obtained for letters— if he

tnay prove that, speculative knowledge

is not disjoined from the practical

world, and maintain the dignity of

disinterestedness Miat shouid belong

to learning. But the end of a scien

tific morality is not to serve others

only, but also to perfect and accom-
plish our individual selves ; our own
souls are a solemn trust to our own
lives. You are about to add to your
experience of human motives and
active men ; and whatever additional

wisdom you acquire, will become
equally evident and equally useful, no
matter whether it be communicated
through action or in books. Enough
of this, my dear Ernest. I have come
to dine with you, and make you ac-

compac^ me to-night to a house where
you will be welcome, and I think in-

terested. Nay, no excuses. I have

promifted Lord Latimer that he shall

make your acquaintance, and he is

one of the most eminent men with

whom political life will connect you.''

And to this change of habits, from
the closet to the senate, had Mal-

travers been induced uy a state of

health, which, with most men, would
have been an excuse for indolence

Indolent he could not be ; he had

truly said to Ferrers, that " action

was the condition of his being.'' If

thought, with its fever and aching-

tension, had been too severe a task-

master on the nerves and brain, the

coarse and homely pursuit of practical

politics would leave the imagination

and intellect in repose, while it would

excite the hardier qualities and gifts,

which animate without exhausting.

So, at least, hoped Maltravers He
remembered the profound saying

in one of his favourite German au-

thors, "that to keep the mind and

body in perfect health, it is necessary

to mix habitually and betimes in the

common affairs of men." And the

anonymous correspondent ? Had her

exhortations any influence on his de-

cision] I know not. But when
Cleveland left him, Maltravers un-

locked his desk, and rc-perused the

last, letter he had received from tho

Unknown. The last letter!— yes, those

epistles had now become frequent.



ERXEST MALTRAVERS. w

CHAPTER VI.

• • * * " Le brillant de votre esprit <ionne nn si grnnd eclat a votr«

tetnt et a vob yeux, que quoiqu'il semble que l'esprit ne doit toucher que les oreilles, il

est pourtant certain que la votre eblouit les yeux."

—

Lettres de Madame de Sevigne.*

At Lord Latimer'9 house were assem-

bled some hundreds of those persons

who are rarely found together in

London society : for business, poli-

tics, and literature, draught off the

most eminent men, and usually leave

to houses that receive the world little

better than indolent rank or ostenta-

tious wealth. Even the young men
of pleasure turn up their noses at

parties now-a-days, and find society a

bore. But there are some dozen or

two of houses, the owners of which are

both apart from and above the fashion,

in which a foreigner may see, collected

under the same roof, many <>f the most

remarkable men of busy, thoughtful,

majestic England. Lord Latimer

himself had been a cabinet minister.

He retired from public life on pre-

tence of ill-health ; but, in reality,

because its anxious bustle was not

congenial to a gentle and accom-

plished, but somewhat feeble, mind.

With a high reputation and an excel-

lent cook he enjoyed a great popu-

larity, both with his own party and

the world in general ; and he was the

centre of a small but distinguished

circle of acquaintances who drank

Latimer's wine, and quoted Latimer's

layings, and liked Latimer much
better, because, not being author or

minister, he was not in their way.

* The brilliancy of your wit gives so great

a lustre to your complexion and your eyes,

that though it seems that wit should only

reach the ears, it i6 altogether certain that

yours dazzles the eyes.

Lord Latimer received Mai travers

with marked courtesy, aid even defer-

ence, and invited him to join his own
whist-table, which was one of the

highest compliments his lordship

could pay to his intellect. But when
his guest refused the proffered honour,

the Earl turned him over to the

Countess, as having become the pro-

perty of the womankind ; and was

soon immersed in his aspirations for

the odd trick.

While Maltravers was conversing

with Lady Latimer, he happened to

raise his eyes, and saw opposite to

him a young lady of such remarkable

beauty, that he could scarcely refrain

from an admiring exclamation.

—

" And who," he asked, recovering

himself, " is that lady 1 It is strange

that even I, who go so little into the

world, should be compelled to inquire

the name of one whose beauty must
already have made her celebrated."

" Oh, Lady Florence Lascelles—she

came out last year. She is, indeed,

most brilliant, yet more so in mind
and accomplishments than face. I

must be allowed to introduce you."

At this offer, a strange shyness, and
as it were reluctant distrust, seized

Maltravers—a kind of presentiment

of danger and evil. He drew back,

and would have made some excuse,

but Lady Latimer did not heed his

embarrassment, and was already by

the side of Lady Florence Lascelles.

A moment more, and beckoning to

Maltravers, the Countess presented

him to the lady. As he bowed and
n2
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seated himself beside his new ac-

quaintance, he could not but observe

that ber cheeks were suffused with

the most lively blushes, and that she

received him with a confusion not

common even in ladies just brought

out, and just introduced to "a lion."

He was rather puzzled than flattered

by these tokens of an embarrassment,

somewhat akin to his own ; and the

first few sentences of their conversa-

tion passed off with a certain awkward-

ness and reserve. At this moment, to

the surpeise, perhaps to the relief, of

Ernest, they were joined by Lumley
Ferrers.

" Ah, Lady Florence, I kiss your

hands—I am charmed to find you

acquainted with my friend Mal-

travers."

"And Mr. Ferrers, what makes
him so late to-night 1" asked the fair

Florence, with a sudden ease which

rather startled Maltravers.

" A dull dinner, voild tout

!

—I have

no other excuse." And Ferrers, slid-

ing into a vacant chair on the other

side of Lady Florence, conversed

volubly and unceasingly, as if seeking

to monopolise her attention.

Ernest had not been so much cap-

tivated with the manner of Florence

as he had been struck with her beauty,

and now, seeing her apparently en-

gaged with another, he rose and

quietly moved away. He was soon

one of a knot of men who were con-

versing on the absorbing topics of the

day ; and as by degrees the exciting

subject brought out his natural elo-

quence and masculine sense, the

talkers became listeners, the knot

widened into a circle, and he himself

was unconsciously the object of gene-

ral attention and respect.

" And what think you of Mr. Mal-

travers?" asked Ferrers, carelessly;

" does he keep up your expectations ?

"

Lady Florence had sunk into a

reverie, and Ferrers repeated his

question.

" He is younger than I imagined

him,—and—and—

"

" Handsomer, I suppose, you mean."
" No ! calmer and less animated."
" He seems animated enough now/

said Ferrers ;
" but your ladylike con-

versation failed in striking the Pro-

methean spark. ' Lay that flattering

unction to your soul.'
"

" Ah, you are right—he must have
thought me very

"

" Beautiful, no doubt."
" Beautiful ! — I hate the word,

Lumley. I wish I were not hand-

some—I might then get some credit

for my intellect."

"Humph!" said Ferrers, signifi

cantly.

" Oh, you don't think so, sceptic,"

said Florence, shaking her head with

a slight laugh, and an altered

manner.

"Does it matter what /think," said

Ferrers, with an attempted touch at

the sentimental, " when Lord This,

and Lord That, and Mr. So-and-So.

and Count What-d' ye-call-him, are all

making their way to you, to dispossess

me of my envied monopoly 1

"

While Ferrers spoke, several of the

scattered loungers grouped around

Florence, and the conversation, of

which she was the cynosure, became
animated and gay. Oh, how brilliant

she was, that peerless Florence !—with

what petulant and sparkling grace

came wit and wisdom, and even

genius, from those ruby lips ! Even
the assured Ferrers felt his subtle in-

tellect as dull and coarse to hers, and

shrank with a reluctant apprehension

from the arrows of her careless and
prodigal repartees. For there was a

scorn in the nature of Florence Las-

celles which made her wit pain more
frequently than it pleased. Educated

even to learning—courageous even to

a want of feminacy—she delighted to

sport with ignorance and pretension,

even in the highest places ; and the

laugh that she excited was like
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lightning,— no one could divine where

next it might fall.

But Florence, though dreaded and
unloved, was yet courted, nattered,

and the rage. For this there were

two reasons ; first, she was a coquette,

and secondly, she was an heiress.

Thus the talkers in the room were

divided into two principal groups,

over one of which Maltravers may be

said to have presided ; over the other,

Florence. As the former broke up,

Ernest was joined by Cleveland.

" My dear cousin," said Florence,

suddenly, and in a whisper, as she

turned to Lumley, "your friend is

speaking of me— I see it. Go, I im-

plore you, and let me know what he

says
!

"

" The commission is not flattering,"

said Ferrers, almost sullenly.

" Xay, a commission to gratify a

woman's curiosity is ever one of the

most flattering embassies with which

we can invest an able negotiator."

"Well, I must do your bidding,

though I disown the favour." Ferrers

moved away, and joined Cleveland

and Maltravers.
" She is, indeed, beautiful : so per-

fect a contour I never beheld ; she is

the only woman I ever saw in whom
the aquiline features seem more classi-

cal than even the Greek."
" So, that is your opinion of my

fair cousin ! " cried Ferrers ;
" you are

caught."
" I wish he were," said Cleveland.

" Ernest is now old enough to settle,

and there is not a more dazzling prize

in England—rich, high-born, lovely,

and accomplished.''

" And what say you 1 " asked Lum-
ley, almost impatiently, to Maltraver3.

" That I never saw one whom I

admire more or could love less," re-

plied Ernest, as he quitted the rooms.

Ferrers looked after him, and mut-

tered to himself; he then rejoined

Florence, who presently rose to de-

part, and taking Lumley's arm, said,

*Well, I see my father is looking

round for me—and so for once I will

forestall him. Come, Lumley, let ui

join him; I know he wants to 6e«

you."
" Well," said Florence, blushing

deeply, and almost breathless, as thej

crossed the now half-empty apar'

ments.
" Well, my cousin

?

"

"You provoke me— well, then,

what said your friend
!

"

" That you deserved your reputation

of beauty, but that you were not his

style. Maltravers is in love, yon
know ?

"

" In love !

"

" Yes, a pretty Frenchwoman J

quite romantic—an attachment of

some years' standing."

Florence turned away her face, and

said no more.
" That 's a good fellow, Lumley,"

said Lord Saxingham ;
" Florence is

never more welcome to my eyes than

at half-past one o'clock, a.m., when I

associate her with thoughts of my na-

tural rest, and my unfortunate carriage-

horses. By the by, I wish you would

dine with me next Saturday."
" Saturday : unfortunately, I am

engaged to my uncle."

" Oh ! he has behaved handsomely

to you?"
" Yes."

"Mrs. Templeton pretty well]''

" I fancy so."

" As ladies wish to be, &c. 1 " whis-

pered his lordship.

" No, thank Heaven !

"

" Well, if the old man could but

make you his heir, we might think

twice about the title."

" My dear lord, stop ! one favour-

write me a line to hint that deli-

cately."
« Xo—no letters ; letters always get

into the papers."
" But cautiouslyworded—no danger

of publication, on my honour."
" I 'U think of it. Good night."
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CHAPTER h

'' Deceit is the strong but subtile chain which runs through all the members of • socle*?

and links them together ; trick or be tricked, is the alternative ; 'tis the way of the wo*M,
and without it intei course would drop."

—

Anonymous Writer of 1723.

" A lovely child she was, of looks serene.

And motions which o'er things indifferent shed

The grace and gentleness from whence they came."
Percy Bysshb Sh«ixb».

" His years but young, but his experience old."

—

Shakspeark.

" He after honour hunts, I after love."

—

Ibid

Lumlet Febrers was one of the few

men in the world who act upon a pro-

found, deliberate, and organised system

—he had done so even from a boy.

When he was twenty-one, he had said

to himself, "' Youth is the season for

enjoyment : the triumphs of manhood,

the wealth of age, do not compensate

for a youth spent in unpleasurable

toils." Agreeably to this maxim, he

had resolved not to adopt any pro-

fession ; and being fond of travel, and

of a restless temper, he had indulged

abroad in all the gratifications that

his moderate income could afford him

:

that income went farther on the Con-

tinent than at home, which was ano-

ther reason for the prolongation of

his travels. Now, when the whims
and passions of youth were sated ; and,

ripened by a consummate and various

knowledge of mankind, his harder

capacities of mind became developed

and centered into such ambition as it

was his nature to conceive, he acted

no less upon a regular and methodical
plan of conduct, which he carried into

details. He had little or nothing
within himself to cross his cold theories

by contradictory practice ; for he was
curbed by no principles, and regulated

but by few tastes : and our tastes are

often checks as powerful as our prin-

ciples. Looking round the English
world, Ferrers saw, that at his age
and with an equivocal position, and
no chances to throw away, it was
necessary that he should cast off all

attributes of the character of the
wanderer and the gargon.

" There is nothing respectable in

lodgings and a cab," said Ferrers to

himself—that "self" was his grand
confidant! " nothing stationary. Such
are the appliances of a here-to-day-

gone-to-morrow kind of life. One never
looks substantial till one pays rates

and taxes, and has a bill with one's

butcher
!

"

Accordingly, without saying a word
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to anybody, Ferrers took a long lease

of a large house, in one of those quiet

streets that proclaim the owners do

not wish to be made by fashionable

situations — streets in which, if you
have a large house, it is supposed to

be because you can afford one. He
was very particular in its being a

respectable street — Great George
Street, Westminster, was the one he

selected.

Xo frippery or baubles, common to

the mansions of young bachelors—no
buhl, and marquetrie, and Se'vreschina,

and cabinet pictures, distinguished

the large dingy drawing-rooms of

Lumley Ferrers. He bought all the

old furniture a bargain of the late

tenant—tea-coloured chintz curtains,

and chairs and sofas that were vener-

able and solemn with the accumulated

dust of twenty-five years. The only

things about which he was particular

were a very long dining-table that

would hold four-and-twenty, and a new
mahogany sideboard. Somebody asked
him why he cared about such articles.

" I don't know," said he, " but I

observe all respectable family-men do
— there must be something in it—

I

shall discover the secret by and
by."

In this house did Mr. Ferrers

ensconce himself with two middle-

aged maid-servants, and a man out of

livery, whom he chose from a multi-

tude of candidates, because the man
looked especially well fed.

Having thus settled himself, and
told every one that the lease of hi»

house was for sixty-three years, Lum-
ley Ferrers made a little calculation

|f his probable expenditure, which he

bund, with good management, might
jmount to about one-fourth more than

his income.
* I shall take the surplus out of my

capital," said he, " and try the experi-

ment for five years; if it don't do, and

pay me profitably, why then cither

men are not to be lived upon, or

Lumley Ferrers is a much duller dog
than he thinks himself!

"

Mr. Ferrers had deeply studied the

character of his uncle, as a prudent

speculator studies the qualities of a

mine in which he means to invest his

capital, and much of his present pro-

ceedings was intended to act upon the

nncle as well as upon the world. He
saw that the more he could obtain for

himself, not a noisy, social, fashionable

reputation, but a good, sober, sub-

stantial one, the more highly Mr
Templeton would consider him, and
the more likely he was to be made
his uncle's heir,— that is, provided

Mrs. Templeton did not supersede the

nepotal parasite by indigenous olive-

branches. This last apprehension

died away as time passed, and no

signs of fertility appeared. And,
accordingly, Ferrers thought he might
prudently' hazard more upon the

game .on which he now ventured to

rely. There was one thing, however,

that greatly disturbed his peace;

Mr. Templeton, though harsh and
austere in his manner to his wife, was

evidently attached to her; and, above

all, he cherished the fondest affection

for his daughter-in-law. He was as

anxious for her health, her education,

her little childish enjoyments, as if he

had been not only her parent but a

very doting one. He could not bear

her to be crossed or thwarted. Mr.

Templeton, who had never spoiled

anything before, not even an old pen,

(so careful, and calculating, and

methodical was he,) did his best to

spoil this beautiful child, whom he

coulu iot even have the vain luxury

of thinking he had produced to the

admiring world. Softly, exquisitely

lovely was that little girl ; and every

day she increased in the charm of her

person, and in the caressing fascina-

tion <>f her childish ways. Her tern-

per was so sweet and docile, that

fondness and petting, however inju-

diciously exhibited, only seemed yet
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more to bring out the colours of a

grateful and tender nature. Perhaps

the measured kindness of more re-

served affection might have been

the true way of spoiling one whose
instincts were all for exacting and

returning love. She was a plant that

suns less warm might have nipped

and chilled. But beneath an unca-

pricious and unclouded sunshine she

sprang up in a luxurious bloom of

heart and sweetness of disposition.

Every one, even those who did not

generally like children, delighted in

this charming creature, excepting

only Mr. Lumley Ferrers. But that

gentleman, less mild than Pope's

Narcissa,

—

" To make a wash, had gladly stewed the
child !

"

He had seen how very common it

is for a rich man, married late in life,

to leave everything to a young widow
and her children by her former
marriage, when once attached to the
latter; and he 6ensibly felt that he
himself had but a slight hold over

Templeton by the chain of the affec-

tions. He resolved, therefore, as

much as possible, to alienate his uncle
from his young wife ; trusting, that as

the influence of the wife was weakened,
that of the child would be lessened

also ; and to raise in Templeton's
vanity and ambition an ally that

might supply to himself the waut of

love. He pursued hi3 twofold scheme
with masterly art and address. He
first sought to secure the confidence
and regard of the melancholy and
gentle mother ; and in this,—for she
was peculiarly unsuspicious and inex-

perienced, he obtained signal and
complete success. His frankness of

manner, his deferential attention, the
art with which he warded off from
her the spleen or ill-humour of Mr.
Templeton, the cheerfulness that his

easy gaiety threw over a very gloomy
house, made the poor lady hail his

visits and trust in his friendship.

Perhaps she was glad of any inter-

ruption to tete-d-tetes with a severe

and ungenial husband, who had no

sympathy for the sorrows, of whatever

nature they might be, which preyed

upon her, and who made it a point of

morality to find fault wherever he

could.

The next step in Lnmley's policy

was to arm Templeton's vanity against

his wife, by constantly refreshing his

consciousness of the sacrifices he had
made by marriage, and the certainty

that he would have attained all his

wishes had he chosen more prudently.

By perpetually, but most judiciously,

rubbing this sore point, he, as it were,

fixed the irritability into Templeton's

constitution, and it reacted on all his

thoughts, aspiring or domestic. Still,

however, to Lumley's great surprise

and resentment, while Templeton

cooled to his wife, he only warmed to

her child. Lumley had not calculated

enough upon the thirst and craving

for affection in most human hearts

;

and Templeton, though not exactly

an amiable man, had some excellent

qualities ; if he had less sensitively

regarded the opinion of the world, he

would neither have contracted the

vocabulary of cant, nor sickened for a

peerage—both his affectation of saint-

ship, and his gnawing desire of rank,

arose from an extraordinary and
morbid deference to opinion, and a

wish for worldly honours and respect,

which he felt that his mere talents

could not secure to him. But he was,

at bottom, a kindly man—charitable

to the poor, considerate to his servants,

and had within him the want to love

and be loved, which is one of the

desires wherewith the atoms of the uni-

verse are cemented and harmonised.

Had Mrs. Templeton evinced love to

him, he might have defied all Lumley's

diplomacy, been consoled for worldly

disadvantages, and been a good and

even uxorious husband. But sh*j
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evidently did not love him, though an

admirable, patient, provident wife;

and her daughter did love him—love

him as well even as she loved her

mother; and the hard worldling would

not have accepted a kingdom as the

price of that little fountain of pure

and ever-refreshing tenderness. Wise

and penetrating as Lumley was, he

never could thoroughly understand

this weakness, as he called it ; for we

never know men entirely, unless we
have complete sympathies with men
in all their natural emotions; and

Nature had left the workmanship of

Lumley Ferrers unfinished and incom-

plete, by denying him the possibility

of caring for anything but himself.

His plan for winning Templeton's

esteem and deference was, however,

completely triumphant. He took

care that nothing in his menage should

appear " extravagant ;" all was sober,

quiet, and well-regulated. He declared

that he had so managed as to live

within his income ; and Templeton,

receiving no hint for money, nor

aware that Ferrers had on the conti-

nent consumed a considerable portion

of his means, believed him. Ferrers .

gave a great many dinners, but he

did not go on that foolish plan which

has been laid down by persons who
pretend to know life, as a means of

popularity—he did not profess to give

dinners better than other people. He
knew that, unless you are a very rich

or a very great man, no folly is equal

to that of thinking that you soften

the hearts of your friends, by soups

3 la bisque, and Johaunisberg at a

guinea a bottle ! They all go away.

saying, " What right has that d d

fellow to give a better dinner than

we do 1 What horrid taste 1 What
ridiculous presumption

!

"

No ; though Ferrers himself was

i most scientific epicure, and held the

luxury of the palate at the highest

possible price, he dieted his friends

on what he termed " respectable fare."

His cook put plenty of flour into the

oyster-sauce ; cods'-head and shoulders

made his invariable fish ; and four

entrees, without flavour or pretence,

were duly supplied by the pastrycook,

and carefully eschewed by the host.

Neither did Mr. Ferrers affect to

bring about him gay wits and brilliant

talkers. He confined himself to men
of substantial consideration, and gene-

rally took care to be himself the

cleverest person present ; while he

turned the conversation on serious

matters crammed for the occasion

—

politics, stocks, commerce, and the

criminal code. Pruning his gaiety,

though he retained his frankness, he
sought to be known as a highly-

informed, painstaking man, who
would be sure to rise. His connexions,

and a certain nameless charm about

him, consisting chiefly in a pleasant

countenance, a bold yet winning can-

dour, and the absence oi all hauteur

or pretence, enabled him to assemble

round this plain table, which, if it

gratified no taste, wounded no self-

love, a sufficient number of public

men of rank, and eminent men of

business, to answer his purpose. The
situation he had chosen, so near the

Houses of Parliament, was convenient

to politicians, and, by degrees, the

large dingy drawing-rooms became a

frequent resort for public men to talk

over those thousand underplots by
which a party is served or attacked.

Thus, though not in parliament him-

self, Ferrers became insensibly asso-

ciated with parliamentary men and

things; and the ministerial party,

whose politics he espoused, praised

him highly, made use of him, and
meant, some day or other, to do some-

thing for him.

While the career of this able and
unprincipled man thus opened—and
of course the opening was not made
in a day— Ernest Maltravers was

ascending, by a rough, thorny, and
encumbered path, to that eminence
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on which the monuments of men are

built. His success in public life was
not brilliant nor sudden. For, though
he had eloquence and knowledge, he

disdained all oratorical devices; and
though he had passion and energy,

he couid scarcely be called a warm
partisan. He met with much envy,

and many obstacles ; and the gracious

and buoyant sociality of temper and
manners, that had, in early youth,

made him the idol of his contempo-

raries at school or college, had long

since faded away into a cold, settled,

and lofty, though gentle reserve, which
did not attract towards him the animal

spirits of the herd. But though he

spoke seldom, and heard many, with

half his powers, more enthusiastically

cheered, he did not fail of commanding
attention and respect; and though
no darling of cliques and parties, yet

in that great body of the people who
were ever the audience and tribunal to

which, in letters or in politics, Mal-

travers appealed, there was silently

growing up, and spreading wide, a

belief in his upright intentions, his

unpurchaseable honour, and his cor-

rect and well-considered views. He
felt that his name was safely invested,

though the return for the capital was

slow and moderate. He was con-

tented to abide his time.

Every day he grew more attached

to that only true philosophy which
makes a man, as far as the world will

permit, a world to himself ; and from

the height of a tranquil and serene

self-esteem, he felt the sun shine above
him, when malignant clouds spread

sullen and ungenial below. He did

not despise or wilfully shock opinion,

neither did he fawn upon and flatter

it. Where he thought the world
should be humoured, he humoured

—

where contemned, he contemned it.

There are many cases in which an
honest, well-educated, high-hearted

individual is a much better judge
than the multitude of what is right

and what is wrong; and in thesa

matters he is not worth three straws

if he suffer the multitude to bully or

coax him out of his judgment. The
Public, if you indulge it, is a most

damnable' gossip, thrusting its nose

into people's concerns, where it has

no right to make or meddle ; and in

those things, where the Public is

impertinent, Maltravers scorned and

resisted its interference as haughtily

as he would the interference of any

insolent member of the insolent whole.

It was this mixture of deep love and

profound respect for the eternal

people, and of calm, passionless dis-

dain for that capricious charlatan, the

momentary public, which made Ernest

Maltravers an original and solitary

thinker; and an actor, in reality

modest and benevolent, in appearance

arrogant and unsocial. " Pauperism,

in contradistinction to poverty," he

was wont to say, " is the dependence

upon other people for existence, not

on our own exertions ; there is a

moral pauperism in the man who is

dependent on others for that support

of moral life—self-respect."

Wrapped in this philosophy, he

pursued his haughty and lonesome

way, and felt that in the deep heart

of mankind, when prejudices and

envies should die orT, there would

be a sympathy with his motives and

his career. So far as his own health

was concerned, the experiment had

answered. No mere drudgery of busi-

ness—late hours and dull speeches

—

can produce the dread exhaustion

which follows the efforts of the soul

to mount into the higher air of severe

thought or intense imagination. Those

faculties which had been overstrained

now lay fallow—and the frame rapidly

regained its tone. Of private comfort

and inspiration Ernest knew but little.

He gradually grew estranged from

his old friend Ferrers, as their habits

became opposed. Cleveland lived

more and more in the country, and
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was too well satisfied with his quondam
pupil's course of life and progressive

reputation to trouble him with ex-

hortation or advice. Cesarini had
grown a literary lion, whose genius

was vehemently lauded by all the

reviews—on the same principle as

that which induces us to praise foreign

singers or dead men ;—we must praise

something, and we don't like to praise

those who jostle ourselves. Cesarini

had therefore grown prodigiously con-

ceited—swore that England was the

only country for true merit, and no

longer concealed his jealous anger at

the wider celebrity of Maltravers.

Ernest saw him squandering away L_j

substance, and prostituting his talents

to drawing-room trifles, with a com-

passionate sigh. He sought to warn
him, but Cesarini listened to him
with such impatience that he resigned

the office of monitor. He wrote to

De Montaigne, who succeeded no

better. Cesarini was bent on playing

his own game. And to one game,

without a metaphor, he had at last

come. His craving for excitement

vented itself at Hazard, and his re-

maining guineas melted daily away.

But De Montaigne's letters to Mal-

travers consoled him for the loss of

less congenial friends. The French-

man was now an eminent and cele-

brated man ; and his appreciation of

Maltravers was sweeter to the latter

than would have been the huzzas of

crowds. But, all this while, his vanity

was pleased and 1 is curiosity roused

by the continued correspondence of

his unseen Egeria. That correspond-

ence (if so it may be called, being all

on one side) had now gone on for a

considerable time, and he was still

wholly unable to discover the author:

its tone had of late altered— it had

become more sad and subdued—it

spoke of the hollowness as well as the

rewards of fame; and, with a touch

of true womanly sentiment, often

hinted more at the rapture of soothing

dejection, than of sharing triumph.
In all these letters, there was the

undeniable evidence of high intellect

and deep feeling ; they exciW a

strong and keen interest in Maltra. ~".

yet the interest was not that which
made him wish to discover, in order

that he might love, the writer. They
were for the most part too full of the

irony and bitterness of a man's spirit,

to fascinate one who considered that

gentleness was the essence of a

woman's strength. Temper spoke in

them, no less than mind and heart,

and it was not the sort of temper
which a man who loves women to be

womanly could admire.
" I hear you often spoken of," (ran

one of these strange epistles,) "and
I am almost equally angry whether
fools presume to praise or to blame
you. This miserable world we live

in, how I loathe and disdain it !—yet

I desire you to serve and to master it

!

Weak contradiction, effeminate para-

dox ! Oh ! rather a thousand times

that you would fly from its mean
temptations and poor rewards !—If

the desert were your dwelling-place

and you wished one minister, I could

renounce all—wealth, flattery, repute,

womanhood, to serve you.

" I once admired you for your

genius. My disease has fastened on

me, and I now almost worship you for

yourself. I have seen you, Ernest

Maltravers,— seen you often,—and
when you never suspected that these

eyes were on you. Now that I have

seen, I understand you better. We
cannot judge men by their books and

deeds. Posterity can know nothing

of the beings of the past. A thousand

books never written— a thousand

deeds never done— are in the eyes

and lips of the few greater than the

herd. In that cold, abstracted gaze,

that pale and haughty brow, I read

the disdain of obstacles, which i»
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worthy of one who is confident of the

goal. But my eyes fill with tears

when I survey you !—you are sad, you

are alone ! If failures do not mortify

you, success does not elevate. Oh,
Maltravers, I, woman as I am, and
living in a narrow circle, I, even I,

know at last, that to have desires

nobler, and ends more august, than

others, is but to surrender waking life

to morbifl and melancholy dreams.

"Go more into the world, Mal-

travers—go more into the world, or

quit it altogether. Your enemies

must he met ; they accumulate, they

grow strong—you are too tranquil,

too slow In your steps towards the

prize which should be yours, to satisfy

my impatience, to satisfy your friends.

Be less refined in your ambition, that

you may be more immediately useful.

The feet of clay, after all, are the

swiftest in the race. Even Lumley
Ferrers will outstrip you if you do

not take heed.
* * * *

"Why do I run on thus
1

?—you

—

you love another, yet you are not less

the ideal that I could love—if I ever

loved any one. You love—and vet-
well—no matter."

CHAPTER IL

" Well, but this is being only an official nobleman. No matter, 'tis still being a noM#-
man, and that 's his aim."

—

Anonymous Writer of 1772.

" La musique est le seul des talens qui jouissent de lui-meme ; tousles autres veuleut
des temoins." *

—

Marmontei.

" Thus the slow ox would gaudy trappings claim."

—

Horace.

Mr. Templeton had not obtained his

peerage, and, though he had met with

no direct refusal, nor made even a

direct application to head-quarters, he

was growing sullen. He had great

parliamentary influence, not close

borough, illegitimate influence, but

very proper orthodox influence of

character, wealth, and so forth. He
could return one member at least for

a city—he could almost return one

member for a county, and in three

ioroughs, any activity on his part

ould turn the scale in a close contest.

The ministers were strong, but still

they could not afford to lose supporters

hitherto zealous—the example of de-

sertion is contagious. In the town

* Music is the sole talent which gives

pleasure of itself ; all the others require

witnesses.

which Templeton had formerly repre-

sented, and which he now almost
commanded, a vacancy suddenly
occurred—a candidate started on the

opposition side and commenced a
canvass; to the astonishment and
panic of the Secretary of the Treasury,

Templeton put forward no one, and
his interest remained dormant. Lord
Saxingham hurried to Lumley.

" My dear fellow, what is this ?

—

what can your uncle be about ? We
shall lose this place— one of our
strongholds. Bets run even."

" Why,you see,you have all behaved
very ill to my uncle—I am really sony
for it, but I can do nothing."

" What, this confounded peerage

!

Will that content him, and nothing
short of it?"

" Nothing."
" He must have it, bj Jot*}*
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"Aiu3 ^en that may come too

late."
'• Ha! do you think so?"
" Will you leave the matter to

me?"
" Certainly—you are a monstrous

clever fellow, and we all esteem you."
" Sit down and write as I dictate,

my dear lord."

" Well," said Lord Saxingham,
seating himself at Lumley's enormous
writing-table—" well, go on."

•' My dear Mr. Templeton "

" Too familiar," said Lord Saxing-

ham.
" Xot a bit

;
go on."

" My dear Mr. Templeton ;

" We are anxious to secure your

parliamentary influence in C* * * * *

to the proper quarter, namely to your

own family, as tlie best defenders of
the administration, ichich you honour

by your support. We wish signally,

ojt, the. same time, to express our con-

fidence in your principles, and our

gratitudefor your countenance."

"T>— d sour countenance!" mut-

tered Lord Saxingham.
"Accordingly," continued Ferrers,

" as one whose connexion with you

permits the liberty, allow me to request

that you will suffer our joint relation,

Mr. Ferrers, to be put into immediate

nomination."

Lord Saxingham threw down the

pen and laughed for two minutes

without ceasing. " Capital, Lumley,

capital !—Very odd I did not think

of it before."

" Each man for himself, and God
for us all," returned Lumley, gravely

:

" pray go on, my dear lord."

" We are sure you could not have a
representative tiiat would more faith-

fully reflect your own opinions and
tur interests. One word more. A
creation of peers will probably takt

place in the spring, among which I
am sure your name would be to his

Majesty a gratifying addition ; the

title will of course be secured to your

sons—and failing die latter, to your
nephew.

" With great regard and respect,

" Truly yours,
" Saxingham."

" There, inscribe that, ' Private ami
confidential,' and send it express to

my uncle's villa."

" It shall be done, my dear Lumley
—and this contents me as much as it

does you. You are really a man to

do us credit. You thr:
1

; it will be

arranged ]

"

"No doubt of it-"

" Well, good day. Lumley, come
to me when it is all settled : Florence

is always glad to see you ; she says

no one amuses her more. And I am
sure that is rare praise, for she is a

strange girl,—quite a Timon in petti-

coats."

Away went Lord Saxingham.
" Florence glad to see me ! " said

Lumley, throwing his arms behind

him, and striding to and fro the room—" Scheme the Second begins to

smile upon me behind the advancing

shadow of Scheme One. _If I can but

succeed in keeping away other suitors

from my fair cousin until I am in a

condition to propose myself, why 1

may carry off the greatest match in

the three kingdoms. Courage, mon
brave Ferrers, courage !

"

It was late that evening when
Ferrers arrived at his uncle's villa.

He found Mrs. Templeton in the

drawing-room seated at the piano.

He entered gently ; she did not hear

him, and continued at the instrument.

Her voice was so sweet and rich, her

taste so pure, that Ferrers, who was

a good judge of music, stood in de-

lighted surprise. Often as he had now
been a visitor, even an inmate, at the

house, he had never before heard

Mrs. Templeton play any but sacred

airs, aud this was one of the popular

songs of sentiment. He perceived

that her feeling at last overpowered

her voice, and she paused abruptly,
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and turning round, her face was so

eloquent of emotion, that Ferrers was

forcibly struck by its expression. He
was not a man apt to feel curiosity

for anything not immediately con-

cerning himself j but he did feel

curious about this melancholy and

beautiful woman. There was in her

usual aspect that inexpressible look

of profound resignation which be-

tokens a lasting remembrance of a

bitter past : a prematurely blighted

heart spoke in her eyes, her smile,

her languid and joyless step. But

she performed the routine of her

quiet duties with a calm and con-

scientious regularity which showed

that grief rather depressed than dis-

turbed her thoughts. If her burden

were heavy, custom seemed to have

reconciled her to bear it without re-

pining; and the emotion which Ferrers

nowr traced in her soft and harmo-

nious features was of a nature he had

only once witnessed before—viz., on
the first night he had seen her

;
when

poetry, which is the key of memory,
had evidently opened a chamber
haunted by mournful and troubled

ghosts.

" Ah ! dear madam," said Ferre .s,

advancing, as he found himself dis-

covered.. " I trust I do not disturb

you. My visit is unseasonable; but

my uncle—where is he]
"

" He has been in town all the morn-

ing; he said he should dine out, and
I now expect him every minute."

" You have been endeavouring to

charm away the sense of his absence.

Dare I ask you to continue to play ?

It is seldom that I hear a voice so

Bweet, and skill so consummate. You
must have been instructed by the best

Italian masters."

"No," said Mrs. Templeton, with

a very slight colour in her delicate

cheek—" I learned young, and of one

who loved music and felt it ; but who
was not a foreigner."

** Will you sing me that song again )

No. 193.

—you give the words a beauty I never

discovered in them
;

yet they (us

well as the music itself) are by mj
poor friend whom Mr. Templeton does

not like— Maltravers."

"Are they his also?" said Mrs.

Temjleton, with emotion; "it is

strange I did not know it. I heard

the air in the streets, and it struck

me much. I inquired the name of

the song and bought it—it is very

strange
!

"

" What is strange 1

"

" That there is a kind of language

in your friend's music and poetry

which comes home to me, like words

I have heard years ago ! Is he young.

this Mr. MaltraversV
" Yes, he is still young."
" And, and "

Here Mrs. Templeton was inter-

rupted by the entrance of her husband.

He held the letter from Lord Saxing-

ham—it was yet unopened. He
seemed moody ; but that was com-

mon with him. He coldly shook
hands with Lumley, nodded to his

wife, found fault with the fire, and
throwing himself into his easy-chair,

said, " So, Lumley, I think I was a

fool for taking your advice—and
hanging back about this new election.

I see by the evening papers that there

is shortly to be a creation of peers.

If I had shown activity on behalf of

the government, I might have shamed
them into gratitude."

" I think I was right, sir," replied

Lumley ;
" public men are often

alarmed into gratitude, seldom shamed
into it. Firm votes, like old friends,

are most valued when we think we
are about to lose them ; but wThat is

that letter in your hand ]

"

" Oh, some begging petition, I

suppose."

"Pardon me— it has an official

look."

Templeton put on his spectacles,

raised the letter, examined the address

and seal, hastilv opened it, and broka

o 13
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into an exclamation very like an oath

:

when he had concluded—"Give me
your hand, nephew— the thing is

settled—I am to have the peerage.

You were right—ha, ha!—my dear

wife, you will be my lady, think of

that—arn't you glad]—why don't

your ladyship smile ] Where 's the

child—where is she, I say ]

"

" Gone to bed, sir," said Mrs.

Templeton," half frightened.

" Gone to bed ! I must go and

kiss her. Gone to bed, has she ]

Light that candle, Lumley." [Here

Mr. Templeton rangthebell.] " JohD,"

Baid he, as the servant entered,

—

" John, tell James to go the first

thing in the morning to Baxter's, and

tell him not to paint my chariot till

he hears from me. I must go kiss

the child—I must, really."

"D the child," muttered Lum-
ley, as after giving the candle to his

uncle, he turned to the fire ; " what

the deuce has she got to do with the

matter ] Charming little girl—yours,

madam ! how I love her ! My uncle

dotee on her—no wonder !

"

" He is, indeed, very, very fond of

her," said Mrs. Templeton, with a

sigh that seemed to come from the

depth of her heart.

" Did he take a fancy to her before

you were married ]

"

" Yes, I believe—oh yes, certainly."

" Her own father could not be more
fond of her."

Mrs. Templeton made no answer,

but lighted her candle, and wishing

Lumley good night, glided from the

room.
" I wonder if my grave aunt and

my grave uncle took a bite at the

apple before they bought the right of

the tree. It looks suspicious
;
yet no,

it can't be ; there is nothing of the

seducer or the seductive about the old

fellow. It is not likely— here he

comes."

In came Templeton, and his eyes

were moist, and his brow relaxed.

" And how is the little angel, sir ?

"

asked Ferrers.

" She kissed me, though I woke
her up ; children are usually cross

when wakened."

"Are they]—little dears! Well,

sir, so I was right, then ; may I see

the letter ]

"

" There it is."

Ferrers drew his chair to the fire,

and read his own production with all

the satisfaction of an anonymous
author.

"How kind!—how considerate!

—how delicately put]— a double

faviur! But perhaps, after all, it

does not express your wishes."

* In what way ]"

" Why—why—about myself."
" You!—is there anything about

you in it ]—I did not observe that—
let me see."

* Uncles never selfish !—mem. for

commonplace-book !" thought Ferrers.

The uncle knit his brows as he re-

perused the letter. " This won't do,

Lumley," said he, very shortly, when
he had done.

"A seat in parliament is too much
honour for a poor nephew, then,

Bir
!

" said Lumley, very bitterly,

though he did not feel at all bitter

;

but it was the proper tone—" I have

done all in my power to advance

your ambition, and you will not even

lend a hand to forward me one step

in my career. But, forgive me, sir,

I have no right to expect it."

" Lumley !
" replied Templeton,

kindly, "you mistake me. I think

much more highly of you than I did

—much : there is a steadiness, a

sobriety about you most praiseworthy,

and you shall go into parliament if

you wish it ; but not for C * * * * *.

I will give my interest there to some
other friend of the government, and
in return they oau give you a treasury

borough ! That is the same thing to

you."

Lumley was agreeably surprised

—
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he pressed his uncle's hand warmly,

and thanked him cordially. Mr.
Templeton proceeded to explain to

nim that it was inconvenient and
expensive, sitting for places where

one's family was known, and Lumley
rally subscribed to all.

" As for the settlement of the

peerage, that is all right," said Tem-
pleton ; and then he sunk into a

reverie, from which he broke joyously
—"yes, that is all right. I have

projects, objects—this may unite them
all—nothing can be better—you will

be the next lord—what—I say what
title shall we have ?

"

" Oh, take a sounding one—you

have very little landed property, I

thinkV
" Two thousand a-year in shire,

bought a bargain."
" What 's the name of the place 1

"

" Grubley."
" Lord Grubley !—Baron Grubley

of Grubley—oh, atrocious ! Who had
the place before you 1

"

" Bought it of Mr. Sheepshanks

—

very old family."

" But surely some old Norman
once had the place 1

"

" Norman, yes ! Henry the Second

gave it to his barber— Bertram
Courval."

"That's it!—that's it !—Lord de

Courval—singular coincidence !—de-

Kent from the old line. Heralds'

College soon settle all that. Lord de

Courval !—nothing can sound better.

There must be a village or hamlet

still called Courval about the pro-

perty."

" I 'm afraid not. There is Coddle

End !

"

" Coddle End !—Coddle End !—the
very thing, sir—the very thing—clear

corruption from Courval !—Lord de

Courval of Courval ! Superb ! Ha !

ha!"
" Ha ! ha !

" laughed Templeton,

and he had hardly laughed before

since he was thirty.

The relations sate long and con-

versed familiarly. Ferrers slept at

the villa, and his sleep was sound, for

he thought little of plans once formed

and half-executed ; it was the hunt

that kept him awake, and he slept

like a hound when the prey was down.

Not so Templeton, who did not close

his eye3 all night. — " Yes, yes,"

thought he, " I must get the fortune

and the title in one line, by a prudent

management. Ferrers deserves what

I mean to do for him. Steady, good-

natured, frank, and will get on—yes,

yes, I see it all. Meanwhile I did

well to prevent his standing for

C ***** • might pick up gossip

about Mrs. T., and other things that

might be unpleasant Ah, I'm a

shrewd fellow 1
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CHAPTER in.

" Lauzun.—There, Marqui3, there, I've done it.

Montespan.—Done it ! yes ! Nice doings !

"

The Duches* cie la Valliire.

Ltjhlet hastened to strike while the

iron was hot. The next morning he

went straight to the Treasury—saw

the managing secretary, a clever,

sharp man, who, like Ferrers, carried

off intrigue and manoeuvre by a blunt,

careless, bluff manner.

Ferrers announced that he was to

stand for the free, respectable, open

city of C * * * * *, with an electoral

population of 2500— a very showy

place it was for a member in the old

ante-reform times, and was considered

a thoroughly independent borough.

The secretary congratulated and com-

plimented him.
" We have had losses lately in our

elections among the larger constitu-

encies," said Lumley.
" We have indeed—three towns lost

in the last six months. Members do

die so very unseasonably !

"

"Is Lord Staunch yet provided

for]" asked Lumley. Now Lord

Staunch was one of the popular show-

fight great guns of the administra-

tion—not in office, but that most

useful person to all governments, an

out-and-out supporter upon the most

independent principles— who was

known to have refused place, and to

value himself on independence—
a man who helped the government

over the stile when it was seized with

a temporary lameness, and who car-

ried "great weight with him in the

country," Lord Staunch had foolishly

thrown up a close borough in order

to contest a largo city, and had failed

in the attempt. His failure was

everywhere cited as a proof of the

growing unpopularity of ministers.
" Is Lord Staunch yet provided

for 1 " asked Lumley.
Why, he must have his old seat

—

Three-Oaks. Three-Oaks is a nice,

quiet little place ; most respectable

constituency— all Staunch's own
family."

" Just the thing for him
;
yet, 'tis

a pity that he did not wait to stand

for C ***** • my uncle's interest

would have secured him."
" Ay, I thought so the moment

C * * * * * was vacant. However, it

is too late now."
" It would be a great triumph if

Lord Staunch could show that a large

constituency volunteered to elect him
without expense."

" Without expense !—Ah, yes, in-

deed !—It would prove that purity of

election still exists—that British insti-

tutions are still upheld."
" It might be done, Mr. "

" Why, I thought that you "

" Were to stand—that is true—and

it will be difficult to manage my
uncle ; but he loves me much—you

know I am his heir—I believe I could

do it ; that is, if you thiuk it would

be a very great advantage to the party,

and a very great service to the go rem-

inent."
" Why, Mr. Ferrers, it would indeed

be both."

"And in that case I could have

Three-Oaks."
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" I see—exactly so ; but to give up
bo respectable a seat—really it is a

sacrifice."

" Say no more, it shall be done. A
deputation shall wait on Lord Staunch
directly. I will see my uncle, and a

despatch shall be sent down to

C***** to-night; at least I hope
so. I must not be too confident.

My uncle is an old man, nobody but

myself can manage him ; I '11 go this

instant."

" You may be sure your kindness

will be duly appreciated."

Lumley shook hands cordially with

the secretary, and retired. The secre-

tary was not " humbugged." nor did

Lumley expect he should be. But
the secretary noted this of Lumley
Ferrers, (and that gentleman's object

was gained,) that Lumley Ferrers was

a man who looked out for office, and

if he did tolerably well in parliament

that Lumley Ferrers was a man who
ought to be pushed.

Very shortly afterwards, the Gazette

announced the election of Lord

Staunch for C * * * * *, after a sharj

but decisive contest. The ministerial

journals rang with exulting paeans

;

the opposition ones called the electors

of C * * * * * all manner of hard

names, and declared that Mr. Stout,

Lord Staunch's opponent, would peti-

tion ; which he never did. In the

midst of the hubbub, Mr. Lumley
Ferrers quietly and unobservedly

crept into the representation of

Three-Oaks.

On the night of his election he

went to Lord Saxingham's ; but what

there happened deserves another

chapter.

CHAPTER IV.

" Je connois des princes du sang, des princes etrangers, des grands seigneurs, dee

ministres d'etat, des magistrats, et des philosophes qui fileroient pour l'amour de vous.

En pouvez-vous deniander d'avantage '"*

—

Lettres de iludame de Sivigne.

" Littdore. I 1 believe it will choke me. I'm in love. * * *
Now hold your tongue Hold your tongue, I say.

" Dulner. You in love ! Ha ! ha !

" Lind. There, he laughs.
' Dal. No; I am really sorry for you."

—

German Play, (False Delicacy.)

What is here ?

Gold."

—

Shakspsarb.

\ happened that that evening Mal-

travers had, for the first time, accepted

one of many invitations with which

Lord Saxinghain had honoured him.

flis lordship and Maltravers were of

different political parties, nor were

* I know princes of the blood, foreign

princes, great lords, ministers of state,

magistrates, and philosophers who would
even spin for love of you
What can you ask more

they in other respects adapted to each

other. Lord Saxingham was a clever

man in his way, but worldly even to

a proverb among worldly people.

That "man was born to walk erect

and look upon the stars," is an elo-

quent fallacy that Lord SaxiDgham
might suffice to disprove. He seemed

born to walk with a stoop ;
and if he

ever looked upon any stars, they were

those whicli sro with a garter. Though
of celebrated and historical ancestry,
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great rank, and some personal reputa-

tion, he had all the ambition of a

parvenu. He had a strong regard

for office, not so much from the sub-

lime affection for that sublime thing,

—power over the destinies of a glo-

rious nation, as because it added to

that vulgar thing—importance in his

own set. He looked on his cabinet

uniform as a beadle looks on his gold

lace. He also liked patronage, secured

good things to distant connexions, got

on his family to the remotest degree

of relationship ; in short, he was of

the earth, earthy. He did not com-

prehend Maltravers; and Maltravers,

who every day grew prouder and

prouder, despised him. Still Lord
Saxingham was told that Maltravers

was a rising man, and he thought it

well to be civil to rising men, of what-

ever party ; besides, his vanity was

flattered by having men who are talked

of in his train. He was too busy and
too great a personage to think Mal-

travers could be other than sincere,

when he declared himself, in his notes,

" very sorry," or " much concerned," to

forego the honour of dining with Lord

Saxingham on the, &c. &c. ; and there-

fore continued his invitations, till

Maltravers, from that fatality which

undoubtedly regulates and controls

us, at last accepted the proffered dis-

tinction.

He arrived late—most of the guests

were assembled ; and, after exchang-

ing a few words with his host, Ernest

fell back into the general group, and

found himself in the immediate neigh-

bourhood of Lady Florence Lascelles.

This lady had never much pleased

Maltravers, for he was not fond of

masculine or coquetish heroines, and
Lady Florence seemed to him to

merit both epithets; therefore, though

he had met her often since the first

day ho had been introduced to her,

be had usually contented himself with

a distant bow or a passing salutation.

But now, as he turned round and saw

her—she was, for a miracle, sitting

alone—and in her most dazzling and
noble countenance there was so evi-

dent an appearance of ill-health, that
he was struck and touched by it. In
fact, beautiful as she was, both in face

and form, there was something in the

eye and the bloom of Lady Florence,

which a skilful physician would have
seen with prophetic pain. And, when-
ever occasional illness paled the roses

of the cheek, and sobered the play of

the lips, even an ordinary observer

would have thought of the old com-
monplace proverb—" that the bright-

est beauty has the briefest life." It

was some sentiment of this kind, per-

haps, that now awakened the sym-
pathy of Maltravers. He addressed

her with more marked courtesy than

usual, and took a seat by her

side.

" You have been to the House, I

suppose, Mr. Maltravers?" said Lady
Florence.

" Yes, for a short time ; it is not

one of our field-nights—no division

was expected ; and by this time, 1

dare say, the House has been counted

out."

" Do you like the life ?

"

" It has excitement," said Maltra-

vers, evasively.

" And the excitement is of a noble

character ]

"

" Scarcely so, I fear—it is so made
up of mean and malignant motives,

—

there is in it so much jealousy of

our friends, so much unfairness to our

enemies;—such readiness to attribute

to others the basest objects,—such

willingness to avail ourselves of the

poorest stratagems !—The ends may
be great, but the means are very

ambiguous."
" I knew you would feel this," ex-

claimed Lady Florence, with a heigh-t

ened colour."

" Did you 1 " said Maltravers, rather

interested as well as surprised. " 1

scarcely imagined it possible that you
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would deign to divine secrets so insig-

nificant."

" You did not do me justice then,"

returned Lady Florence, with an arch

yet half-painful smile ;
" for—but I

was about to be impertinent."

Nay, say on."
" For—then—I do not imagine you

to be one apt to do injustice to your-

self."

" Oh ! you consider me presump-

tuous and arrogant ; but that is com-

mon report, and you do right, perhaps,

to believe it."

" Was there ever any one uncon-

scious of his own merit ] " asked Lady
Florence, proudly. "They who dis-

trust themselves have good reason

for it."

" You seek to cure the wound you in-

flicted," returned Makravers, smiling.
" No ; what I said was an apology

for myself, as well as for you. You
need no words to vindicate you

;
you

are a man, and can bear out all arro-

gance with the royal motto

—

Dieu et

mon droit. AVith you, deeds can sup-

port pretension ; but I am a woman

—

it was a mistake of Nature !

"

" But what triumphs that man can

achieve bring so immediate, so pal-

pable a reward as those won by a

woman, beautiful and admired—who
finds every room an empire, and every

class her subjects ]

"

" It is a despicable realm."

" What !—to command—to win

—

to bow to your worship—the greatest,

and the highest, and the sternest ; to

own slaves in those whom men recog-

nise as their lords ! Is such power

despicable? If so, what power is to

be envied
!

"

Lady Florence turned quickly round

to Maltravers, and fixed on him her

large dark eyes, as if she would read

into his very heart. She turned away
with a blush and a slight frown

—

" There is mockery on your lip," said

she.

Before Maltravera could answer,

dinner was announced, and a foreign

ambassador claimed the hand of Lady
Florence. Maltravers saw a young
lady, with gold oats in her very light

hair, fall to his lot, and descended tf

the dining-room, thinking more ol

Lady Florence Lascelles than he had
ever done before.

He happened to sit nearly opposite

to the young mistress of the house,

(Lord Saxingham, as the reader knows,

was a widower, and Lady Florence an

only child ;) and Maltravers was that

day in one of those felicitous moods in

which our animal spirits search, and
carry up, as it were, to the surface, our

intellectual gifts and acquisitions. He
conversed generally and happily ; but

once, when he turned his eyes to ap-

peal to Lady Florence for her opinion

on some point in discussion, he caught

her gaze fixed upon him with aD

expression that cheeked the current

of his gaiety, and cast him into curi-

ous and bewildered reverie. In that

gaze there was earnest and cordial

admiration ; but it was mixed with

so much mournfulness, that the ad-

miration lost its eloquence, and he

who noticed it was rather saddened

than flattered.

After dinner, when Maltravers

sought the drawing-rooms, he found

them filled with the customary mob
of good society. In one corner he

discovered Castruccio Cesarini, play-

ing on a guitar, slung across his breast

with a blue riband. The Italian sang

well : many young ladies were grouped

round him, amongst others, Florence

Lascelles. Maltravers, fond as he was

of music, looked upon Castruccio's

performance as a disagreeable exhibi-

tion. He had a Quixotic idea of the

dignity of talent ; and though himself

of a musical science, and a melody of

voice that would have thrown the

room into ecstacies, be would as soon

have turned juggler or tumbler for

polite amusement, as contended for

I

the bravos of a drawing-room. It was
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because he was one of the proudest

men in the world, that Maltravers

was one of the least vain. He did not

care a rush for applause in small

things. But Cesarini would have
summoned the whole world to see

him play at push-pin, if he thought
he played it well.

" Beautiful ! divine ! charming !

"

—cried the young ladies, as Cesarini

ceased ; and Maltravers observed that

Florence praised more earnestly than
the rest, and that Cesarini's dark eyes

sparkled, and his pale cheek flushed

with unwonted brilliancy. Florence
turned to Maltravers, and the Italian,

following her eyes, frowned darkly.

"You know the Signor Cesarini,"

said Florence, joining Maltravers.

"He is an interesting and gifted

person."

" Unquestionably. I grieve to see

him wasting his talents upon a soil

that may yield a few short-lived

flowers, without one useful plant, or

productive fruit."

" He enjoys the passing hour, Mr.
Maltravers; and sometimes when I

see the mortifications that await

sterner labour, I think he is right."
" Hush !

" said Maltravers ;
" his

eyes are on us—he is listening breath-

lessly for every word you utter. I

fear that you have made an uncon-

scious conquest of a poet's heart ; and
if so, he purchases the enjoyment of

the passing hour at a fearful price."

" Nay," said Lady Florence, indif-

ferently, " he is one of those to whom
the fancy supplies the place of the

heart. And if I give him an inspira-

tion, it will be an equal luxury to him
whether his lyre be strung to hope or

disappointment. The sweetness of his

verses will compensate to him for any
bitterness in actual life."

"There are two kinds of love," an-

swered Maltravers,—" love and self-

love ; the wounds of the last are often

most incurable in those who appear
least vulnerable to the first. Ah

Lady Florence, were I privileged to

play the monitor, I would venture on
one warning, however much it might
offend you."

" And that is
"

" To forbear coquetry."

Maltravers smiled as he spoke, but

it was gravely—and at the same time

he moved gently away. But Lady
Florence laid her hand on his arm.

" Mr. Maltravers," said she, very

softly, and with a kind of faltering in

her tone, "am I wrong to say that I

am anxious for your good opinion!

Do not judge me harshly. I am
soured, discontented, unhappy. I

have no sympathy with the world.

These men whom I see around me

—

what are they ? the mass of them un-

feeling and silken egotists—ill-judging,

ill educated, well-dressed : the few who
are called distinguished—how selfish

in their ambition, how passionless in

their pursuits ! Am I to be blamed

if I sometimes exert a power over such

as these, which rather proves my scorn

of them than my own vanity 1

"

" I have no right to argue with

you."

" Yes, argue with me, convince me,

guide me—Heaven knows that im-

petuous and haughty as I am, I need

a guide,"—and Lady Florence's eyes

swam with tears. Ernest's prejudices

against her were greatly shaken : he

was even somewhat dazzled by her

beauty, and touched by her unex-

pected gentleness ; but still, his heart

was not assailed, and he replied almost

coldly, after a short pause,

—

" Dear Lady Florence, look round

the world—who so much to be envied

as yourself! What sources of happi-

ness and pride are open to you ! Why,
then, make to yourself causes of dis-

content
1

?—why be scornful of those

who cross not your path ? Why not

look with charity upon God's less en-

dowed children, beneath you as they

may seem ? What consolation have

you in hurting the hearts or the vaui
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ties of others 1 Do you raise yourself

even in your own estimation ? You
affect to be above your sex—yet what
character do you despise more in

women than that which you assume'?

Semiramis should not be a coquette !

There now, I have offended you—

I

confess I am very rude."

"I am not offended," said Florence,

almost struggling with her tears
;

and she added inly, " Ah, I am too

happy ! "—There are some lips from

which even the proudest women love

to hear the censure which appears to

disprove indifference.

It was at this time that Lumley
Ferrers, flushed with the success of

his schemes and projects, entered the

room ; and his quick eye fell upon
that corner, in which he detected what
appeared to him a very alarming flirt-

ation between his rich cousin and
Ernest Maltravers. He advanced to

the spot, and with his customary
frankness, extended a hand to each.

" Ah, my dear and fair cousin, give

me your congratulations, and ask me
for my first frank, to be bound up in

a collection of autographs by distin-

guished senators—it will sell high
one of these days. Your most obe-

dient, Mr. Maltravers ;—how we shall

laugh in our sleeves at the humbug of

politics, when you and I, the best

friends in the world, sit vis-a-vis on
opposite benches. But why, Lady
Florence, have you never introduced

me to your pet Italian? Allans! I

am his match in Alfieri, whom, of

course, he swears by, and whose
verses, by the way, seem cut out of

box-wood—the hardest material for

turning off that sort of machinery
that invention ever hit on."

Thus saying, Ferrers contrived, as

he thought, very cleverly, to divide a

pair that he much feared were justly

formed to meet by nature—and, to

his great joy, Maltravers shortly after-

wards withdrew.

Ferrers, with the happy ease that

belonged to his complacent, though

plotting character, soon made Cesarim

at home with him ; and two or three

slighting expressions which the for-

mer dropped with respect to Mal-

travers, coupled with some outrageous

compliments to the Italian, completely

won the heart of the poet. The bril-

liant Florence was more silent and
subdued than usual ; and her voice

was softer, though graver, when she

replied to Castruecio's eloquent ap-

peals. Castruccio was one of those

men who talkfine. By degrees, Lum-
ley lapsed into silence, and listened to

what took place between Lady Flo-

rence and the Italian, while appearing

to be deep in " The Views of tho

Rhine," which lay on the table.

"Ah," said the latter, in his soft

native tongue, " could you know how
I watch every shade of that counte-

nance which makes my heaven ! Is

it clouded ! night is with me !—is it

radiant, I am as the Persian gazing

on the sun !

"

" Why do you speak thus to me

'

were you not a poet, I might be

angry."
" You were not angry when the

English poet, that cold Maltravers,

spoke to you perhaps as boldly."

Lady Florence drew up her haughty

head. " Signor," said she, checking,

however, her first impulse, and with

mildness, " Mr. Maltravers neither

flatters nor
"

" Presumes, you were about to say,"

said Cesarini, grinding his teeth.

" But it is well—once you were less

chilling to the utterance of my deep
devotion."

" Never, Signor Cesarini, never

—

but when I thought it was but the

common gallantry of your nation : let

me think so still."

" No, proud woman," said Cesarini,

fiercely, " no—hear the truth."

Lady Florence rose indignantly.
" Hear me," he continued. " I

—

I the poor foreigner, the despised
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minstrel, dare to lift up my eyes to

you ! I love you !

"

Never had Florence Lascelles been
bo humiliated and confounded. How-
ever she might have amused herself

with the vanity of Cesarini, she had
not given him, as she thought, the

warrant to address her—the great

Lady Florence, the prize of dukes and
princes—in this hardy manner ; she
almost fancied him insane. But the
next moment she recalled the warning
of Maltravers, and felt as if her
punishment had commenced.

" You will think and speak more
calmly, sir, when we meet again," and
so saying she swept away.

Cesarini remained rooted to the
spot, with his dark countenance ex-

pressing such passions as are rarely

seen in the aspect of civilised men.
" Where do you lodge, Signor Cesa-

rini ] " asked the bland, familiar voice

of Ferrers. " Let us walk part of the
way together—that is, when you are

tired of these hot rooms."

Cesarini groaned. "You are ill,"

continued Ferrers ;
" the air will re-

vive you—come." He glided from the
room, and the Italian mechanically
followed him. They walked together
for some moments in silence, side by
side, in a clear, lovely, moonlight
night. At length Ferrers said, " Par-

don me, my dear Signor, but you may
already have observed that I am a

very frank, odd sort of fellow. I see

you are caught by the charms of my
cruel cousin. Can I serve you in any
way ?

"

A man at all acquainted with the

world in which we live would have
been suspicious of such cordiality in

the cousin of an heiress, towards a
very unsuitable aspirant. But Cesa-

rini, like many indifferent poets, (but

like few good ones,) had no commou
sense. He thought it quite natural

that a man who admired his poetry so

much as Lumley had declared he did,

Bhould take a lively interest in his

welfare; and he therefore replied

warmly, " Oh, sir, this is indeed a

crushing blow : I dreamed she loved

me. She was ever flattering and gen-

tle when she spoke to me, and in

verse already I had told her of my
love, and met with no rebuke."

" Did your verses really and plainly

declare love, and in your own person?"

"Why, the sentiment was veiled

perhaps—put into the mouth of a

fictitious character, or conveyed in an

allegory."

"Oh!" ejaculated Ferrers, thinking

it. very likely that the gorgeous Flo-

rence, hymned by a thousand bards,

had done little more than cast a

glance over the lines that had cost

poor Cesarini such anxious toil, and

inspired him with such daring hope.
" Oh !—and to-night she was more
severe !—she is a terrible coquette, la

belle Florence! But perhaps you have

a rival."

" I feel it—I saw it—I know it."

" Whom do you suspect ?

"

" That accursed Maltravers ! He
crosses me in every path—my spirit

quails beneath his whenever we en-

counter. I read my doom."
" If it be Maltravers," said Ferrers,

gravely, " the danger cannot be great.

Florence has seen but little of him,

and he does not admire her much

;

but she is a great match, and he is

ambitious. We must guard against

this betimes, Cesarini—for know that

I dislike Maltravers as much as you

do, and will cheerfully aid you in any

plan to blight his hopes in that

quarter."
" Generous, noble friend !—yet he

is richer, better-born than I."

" That may be; but to one in Ladj

Florence's position, all minor grade*

of rank in her aspirants seem pretty

well levelled. Come, I don't tell yot

that I would not sooner she married

a countryman and an equal—but I

have taken a liking to you, and 1

detest Maltravers. She is very r»
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mantic—fond of poetry to a passion

—

writes it herself, I fancy. Oh, you '11

just suit her; but, alas! how will you
see her ?

"

" See her 1 What mean you ?

"

" Why, have you not declared love

to-night f I thought I overheard you.

Can you for a moment fancy that,

after such an avowal, Lady Florence

will again receive you—that is, if she

mean to reject your suitV
" Fool that I was ! But no—she

must, she shall."

" Be persuaded ;—in this country

violence will not do. Take my advice,

write an humble apology, confess your
fault, invoke her pity ; and, declaring

that you renounce for ever the cha-

racter of a lover, implore still to be

acknowledged as a friend. Be quiet

now,—hear me out ; I am older than

you ; I know my cousin ; this will

pique her
;
your modesty will soothe,

while your coldness will arouse, her

vanity. Meanwhile you will watch
the progress of Maltravers—I will be
by your elbow; and between us, to

use a homely phrase,—we will do for

him. Then you may have your
opportunity— clear stage and fair

Dlay."

Cesarini was at first rebellious; but

at length even he saw the policy of

the advice. But Lumley would not

leave him till the advice was adopted.

He made Castruccio accompany him
to a club, dictated the letter to

Florence, and undertook its charge.

This was not all.

" It is also necessary," said Lumley,
after a short but thoughtful silence,

"that you should write to Maltravers."
" And for what 1

"

" I have my reasons. Ask him, in

a frank and friendly spirit, his opinion

»f Lady Florence ; state your belief

that she loves you, and inquire inge-

nuously what he thinks your chances

of happiness in such a union."
" But why this ]

"

* His answer may be useful," re-

turned Lumley, musingly. "Stay, I

will dictate the letter."

Cesarini wondered and hesitated,

but there was that about Lumley
Ferrers which had already obtained

command over the weak and passion-

ate poet. He wrote, therefore, as

Lumley dictated, beginning with some
common-place doubts as to the happi-

ness of marriage in general, excusing

himself for his recent coldness towards

Maltravers, and asking him his con-

fidential opinion both as to Lady
Florence's character and his own
chances of success.

This letter, like the former one,

Lumley sealed and despatched.
" You perceive," he then said

briefly to Cesarini, "that it is the

object of this letter to entrap Mal-

travers into some plain and honest

avowal of his dislike to Lady Florence

—we may make good use of such

expressions hereafter, if he should

ever prove a rival. And now go home
to rest—you look exhausted . Adieu,

my new friend."

" I have long had a presentiment,"

said Lumley to his councillor self, as

he walked to Great George Street,

"that that wild girl has conceived a

romantic fancy for Maltravers. But
I can easily prevent such an accident

ripening into misfortune. Mean-
while, I have secured a tool, if I want

one. By Jove, what an as3 that poet

is! But so was Cassio; yet Iago

made use of him. If Iago had been

born now, and dropped that foolish

fancy for revenge, what a glorious

fellow he would have been ! Prime
minister at least !

"

Pale, haggard, exhausted, Castruc-

cio Cesarini, traversing a length of

way, arrived at last at a miserable

lodging in the suburb of Chelsea.

His fortune was now gone—gone in

supplying the poorest food to a

craving and imbecile vanity
; gone,

that its owner might seem what
Nature never meant him for—th»
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elegant Lothario -the graceful man
of pleasure—the troubadour of mo-
dern life !—gone in horses and jewels,

and tine clothes, and gaming, and
printing unsaleable poems on gilt-

edged vellum ;—gone, that he might
be not a greater but a more fashion-

able man than Ernest Maltravers!

Such is the common destiny of those

poor adventurers who confine fame to

boudoirs and saloons. No matter,

whether they be poets or dandies,

wealthy parvenus or aristocratic

cadets, all equally prove the adage

that the wrong paths to reputation

are strewed with the wrecks of peace,

fortune, happiness, and too often

honour ! And yet this poor young
man had dared to hope for the hand
of Florence Lascelles! He had the

common notion of foreigners, that

English girls marry for love, are very

romantic ; that, within the three seas,

heiresses are as plentiful as black-

berries ; and for the rest, his vanity

had been so pampered, that it now
insinuated itself into every fibre of his

intellectual and moral system.

Cesarini looked cautiously round,

as he arrived at his door; for he
fancied that, even in that obscure

place, persons might be anxious to

catch a glimpse of the celebrated

poet ; and he concealed his residence

from all ; dined on a roll when he

did not dine out, and left his address

at " The Travellers'." He looked

round, I 6ny, and he did observe a

tall figure, wrapped in a cloak, that

had, indeed, followed him from a dis-

tant and more populous part of the

town. But the figure turned round,

and vanished instantly. Cesarini

mounted to his second floor. And
about the middle of the next day, a

messenger left a letter at his door,

containing one hundred pounds in a

blank envelope. Cesarini knew not

the writing of the address ; his pride

was deeply wounded : amidst all his

penury, he had not even applied to

his own sister. Could it come from

her—from De Montaigne 1 He was

lost in conjecture. He put the remit

tance aside for a few days, for he had

something fine in him, the poor poet!

—but bills grew pressing, and neces-

sity hath no law.

Two days afterwards, Cesarini

brought to Ferrers the answer he had
received from Maltravers. Lumley
had rightly foreseen that the high

spirit of Ernest would conceive some
indignation at the coquetry of Flo-

rence in beguiling the Italian into

hopes never to be realised—that he

would express himself openly and
warmly. He did so, however, with

more gentleness than Lumley had
anticipated.

" This is not exactly the thing,'
-

said Ferrers, after twice reading the

letter ;
" still it may hereafter be a

strong card in our hands—we will

keep it."

So saying, he locked up the letter

in his desk, and Cesarini soon forgot

its existence.
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CHAPTER V.

" She was a phantom of delight,

When first she gleamed upon my sight

;

A lovely apparition sent,

To be a moment's ornament.'*

—

Wordsworth.

M.ALTKAVERS did not see Lady Flo-

rence again for some weeks ; mean-

while, Lumley Ferrers made his debut

in parliament. Rigidly adhering to

his plan of acting on a deliberate

system, and not prone to overrate

himself, Mr. Ferrers did not, like

most promising new members, try

the hazardous ordeal of a great first

speech. Though bold, fluent, and
ready, he was not eloquent ; and he

knew that on great occasions, when
great speeches are wanted, great guns

like to have the fire to themselves.

Neither did he split upon the oppo-

site rock of " promising young men,"

who stick to "the business of the

house " like leeches, and quibble on

details; in return for which labour,

they are generally voted bores, who
can never do anything remarkable.

But he spoke frequently, shortly,

courageously, and with a strong dash

of good-humoured personality. He
waa the man whom a minister could

get to say something which other

people did not like to say ; and he

did so with a frank fearlessness that

carried off any seeming violation of

good taste. He soon became a very

popular speaker in the parliamentary

clique ; especially with the gentlemen

who crowd the bar, and never want
to hear the argument of the debate.

Between him and Maltravers a visible

coldness now existed ; for the latter

looked upon his old friend (whose

principles of logic led him even to

republicanism, and who had been

accustomed to accuse Ernest of tem-

porising with plain tn ths, if he de-

murred to their app.ication to arti-

ficial states of society) as a cold-

blooded and hypocritical adventurer

;

while Ferrers, seeing that Ernest

could now be of no further use to

him, was willing enough to drop a

profitless intimacy. Nay, he thought
it would be wise to pick a quarrel

with him, if possible, as the best

means of banishing a supposed rival

from the house of his noble relation,

Lord Saxingham. But no opportu-

nity for that step presented itself; so

Lumley kept a fit of convenient rude-

ness, or an impromptu sarcasm in

reserve, if ever it should be wanted.

The season and the session were
alike drawing to a close, when Mal-

travers received a pressing invitation

from Cleveland to spend a week at

his villa, which he assured Ernest
would be full of agreeable people ; and
as all business productive of debate

or division was over, Maltravers was
glad to obtain fresh air, and a change
of scene. Accordingly, he sent down
his luggage and favourite books, and,

one afternoon in early August, rode

alone towards Temple Grove. He
was much dissatisfied, perhaps disap-

pointed, with his experience of public

life; and with his high-wrought am1

over-refining views of the deficiencies

of others more prominent, he was in

a humour to mingle also censure of

himself, for having yielded too much
to the doubts and scruples that often
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in the early part of their career beset

the honest and sincere, in the turbu-

lent whirl of politics, and ever tend

to make the robust hues that should

belong to action

" Sicklied o'er with the palecast of thought."

His mind was working its way slowly

towards those conclusions, which
sometimes ripen the best practical

men out of the most exalted theorists,

and perhaps he saw before him the

pleasing prospect flatteringly exhi-

bited to another, when he complained
of being too honest for party, viz.,

" of becoming a very pretty rascal in

time
!

"

For several weeks he had not heard

from his unknown correspondent, and
the time was come when he missed

those letters, now continued for more
than two years; and which, in their

eloquen' mixture of complaint, ex-

hortation, despondent gloom, and de-

clamatory enthusiasm, had often

soothed him in dejection, and made
him more sensible of triumph. While
revolving in his mind thoughts con-

nected with these subjects—and, some-

how or other, with his more ambitious

reveries were always mingled musings
of curiosity respecting his corre-

spondent—he was struck by the beauty

of a little girl, of about eleven years

old, who was walking with a female

attendant on the footpath that skirted

the road. I said that he was struck

by her beauty, but that is a wrong
expression ; it was rather the charm
of her countenance than the perfec-

tion of her features which arrested

the gaze of Maltravers—a charm that

might not have existed for others, but
was inexpressively attractive to him,

and was so much apart from the

vulgar fascination of mere beauty,

that it would have equally touched a

chord at his heart, if coupled with

homely features or a bloomless cheek.

This charm was in a wonderful inno-

cence and dovelike softness of expres-

sion. We all form to ourselves some
beau ideal of the " fair spirit " we
desire as our earthly " minister," and
somewhat capriciously gauge and pro-

portion our admiration of living

shapes according as the beau ideal

is more or less embodied or approached.

Beauty, of a stamp that is not familiar

to the dreams of our fancy, may win

the cold homage of our judgment,

while a look, a feature, a something

that realises and calls up a bo\ish

vision, and assimilates even distantly

to the picture we wear within us, has

a loveliness peculiar to our eyes, and

kindles an emotion that almost seems

to belong to memory. It is this

which the Platonists felt when they

wildly supposed that souls attracted

to each other on earth had been

united in an earlier being and a

diviner sphere ; and there was in the

young face on which Ernest gazed

precisely this ineffable harmony with

his preconceived notions of the Beau-

tiful. Many a nightly and noonday
revery was realised in those mild yet

smiling eyes of the darkest blue ; in

that ingenuous breadth of brow, with

its slightly pencilled arches, and the

nose, not cut in that sharp and clear

symmetry which looks so lovely in

marble, but usually gives to flesh and

blood a decided and hard character,

that better becomes the sterner than

the gentler sex—no ; not moulded in

the pure Grecian, nor in the pure

Roman cast ; but small, delicate, with

the least possible inclination to turn

upward, that was only to be detected

in one position of the head, and
served to give a prettier archness to

the sweet, flexile lips, which, from the

gentleness of their repose, seemed to

smile unconsciously, but rather from

a happy constitutional serenity than

from the giddiness of mirth. Such
was the character of this fair child's

countenance, on which Maltravers

turned and gazed involuntarily and

reverently, with something of the
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jidmiring delight with which we look

upon the Virgin of a Raffaelle, or the

mnset landscape of a Claude. The
eirl did not appear to feel any prema-

ture coquetry at the evident, though
respectful, admiration she excited.

She met the eyes bent upon her,

brilliant and eloquent as they were,

with a fearless and unsuspecting gaze,

and pointed out to her companion,

with all a child's quick and unre-

strained impulse, the shining and

raven gloss, the arched and haughty

neck, of Ernest's beautiful Arabian.

Now there happened between Mal-

travers and the young object of his

admiration a little adventure, which

served, perhaps, to fix in her recollec-

tion this short encounter with a

stranger ; for certain it is, that, years

after, she did remember both the cir-

cumstances of the adventure and the

features of Maltravers. She wore one I

of those large straw-hats which look ;

so pretty upon children, and the .

warmth of the day made her untie
'

the strings which confined it. A
gentle breeze arose, as by a turn in

the road the country became more
open, and suddenly wafted the hat

from its proper post—almost to the

hoofs of Ernest's horse. The child

naturally made a spring forward to

arrest the deserter, and her foot

slipped down the bank, which was

rather steeply raised above the road

;

she uttered a low cry of pain. To
dismount—to regain the prize—and

to restore it to its owner, was, with

Ernest, the work of a moment ; the

poor girl had twisted her ankle, and
was leaning upon her servant for sup-

port. But when she saw the anxiety,

and almost the alarm, upon the

stranger's face (and her exclamation

of pain had literally thrilled his heart

—so much and so unaccountably had
she excited his interest), she made an
effort at self-control, not common at

her years, and, with a forced smile,

assured him she was not much hurt

—that it was nothing—that she was
just at home.

" Oh, miss
!

" said the servant, " I

am sure you are very bad. Dear
heart, how angry master will be ! It

was not my fault ; was it, sir 1

"

" Oh, no, it was not your fault,

Margaret ; don't be frightened—papa
shan't blame you. But I 'm much
better now." So saying, she tried to

walk ; but the effort was vain—she
turned yet more pale, and though
she struggled to prevent a shriek, the

tears rolled down her cheeks.

It was very odd, but Maltravers

had never felt more touched— tr e

tears stood in his own eyes ; he longed
to carry her in his arms, but, child as

she was, a strange kind of nervous
timidity forbade him. Margaret, per-

haps, expected it of him, for she looked

hard in his face, before she attempted
a burthen, to which, being a small,

slight person, she was by no means
equal. However, after a pause, she

took up her charge, who, ashamed of

her tears, and almost overcome with

pain, nestled her head in the woman's
bosom, and Maltravers walked by her

side, while his docile and well-trained

horse followed at a distance, every

now and then putting its fore-legs on
the bank, and cropping away a mouth-
ful of leaves from the hedge-row.

" Oh, Margaret !

" said the little

sufferer, " I cannot bear it—indeed I

cannot."

And Maltravers observed that Mar-
garet had permitted the lamed foot

to hang down unsupported, so that

the pain must indeed have been
scarcely bearable. He could restrain

himself no longer.

" You are not strong enough to

carry her," said he, sharply, to the

servant ; and the next moment the

child was in his arms. Oh, with what
anxious tenderness he bore her ! and
he was so happy when she turned her

face to him and smiled, and told him
she now scarcely felt the pain If it
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were possible to be in love with a

child f' eleven years old, Maltravers

was almost in love. His pulses

trembled as he felt her pure breath

on his cheek, and her rich, beautiful

hair was waved by the breeze across

his lips. He hushed his voice to a

whisper as he poured forth all the

soothing and comforting expressions,

which give a natural eloquence to

persons fond of children—and Ernest

Maltravers was the idol of children ;

—

he understood and sympathised with

them ; he had a great deal of the child

himself, beneath the rough and cold

husk of his proud reserve. At length

they came to a lodge, and Margaret,

eagerly inquiring " whether master

and missus were at home," seemed

delighted to hear they were not.

Ernest, however, insisted on bearing

his charge across the lawn to the

house, which, like most suburban

villas, was but a stone's throw from

the lodge; and, receiving the most
positive promise that surgical advice

should be immediately sent for, he

was forced to content himself with

laying the sufferer on a sofa in the

drawing-room ; and she thanked hini

so prettily, and assured him she was

do much easier, that he would have

given the world to kiss her. The
child had completed her conquest-

over him, by being above the child's

ordinary littleness of making the

ivorst of things, in order to obtain

the consequence and dignity of beinc

pitied— she was evidently unselfish

and considerate for others. He did

kiss her, but it was the hand that ha
kissed, and no cavalier ever kissed

his lady's hand with nioro respect
;

and then, for the first time, the child

blushed—then, for the first time, she

felt as if the day would come when
she should be a child no longer

!

Why was this]—perhaps because it is

an era in life — the first sign of a

tenderness that inspires respect, not

familiarity

!

" If ever again I could be in love,"

said Maltravers, as he spurred on his

road, " I really think it would be with

that exquisite child. My feeling is

more like that of love at first sight,

than any emotion which beauty ever

caused in me. Alice—Valerie—no
;

the first sight of them did not :—but
what folly is this !—a child of eleven

—and I verging upon thirty !

"

Still, however, folly as it might be,

the image of that young girl haunted
Maltravers for many days ; till change
of scene, the distractions of society,

the grave thoughts of manhood, and,

above all, a series of exciting circum-

stances about to be narrated, gradually

obliterated a strange and most de-

lightful impression. He had learned,

however, that Mr. Templeton was th«

proprietor of the villa, which was the

child's home. He wrote to Ferrers,

to narrate the incident, and to inquire

after the sufferer. In due time he
heard from that gentleman that the

child was recovered, and gone with

Mr. and Mrs. Templeton to Brighton

for change of air ar»d sea-bathing.



book vm.

Evda IlaAAcb e/xo\t nod

&j>ki6<pp(i> Kvirpu—Eurip. Ijihig. in Aid. i, IS H

Whither come Wisdom 8 queen

Aad the sm re-wearinf htKj





BOOK VIII.

CHAPTER L

••Notitiam primosque gradus vicinia fecit.**—On*.

Cleveland's villa was full, and of per-

sons usually called agreeable. Amongst
the rest was Lady Florence Lascelles.

The wise old man had ever counselled

Maltravers not to marry too young

;

but neither did he wish him to put.

off that momentous epoch of life till

all the bloom of heart and emotion

was past away. He thought, with

the old lawgivers, that thirty was the

happy age for forming a connexion,

in the choice of which, with the reason

of manhood, ought, perhaps, to be

blended the passion of youth. And
he saw that few men were more
capable than Maltravers of the true

enjoyments of domestic life. He had
longthought,also, that nonewere more
calculated to sympathise with Ernest's

views, and appreciate his peculiar cha-

racter, than the gifted and brilliant

Florence Lascelles. Cleveland looked

with toleration on her many eccen-

tricities of thought and conduct,

—

eccentricities which he imagined
would rapidly melt away beneath the

influence of that attachment which

usually operates so great a change in

women ; and, where it is strongly and

* Neighbourhood caused the acquaintance

tod first introduction.

intensely felt, moulds even those of

the most obstinate character into

compliance or similitude with the

sentiments or habits of its object.

The stately self control of Maltra-

vers was, he conceived, precisely that

quality that gives to men an uncon-

scious command over the very thoughts

of the woman whose affection they

win : while, on the other hand, he

hoped that the fancy and enthusiasm

of Florence would tend to rendes

sharper and more practical an ambi-

tion, which seemed to the sober man
of the world too apt to refine upon
the means, and to cui bono the objects,

of worldly distinction. Besides, Cleve-

land was one who thoroughly appre.

dated the advantages of wealth and
station ; and the rank and the dower
of Florence were such as would forca

Maltravers into a position in social

life, which could not fail to make new
exactions upon talents which Cleve-

land fancied were precisely thoee

adapted rather to commaud than to

serve. In Ferrers he recognised a

man to get into power—in Maltravers

one by whom power, if ever attained,

would be wielded with dignity, and

exerted for great uses. Something,

therefore, higher than mere covetous-

e 2
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ness for the vulgar interests of Mal-

travers, made Cleveland desire to

secure to him the heart and hand of

the great heiress ; and he fancied

that, whatever might be the obstacle,

it would not be in the will of Lady

Florence herself. He prudently re-

solved, however, to leave matters to

their natural course. He hinted

nothing to one party or the other.

No place for falling in love like a

large country-house, and no time for

it, amongst the indolent well-born,

like the close of a London season,

when, jaded by small cares, and

sickened of hollow intimacies, even

the coldest may well yearn for the

tones of affection—the excitement of

an honest emotion.

Somehow or other it happened that

Florence and Ernest, after the first

day or two, were constantly thrown

together. She rode on horseback

and Maltravers was by her side—they

made excursions on the river, and

they sate on the same bench in the

gliding pleasure-boat. In the even-

ings, the younger guests, with the

assistance of the neighbouring fami-

lies, often got up a dance, in a tem-

porary pavilion built out of the dining-

room Ernest never danced. Florence

did at first. But once, as she was

conversing with Maltravers, when a

gay guardsman came to claim her

promised hand in the waltz, she seemed

struck by a gra^i "hange in Ernest's

face.

" Do you never waltz 1
" she asked,

while the guarlsman was searching

for a corner wherein safely to deposit

his hat.

" No," said he ;
" yet there is no

impropriety in my waltzing."

" And you mean that there is in

mine 1

"

" Pardon me— I did not say so."

" But you think it."

" Nay, on consideration, I am glad,

perhaps, that you do waltz."

" You are mysterious,"

" Well then, I mean, that you are

precisely the woman I would never

fall in love with. And I feel the

danger is lessened, when I see you
destroy any one of my illusions, or I

ought to say, attack any one of my
prejudices."

Lady Florence coloured; but tlv3

guardsman and the music left her no

time for reply. However, after that

night she waltzed no more. She was

unwell—she declared she was ordered

not to dance, and so quadrilles were

relinquished as well as the waltz.

Maltravers could not but be touched

and flattered by this regard for his

opinion; but Florence contrived to

testify it so as to forbid acknowledg-

ment, since another motive had been

found for it. The second evening

after that commemorated by Ernest's

candid rudeness, they chanced to meet

in the conservatory, which was con-

nected with the ball-room ; and

Ernest, pausing to inquire after her

health, was struck by the listless and

dejected sadness which spoko in her

tone and countenance as she replied

to him.
" Dear Lady Florence," said he,

" I fear you are worse than you will

confess. You should shun these

draughts. You owe it to your friends

to be more careful of yourself."

" Friends !
" said Lady Florence,

bitterly— "I have no friends!"

—

even my poor father would not absent

himself from a cabinet dinner a week

after I was dead. But that is the

condition of public life—its hot and

searing blaze puts out the lights of

all lesser but not unholier affections.

—Friends ! Fate, that made Florence

Lascelles the envied heiress, denied

her brothers, sisters ; and the hour of

her birth lost her even the .ove of a

mother ! Friends ! where shall I find

them 1

"

As she ceased, she turned to the

open casement, and stepped out into

the verandah, and by the trembling
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of her o
:

.ce Ernest felt that she had
done so to hide or to suppress her

tears.

" Yet," said he, following her,

" there is one class of more distant

friends, whose interest Lady Florence

Lascelles cannot fail to secure, how-

ever she may disdain it. Among the

humblest of that class, suffer me to

rank myself. Come, I assume the

privilege of advice—the night air is

a luxury you must not indulge."

"No, no, it refreshes me—it soothes.

You misunderstand me, I have no

illness that still skies and sleeping

flowers can increase."

Alaltravers, as is evident, was not

in love with Florence, but he could

not fail, brought, a9 he had lately

been, under the direct influence of

her rare and prodigal gifts, mental

and personal, to feel for her a strong

and even affectionate interest—the

very frankness wTith which he was

accustomed to speak to her, and the

many links of communion there ne-

ces?arily were between himself and a

mind so naturally powerful and so

richly cultivated, had already estab-

lished their acquaintance upon an in-

timate footing.

" I cannot restrain you, Lady Flo-

rence," said he, half smiling, " but

my conscience will not let me be an
accomplice. I will turn king's evi-

dence, and hunt out Lord Saxingham
to send him to you."

Lady Florence, whose face was

averted from his, did not appear to

hear him.
" And you, Mr. Alaltravers," turn-

ing quickly round—" you—have you
friends ?—Do you feel that there are,

I do not say public, but private

affections and duties, for which life

is made less a possession than a

trust ?

"

" Lady Florence — no !— I have

friends, it is true, and Cleveland is of

the neareet; but the life within life

—

the second self, in whom we vest the

right and mastery over our own being
— I know it not. But is it," he added,

after a pause, " a rare privation 1 Per-

haps it is a happy one. 1 have learned

to lean on my own soul, and not loolr

elsewhere for the reeds that a win*

can break."
'• Ah, it is a cold philosophy—yo

may reconcile yourself to its wisaonr

in the world, in the hum and shock c
men : but in solitude, with Nature

—

ah, no ! While the mind alone is

occupied, you may be contented with

the pride of stoicism ; but there are

moments when the heart wakens aa

from a sleep—wakens like a frightened

child—to feel itself alone and in the

dark."

Ernest was silent, and Florence

continued, in an altered voice ;
" This

is a strange conversation—and you
must think me indeed a wild, romance-
reading person, as the world is apt to

call me. But if I live—I—pshaw !

—

life denies ambition to women."
" If a woman like you, Lady Flo-

rence, should ever love, it will be one
in whose career you may perhaps find

that noblest of all ambitions— the

ambition women only feel—the ambi-
tion for another !

"

" Ah ! but I shall never love," said

Lady Florence, and her cheek grew
pale as the starlight shone on it

,

" still, perhaps," she added quickly,
8

I may at least know the blessing of

friendship. Why now," and here,

approaching Alaltravers, she laid her
hand with a winning frankness on hii<

arm—" why now, should not we be to

each other as if love, as you call it,

were not a thing for earth—and
friendship supplied its place !—thera

is no danger of our falling in love

with each other. You are not vain

enough to expect it in me, and I, you
know, am a coquette ; let us be friends,

confidants—at least till you marry,

or I give another the right to control

my friendships and monopolise my
secrets."
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Maltravers was startled

meat Florence addressed to him, he,

in words not dissimilar, had once ad-

dressed to Valeria.

" The world," said he, kissing the

hand that yet lay on his arm, " the

world will
"

"Oh, you men!—the world, the

world !— Everything gentle, every-

thing pure, everything noble, high

wrought and hoi}
-—is to be squared,

and cribbed, and maimed to the rule

and measure of tne world ! The
world—are you too its slave ] Do you

not despise its hollow cant—its me-

thodical hypocrisy]"
" Heartily," said Ernest Maltravers,

almost with fierceness
—" no man ever

so scorned its false gods, and its

miserable creeds—its war upon the

weak—its fawning upon the great

—

its ingratitude to benefactors—its

sordid league with mediocrity against

excellence. Yes, in proportion as I

love mankind, I despise and detest

that worse than Venetian oligarchy

which mankind set over them and

Call ' THE WORLD.'
"

And then it was, warmed by the

excitement of released feelings, long

and carefully shrouded, that this man,

ordinarily so calm and self-possessed,

poured burningly and passionately

forth all those tumultuous and almost

tremendons thoughts, which, however

much we may regulate, control, or

disguise them, lurk deep within the

souls of all of us, the seeds of the

eternal war between the natural man
and the artificial ; between our wilder

genius and our social conventionali-

ties ;—thought* that from time to

time break forth into the harbingers

of vain and fruitless revolutions, im-

potent struggles against destiny;

—

thoughts that good and wise men
would be slow to promulge and pro-

pagate, for they are of a fire which
burns as well as brightens, and which
spreads from heart to heart—as a

spark spreads amidst flax ;—thoughts

which are rifest where natures are

most high, but belong to truths that

Virtue dare not tell aloud. And as

Maltravers spoke, with his eyes flash-

ing almost intolerable light—his

breast heaving—his form dilated,

never to the eyes of Florence Las-

celles did he seem so great : the

chains that bound the strong Limbs

of his spirit seemed snapped asunder,

and all his soul was visible and tower-

ing, as a thing that has escap^l

slaven-

, and lifts its crest to heaven,

and feels that it is free.

That evening saw a new bond of

alliance between these two persons;

—

young, handsome, and of opposite

sexes, they agreed to be friends, and
nothing more I Foe Is !
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CHAPTER II.

"Idem velle, et idem nolle, ea demum flrma amicitia est.* "

—

Sallosi.

" Carlos That letter.

Princess Eboli. Oh, I shall die. Return it instantly."

Schiller : Don Carlos.

It seemed as if the compact Maltra-

vers and Lady Florence had entered

into removed whatever embarrassment

pad reserve had previously existed.

They now conversed with an ease and

freedom, not common in persons of

different sexes before they have

passed their grand climacteric. Ernest,

in ordinary life, like most men of

warm emotions and strong imagina-

tion, if not taciturn, was at least

guarded. It was as if a weight were

taken from his breast, when he found

one person who could understand him
best when he was most candid. His

eloquence—his poetry— his intense

and concentrated enthusiasm found a

voice. He could talk to an individual

as he would have written to the

public—a rare happiness to the men
of books.

Florence seemed to recover her

health and spirits as by a miracle

;

yet was she more gentle, more sub-

dued, than of old— there was less

effort to shine, less indifference whe-

ther she shocked. Persons who had

not met her before, wondered why she

was dreaded in society. But at times

a great natural irritability of temper

—a quick suspicion of the motives of

those around her—an imperious and

obstinate vehemence of will, were

visible to Maltravers, and served, per-

haps, to keep him heartwhole. He

* To will the same thing and not to will

the same thing, that at length is firm

friendship.

regarded her through the eyes of the

intellect, not those of the passions

—

he thought not of her as a woman

—

her very talents, her very grandeur

of idea and power of purpose, while

they delighted him in conversation,

diverted his imagination from dwell-

ing on her beauty. He looked on her

as something apart from her sex

—

a glorious creature spoilt by being

a woman. He once told her so,

laughingly, and Florence considered

it a compliment. Poor Florence, her

scorn of her sex avenged her sex, and
robbed her of her proper destiny

!

Cleveland silently observed their

intimacy, and listened with a quiet

smile to the gossips who pointed out

tite-d-tetes by the terrace, and loiter-

ings by the lawn, and predicted what
would come of it all. Lord Saxing-

ham was blind. But his daughter
was of age, in possession of her

princely fortune, and had long made
him sensib''-- of her independence of

temper. His lordship, however,

thoroughly misunderstood the cha-

racter of her pride, and felt fully

convinced she would marry no one
loss than a duke; as for flirtations, he

thought them natural and innocent

amusements. Besides, he was very

little at Temple Grove. He went to

London evtry morning after break-

fasting in his own room—came back

to dine, play at whist, and talk good-

humoured nonsense to Florence in

his dressing-room, for the three mi-

nutes that took place between hie
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sipping his wine-and-water and the

appearance of his valet. As for the

other guests, it was not their busi-

ness to do more than gossip with each

other ; and so Florence and Maltra-

vers went on their way unmolested,

though not unobserved. Maltravers

not, being himself in love, never fancied

that Lady Florence loved him, or that

she would be in any danger of doing

so :—this is a mistake a man often

commits—a woman never. A woman
always knows when she is loved,

though she often imagines she is loved

when she is not. Florence was not

happy, for happiness is a calm feeling.

But she was excited with a vague,

wild, intoxicating emotion.

She had learned from Maltravers

that she had been misinformed by
Ferrers, and that no other claimed

empire over his heart ; and whether

or not he loved her, still for the pre-

seut they seemed all in all to each

other ; she lived but for the present

day, she would not think of the

morrow.

Since that severe illness which had

tended so much to alter Ernest's mode
of life, he had not come before the

public as an author. Latterly, how-

ever, the old habit had broken out

again. With the comparative idleness

of recent years, the ideas and feelings

which crowd so fast on the poetical

temperament, once indulged, had ac-

cumulated within him to an excess

that demanded vent. For with some,

to write is not a vague desire, but an
imperious destiny. The fire is kindled

and must break forth ; the wings are

fledged and the birds must leave their

nest. The communication of thought

to man is implanted as an instinct in

t hose breasts to which heaven has in-

trusted the solemn agencies of genius.

In the work which Maltravers now
composed, he consulted Florence: his

confidence delighted her—it was a

compliment she could appreciate.

Wild, fervid, impassioned, >wvs that

work—a brief and holiday creation

—

the youngest and most beloved of the

children of his brain. And as day
by day the bright design grew into

shape, and thought and imagination

found themselves " local habitations,"

Florence felt as if she were admitted

into the palace of the genii, and made
acquainted with the mechanism of

those spells and charms with which

the preternatural powers of mind de-

sign the witchery of the world. Ah,
how different in depth and majesty

were those inter-communications of

idea between Ernest Maltravers and a

woman scarcely inferior to himself in

capacity and acquirement, from that

bridge of shadowy and dim sympa-
thies which the enthusiastic boy had
once built up between his own poetry

of knowledge and Alice's poetry of

love

!

It was one late afternoon in Sep-

tember, when the sun wa3 slowly

going down its western way, that

Lady Florence, who had been all that

morning in her own room, paying off,

as she said, the dull arrears of corre-

spondence, rather on Lord Saxing-

ham's account than her own ; for he

punctiliously exacted from her the

most scrupulous attention to cousins

fifty times removed, provided they

were rich, clever, well off, or in any
way of consequence :—it was one after-

noon that, relieved from these avoca-

tions, Lady Florence strolled through

the grounds with Cleveland. The
gentlemen were still in the stubble-

fields, the ladies were out in barouches

and pony phaetons, and Cleveland

and Lady Florence were alone.

Apropos of Florence's epistolary

employment, their conversation fell

upon that most charming species of

literature, which joins with the in-

terest of a novel the truth of a his-

tory—the French memoir and let-

ter-writers. It was a part of literature

in which Cleveland was thoroughly at

borne
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"Those agreeable and polished gos-

sips," said he, "how well they con-

trived to introduce Nature into Art!

Everything artificial seemed so na-

tural to them. They even feel by a

kind of clockwork, which seems to

go better than the heart itself. Those

pretty sentiments, those delicate gal-

lantries of Madame de Sevigne" to her

daughter, how amiable they are ; but

somehow or other I can never fancy

them the least motherly. What an

ending for a maternal epistle is that

elegant compliment—' Songez que de

tous les cceurs oil vous regnez, il n'y

en a aucun oil votre empire soit si

bien (itabli que dans le mien.' I can

scarcely fancy Lord Saxinghani writing

so to you, Lady Florence."*
" No, indeed," replied Lady Flo-

rence, smiling. " Neither papas nor

mammas in England are much ad-

dicted to compliment ; but I confess

I like preserving a sort of gallantry

even in our most familiar connexions

—why should we not carry the imagi-

nation into all the affections 1
"

"I can scarce answer the why," re-

turned Cleveland; "but I think it

would destroy the reality. I am rather

of the old school. If I had a daughter,

and asked her to get my slippers, I

am afraid I should think it a little

wearisome if I had, in receiving them,

to make des belles phrases in return."

While they were thus talking, and

Lady Florence continued to press

her side of the question, they passed

through a little grove that conducted

to an arm of the stream which orna-

mented the grounds, and by its quiet

and shadowy gloom was meant to

give a contrast to the livelier features

of the domain. Here they came

suddenly upon Maltravers. He was

walking by the side of the brook, and

evidently absorbed in thought.

* Think that of all the hearts over which

you reign, there is not one in which your

empire can be so well established as in

mine.

It was the trembling of Lady Flo-

rence's hand as it lay on Cleveland's

arm, that induced him to stop short

in an animated commentary on

Rochefoucauld's character of Cardinal

de Eetz, and look round.
" Ha, most meditative Jacques !

"

said he ;
" and what new moral hast

thou been conning in our Forest of

Ardennes ]

"

' Oh, I am glad to see you— I

wished to consult you, Cleveland.

But first, Lady Florence, to convince

you and our host that my rambles
have not been wholly fruitless, and
that I could not walk from Dan to Beer-

sheba and find all barren, accept my
offering—a wild rose that I discovered

in the thickest part of the wood. It

is not a civilised rose. Now, Cleve-

land, a word with you."
" And now, Mr. Maltravers, I am

de trap," said Lady Florence.
" Pardon me, I have no secrets

from you in this matter—or rather

these matters—for there are two to

be discussed. In the first place, Lady
Florence, that poor Cesarini,— you

know and like him—nay, no blushes."

" Did I blush 1—then it was in re-

collection of an old reproach of youre."

" At its justice !—well, no matter.

He is one for whom I always felt •

lively interest. His very morbidity

of temperament only increases my
anxiety for his future fate. I have

received a letter from De Montaigne,

his brother-in-law, who seems seriously

uneasy about Castruccio. He wishes

him to leave England at once, as the

sole means of restoring his broken

fortunes. De Montaigne has the op-

portunity of procuring him a diplo-

matic situation, which may not again

occur—and—but you know the man !

—what shall we do ? I am sure he

will not listen to me ; he looks on me
as an interested rival for fame."

" Do you think I have any subtleT

eloquence 1 " said Cleveland. " No,

I am an author, too. Come, I think
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your ladyship must be the arch-

negociator."

"He has genius—he has merit,"

said Maitravers, pleadingly :
" he

wants nothing but time and experi-

ence to wean him from his foibles.

Will you try to save him, Lady
Florence ?

"

" Why ! nay, I must not be obdu-

rate—I will see him when I go to

town. It is like you, Mr. Maltravers,

to feel this interest in one
"

" Who does not like me, you would

say—but he will some day or other.

Besides, I owe him deep gratitude.

In his weaker qualities I have seen

many which all literary men might
incur, without strict watch over them-

selves ; and let me add, also, that his

family have great claims on me."
" You believe in the soundness of

his heart, and in the integrity of his

honour ? " said Cleveland, inquiringly.

" Indeed I do ; these are—these

must be, the redeeming qualities of

poets."

Maltravers spoke warmly ; and

such at that time was his influence

over Florence, that his words formed

—alas, too fatally !—her estimate of

Castruccio's character, which had at

first been high, but which his own
presumption had latterly shaken. She

had seen him three or four times in

the interval between the receipt of

his apologetic letter and her visit to

Cleveland, and he had seemed to her

rather sullen than humbled. But she

felt for the vanity she herself had
wounded.

" And now," continued Maltravers,

" for my second subject of consulta-

tion. But that is political—will it

weary Lady Florence ?

"

" Oh, no ; to politics I am never

indifferent: they always inspire me
with contempt or admiration; accord-

ing to the motives of those who bring

the science into action. Pray say on."

" Well," said Cleveland, " one con-

fidant at a time ; you will forgive me,

for I see my guests coming across the
lawn, and I may as well make a diver-

sion in your favour. Ernest can con-

sult me at any time."

Cleveland walked away, but the

intimacy between Maltravers and
Florence was of so frank a nature,

that there was nothing embarrassing
in the thought of a tete-a-tite.

" Lady Florence," said Ernest,

"there is no one in the world with

whom I can confer so cheerfully a?

with you. I am almost glad of Cleve-

land's absence, for, with all his amiable
and fine qualities, ' the world is too

much with him,' and we do not argue
from the same data. Pardon my pre-

lude—now to my position. I have
received a letter from Mr. . That
statesman, whom none but those ac-

quainted with the chivalrous beauty
of his nature can understand or appre-

ciate, sees before him the most brilliant

career that ever opened in this country

to a public man not born an aristocrat.

He has asked me to form one of the

new administration that he is about
to create : the place offered to me is

above my merits, nor suited to what
I have yet done, though, perhaps, it

be suited to what I may yet do. I

make that qualification, for you
know," added Ernest, with a proud
smile, "that I am sanguine and self-

confident."

" You accept the proposal t

"

" Nay—should I not reject it ? Our
politics are the same only for the

moment, our ultimate objects are

widely different. To serve with Mr.
, I must make an unequal com-

promise—abandon nine opinions to

promote one. Is not this a capitulation

of that great citadel, one's own con-

science? No man will call me incon-

sistent, for, in public life, to agree

with another on a party question in

all that is required; the thousand
questions not yet ripened, and lying

dark and concealed in the future, are

not inquired into aDd divined : but/
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own 1 shall deem myself worse than

inconsistent. Fortius is n y dilemma,

—if I use this noble spirit merely to

advance one object, and then desert

him where he halts, I am treacherous

to him—if I halt with him, but one of

my objects effected, I am treacherous

to myself. Such are my views. It is

with pain I arrive at them, for, at

first, my heart beat with a selfish

ambition."

"You are right, you are right,"

exclaimed Florence, with glowing

cheeks ;
" how could 1 doubt you ? I

comprehend the sacrifice you make
;

for a proud thing is it Lo soar above

the predictions of foes in that palpable

road to honour which the world's hard

eyes can see, and the world's cold

heart can measure ; but prouder is it

to feel that you have never advanced

one step to the goal, which remem-
brance would retract. No, my friend,

wait your time, confident that it must
come, when conscience and ambition

can go hand-in-hand—when the broad

objects of a luminous and enlarged

policy lift before you like a chart, ami

you can calculate every step of the

way without peril of being lost. Ah,

let them still call loftiness of purpose

and whiteness of soul the dreams of a

theorist,—even if they be so, the Ideal

in this ca>e is betUr than the Practical.

Meanwhile your position is not one to

forfeit lightly. Before you is that

throne in literature which it requires

no doubtful step to win, if you have,

as I believe, the mental power to

attain it. An ambition that may
indeed be relinquished, if a more
troubled career can better achieve

those public purposes at which both
letters and policy should aim, but
which is not to be surrendered for the

rewards of a placeman, or th ; advance-

ment of a <"—rtier."

ttering these noble and
-mtiinents, that Florence

Lascelles suddenlyacquired in Ernest's

eye a loveliness with which they had
not before invested her.

" Oh," he said, as, with a sudden
impulse, he lifted her hand to his lips.

" blessed be the hour in which you
gave me your friendship ! These are

the thoughts I have longed to hear

from living lips, when I have been

tempted to believe patriotism a delu

sion, and virtue but a name."

Lady Florence heard, anrt her whole

form seemed chansreu,— she was no

longer the miimtifl sibyl, but the

attached, timorous, delighted woman.
1 1 so happened that, in her confusion

she dropped from her hand the flower

Maltravers had given her, and iuvo-

luntari y glad of a pretext to conceal

her countenance, she stooped to take

it from the ground. In so doing, a

letter fell from her bosom —and Mal-

travers, as he bent forwards to fore-

stall her own movement, saw that the

direction was to himself, and in the

handwriting of his unknown corre-

spondent. He seized the letter, and
gazed in flattered and entranced as-

tonishment, first on the writing, next

on the detected writer. Florence

grew deadly pale, and covering her

face with her hands, burst into tears.

"O fool that I was," cried Ernest,

in the passion of the moment, " not

to know— not to have felt that there

were not two Florences in the world !

But if the thought had crossed me,

would not have dared to harbour it."

"Go, go," sobbed Florence ; " leave

me, in mercy leave me !

"

" Not till you bid me rise," said

Ernest, in emotion scarcely less deep

than hers, as he sank on his knee at

her feet.

Need I go on?— When they left

that spot, a soft confession had been

made—dee]) vows interchanged, and

Ernest Maltravers was the accepted

suitor of Florence Lascelles,
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CHAPTER HI

" A hundred fathers would in my situation tell you that, as you are of noble extraction

you should marry a nobleman. But 1 do not say so. I will not sacrifice my child to anyf

prejudice."

—

Kotzebue : Lover's Vows.

"Take heed, -ny lord ; the welfare of us all

Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man."
ShAKSPEAf.B : Henry VI.

'' O, how this spring of love resembleth
Th' uncertain glory of an April day

;

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun,

And by and by a cloud takes all away !
"

Shakspeare : The Two Gentlemen of Verona.

When Maltravers was once more in

his solitary apartment, be felt as in a

dream. He had obeyed an impulse,

irresistible, perhaps, but one with

which the conscience of his heart was

not satisfied. A voice whispered to

him, " Thou hast deceived her and
thyself—thou dost not love her !

" In

vain he recalled her beauty, her grace,

her genius—her singular and enthu-

siastic passion for himself—the voice

still replied, " Thou dost not love.

Bid farewell for ever to thy fond

dreams of a life more blessed than
that of mortals. From the stormy
sea of the future are blotted out eter-

nally for thee— Calypso and her

Golden Isle. Thou canst no more
paint on the dim canvas of thy desires

the form of her with whom thou
eouldst dwell for ever. Thou hast

been unfaithful to thine own ideal

—

thou hast given thyself for ever and
for ever to another— thou hast re-

nounced hope—thou must live as in

a prison, with a being with whom
thou hast not the harmony of love."

"No matter," said Maltravers,

almost alarmed, and starting from
these thoughts, " I am betrothed to

one who loves me— it is folly and dis-

honour to repent and to repine. 1

have gone through the best years of

youth without finding the Egeria with

whom the cavern would be sweeter

than a throne. Why live to the grave

a vain and visionary Nympholept?
Out of the real world could I have

made a nobler choice ]
"

While Maltravers thus communed
with himself, Lady Florence passed

into her father's dressing-room, and
there awaited his return from London.

She knew his worldly views—she

knew also the pride of her affianced,

ami she felt that she alone could me-

diate between the two.

Lord Saxingham at last returned

;

bnsy, bustling, important, and good-

humoured as usual. " Well, Flory,

well J—glad to see you—quite bloom-

ing, I declare,—never saw you with

such a colour- -monstrous like me,

certainly. We always had fine com-

plexions and fine eyes in our family.

But I 'in rather late—first bell rung

—we ci-devant jcunes homines are

rather long dressing, and you are not

dressed yet, I see."

" My dearest father, I wished to

speak with you on a matter of much
importance."

" Do you !—what, immediate! '
"

" Yes,"
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" Well—what is it?—your Slingsby
property, I suppose."

" No, my dear father— pray sit

down and hear me patiently."

Lord Saxingham began to be both
alarmed and curious—he seated him-
self in silence, and looked anxiously

in the face of his daughter.
" You have always been very indul-

gent to me," commenced Florence,

with a half smile, " and 1 have had my
own way more than most young ladies.

Believe me, my dear father, I am
most grateful, not only for your affec-

tion, but your esteem. I have been a
strange wild girl, but I am now about

to reform ; and as the first step, I ask
your consent to give myself a pre-

ceptor and a guide—

"

" A what !
" cried Lord Saxingham.

" In other words, I am about to

—

to—well, the truth must out—to

marry."
" Has the Duke of * * * * been

here to-day ]

"

" Not that I know of. But it is

no duke to whom I have promised
my hand—it is a nobler and rarer

dignity that has caught my ambition.

Mr. Maltravers has
"

" Mr. Maltravers !—Mr. Devil !

—

the girl 's mad !—don't talk to me,
ehild, I won't consent to any such
nonsense. A country gentleman

—

very respectable, very clever, and all

that, but it's no use talking—my
mind 's made up. With your fortune,

too!"
" My dear father, I will not marry

without your consent, though my for-

tune is settled on me, and I am of

age."

" There 'a a good child—and now
let me dress—we shall be late."

" No, not yet," said Lady Florence,

throwing her arm carelessly round
her father's neck—" I shall marry Mr.
Maltravers, but it will be with your
full approval. Just consider; if I

married the Duke of * * * *, he would
expect all my fortune, such as it is.

Ten thousand a-year is at my disposal

if I marry Mr. Maltravers, it will be

settled on you—I always meant it

—

it is a poor return for your kindness,

your indulgence—but it will show

that your own Flory is not un-

grateful."

" I won't hear."
" Stop—listen to reason. You are

not rich—you are entitled but to a

small pension if you ever resign

office ; and your official salary, I have

often heard you say, does not prevent

you from being embarrassed. To

whom should a daughter give from

her superfluities, but to a parent?

—

from whom should a parent receive,

but from a child, who can never repay

his love ?—Ah, this is nothing ;
but

you—you who have never crossed her

lightest whim—do not you destroy all

the hopes of happiness your Florence

can ever form."

Florence wept, and Lord Saxing-

ham, who was greatly moved, let fall

a few tears also. Perhaps it is too

much to say that the pecuniary part

of the proffered arrangement entirely

won him over; but still the way it

was introduced softened his heart.

He possibly thought that it was better

to have a good and grateful daughter

in a country gentleman's wife, than

a sullen and thankless one in a

duchess. However that may be, cer-

tain it is, that before Lord Saxingham

began Lis toilet, he promised to make
no obstacle to the marriage, and ail

he asked in return was, that at least

three months (but that indeed the

lawyers would require) should elapse

before it took place ; and on this un-

derstanding Florence left him, radiant

and joyous as Flora herself, when the

sun of spring makes the world a

garden. Never had she thought so

little of her beauty, and never had it

seemed so glorious, as that happy

evening. But Maltravers was pale

and thoughtful, and Florence in vain

sought his eyes during the dinner,
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which seemea to her insufferably
j

long. Afterwards, however, they met,

and conversed apart the rest of the

evening; and the beauty of Florence

began to produce upon Ernest's heart

its natural effect; and that evening

—

ah, how Florence treasured the re-

membrance of every hour, every

minute of its annals

!

It would have been amusing to

witness the short conversation between

Lord Saxingbain and Maitravers,

when the latter sought the Earl at

niirlit in his lord>hi/s room. To
Lord Saxingham s surprise, not a word

did Maltravers utter of his own subor-

dinate pretensions to Lady Florences

hand. Coldly, drily, and almost

haughtily, did he make the formal

proposals, " as if (as Lord Saxingham
afterwards said to Ferrers) the man
were doing me the highest possible

honour in taking my daughter, the

beauty of London, with fifty thousand

a-year, off my hands." But this was

quite Maltravers!— if he had been

proposing to the daughter of a coun-

try curate, without a sixpence, he

would have been the humblest of the

humble. The Earl was embarrassed

and discomposed—he was almost awed

by the Siddons-like countenance, and

Coriolanus like air of his future son-

in-law—he even hinted nothing of

the compromise as to time which he

had made with his daughter. He
thought it better to leave it to Lady
Florence to arrange that matter.

They shook hands frigidly, and parted.

Maltravers went next into Cleveland's

room, and communicated all to the

delighted o'd man, whose congratula-

tions were so fervid that Maltravers

felt it would be a sin not to fancy

himself the happiest man in the

world. That night he wrote his re-

fusal of the appointment offered

him.

The next day Lord Saxingham went

to his office in Downing Street as

usual, and Lady Florence and Ernest

found an opportunity to ramble
through the grounds alone.

There it was that occurred those

confessions, sweet alike to utter and
to hear. Then did Florence speak of

her early years—of -her self-formed

and solitary mind—of her youthful

dreams and reveries. Nothing around

her to excite interest or admiration,

or the more romantic, the higher, or

the softer qualities of her nature, she

turned to contemplation and to books.

It is the combination of the faculties

with the affections, exiled from action,

and finding no worldly vent, which

produces Poetry, the child of passion

and of thought. Hence, before the

real cares of existence claim them,

the young, who are abler yet lonelier

than their fellows, are nearly always

poets : and Florence was a poetess.

In minds like this, the first book that

seems to embody and represent their

own most cherished and beloved trams

of sentiment and ideas, ever creates

a reverential and deep enthusiasm.

The lonely, and proud, and melan-

choly soul of Maltravers, which made
itself visible in all his creations, be-

came to Florence like a revealer of

the secets of her own nature. She
conceived an intense and mysterious

interest in the man whose mind exer-

cised ervading a power over her

own. made herself acquainted

with pursuits, his career— she

fancied she found a symmetry and
harmony between the actual being

and the breathing genius—she ima-

gined she understood what seemed
dark and obscure to others. He
whom she had never seen, grew to

her a never-absent friend. His ambi-

tion, his reputation, were to her like

a possession of her own. do at

length, in the folly of her young
romance, she wrote to him, and
dreaming of no discovery, anticipating

no result, the habit once indulged

became to her that luxury which

writing for the eye of the world is to
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an author oppressed with the burthen

of his own thoughts. At length she

jaw him, and he did not destroy her

illusion. She might have recovered

from the spell if she had found him
ready at once to worship at her shrine.

The mixture of reserve and frank-

ness—frankness of language, reserve

of manner—which belonged to Mal-

travers, piqued her. Her vanity be-

came the auxiliary to her imagination.

At length they met at Cleveland's

house ; their intercourse became more
unrestrained— their friendship was

established, and she discovered that

she had wilfully implicated her happi-

ness in indulging her dreams; yet

even then she believed that Mal-

travers loved her, despite his silence

upon the subject of love. His manner,

his words bespoke his interest in her,

and his voice was ever soft when he

spoke to women ; for he had much of

the old chivalric respect and tender-

ness for the sex. What was general

it was natural that she should apply

individually— she who had walked

the world but to fascinate and to con-

quer. It was probable that her great

wealth and social position imposed a

cheek on the delicate pride of Mal-

travers—she hoped so—she believed

it—yet she felt her danger, and her

own pride at last took alarm. In

such a moment she had resumed the

character of the unknown correspon-

dent—she had written to Maltravers

—addressed her letter to his own
house, and meant the next day to

have gone to London, and posted it

there. In this letter she had spoken

of his visit to Cleveland, of his posi-

tion with herself. She exhorted him,

if he loved her, to confess, and if not,

to fly. She had written artfully and
eloquently ; she was desirous of expe-

diting her own fate ; and then, with

that letter in her bosom, she had met
Mai travers, and the reader has learned

the rest. Something of all this the

blushing and happy Florence now

revealed : and when she ended with

uttering the woman's soft fear that

she had been too bold, is it wonderful

that Mai travers, clasping her to hu
bosom, felt the gratitude, and the

delighted vanity, which seemed even

to himself like love? And into love

those feelings rapidly and deliciously

will merge, if fate and accident

permit

!

And now they were by the side of

the water ; and the sun was gently

setting as on the eve before. It was
about the same hour, the fairest of an
autumn day ; none were near— the

slope of the hill hid the house from
their view. Had they been in the

desert they could not have been more
aloDe. It was not silence that breathed

around them, as they sat on that

bench with the broad beech spreading

over them its trembling canopy of

leaves ;—but those murmurs of living

nature which are sweeter than silence

itself—the songs of birds—the tinkling

bell of the sheep on the opposite bank
—the wind sighing through the trees,

and the gentle heaving of the glitter-

ing waves that washed the odorous

reed and water lily at their feet. They
had both been for some moments
silent; and Florence now broke the

pause, but in tones more low than
usual.

" Ah !
" said she, turning towards

him, " these hours are happier than

we can find in that crowded world

whither your destiny must call us.

For me, ambition seems for ever at

an end. I have found all ; I am no
longer haunted with the desire of gain-

ing a vague something—a shadowy
empire, that we call fame or power.

The sole thought that disturbs the

calm current of my soul, is the fear to

lose a particle of the rich possession I

have gained."
" May your fears ever be as idle !

"

" And you really love me ! I repeat

to myself ever and ever that one

phrase. I could once have borne to
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iose yon,—now, it would be my death.

I despaired of ever being loved for

myself; my wealth was a fatal dower;

I suspected avarice in every vow, and

saw the base world lurk at the bottom

of every heart that offered itself at my
shrine. But you, Ernest—you, I feel, I

never could weigh gold in the balance

—and you—if you love—love me for
|

myself."

" And I shall love thee more with

ever}- hour."
" I know not that : 1 dread that

you will love me less when you know
me more. I fear I shall seem to you I

exacting— 1 am jealous already. I

was jeal ven of Lady T , when
I saw you y her side this morning.

I would have your every look—mono-
polise your every word."

This confession did not please Mal-

travers, as it might have done if he had

been more deeply in love. Jealousy,

in a woman of so vehement and impe-

rious a nature, was indeed a passion

to be dreaded.
" Do not say so, dear Florence,"

said he, with a very grave smile ;
" for

love should have implicit confidence

as its bond and nature—and jealousy

is doubt, and doubt is the death of

love."

A shade passed over Florence's too

expressive face, and she sighed heavily.

It was at this time that Maltravers,

raising his eyes, saw the form of

Lumley Ferrers approaching towards

them from the opposite end of the

terrace : at the same instant, a dark

cloud crept over the sky, the waters

seemed overcast, and the breeze fell •

a chill and strange presentiment of

evil shot across Ernest's heart, and,

like many imaginative persons, he

was unconsciously superstitious as to

presentiments.
" We are no longer alone," said he,

rising ;
" your cousin has doubtless

learned our engagement, and comes

to congratulate your suitor."

" Tell me," he continued, mu Igly,

as they walked on to meet Ferrers,

" are you very partial to Lumley 1

what think \ou of his character]— it

is one that perplexes me ; sometimes
I think that it has changed since we
parted in Italy—sometimes I think

that it has not changed, but ripened.'
" Lumley I have known from a

child," replied Florence, "and set

much to admire and like in him ; I

admire his boldness and candour ; his

scorn of the world's littleness and
falsehood; I like his good nature

—

his gaiety—and fancy his heart better

than it may seem to the superficial

observer."

" Yet he appears to me selfish and
unprincipled."

" It is from a fine contempt for the

vices and follies of men that he has

contracted the habit of consulting his

own resolute will— and, believing

everything done in this noi?y stage of

action a cheat, he has accommodated

his ambition to the fashion. Though
without what is termed genius, he
will obtain a distinction and power

that few men of genius arrive at."

" Because genius is essentially

honest," said Maltravers. " However,

you teach me to look on him more
indulgently. I suspect the real frank-

ness of men whom I know to be

hypocrites in public life—but, perhaps,

I judge by too harsh a standard."
" Third persons," said Ferrers, as

he now joined them, " are seldom

unwticome in the country ; and I

flatter myself that I am the exact

thing wanting to complete the charm
of this beautiful landscape."

" You are ever modest, my cousin."

" It is my weak side, I know ; but

I shall improve with years and wisdom.

What say you, Maltravers 1 " and

I Ferrers passed his arm affection ately

through Ernest's.

" Py the bye, I am too familiar—

I

: am s.mk in the world. I am a thing

to be sneered at by you old family

|

people. I am next heir to a bran-
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new Brummagem peerage. Gad, I

feel brassy already
!

"

"What, is Mr. Templeton V
"Mr. Templeton no more; he is

defunct, extinguished— out of the

ashes rises the phoeDix Lord Vargrave.

We had thought of a more sounding

title ; De Courval has a nobler sound,

—but my good uncle has nothing of

the Norman about him ; so we dropped

the De as ridiculous—Vargrave is

euphonious and appropriate. My uncle

has a manor of that name—Baron

Vargrave of Vargrave."
" Ah—I congratulate you."
" Thank you. Lady Vargrave may

destroy all my hopes yet. But nothing

venture, nothing have. My uncle will

be gazetted to-day. Poor man, he

will be delighted ; and as he cer-

tainly owes it much to me, he will, I

suppose, be very grateful—or hate me
ever afterwards—that is a toss up. A
benefit conferred is a complete hazard

between the thumb of pride and the

fore-finger of affection. Heads grati-

tude, tails hatred ! There, that 's a

simile in the fashion of the old

writers ;

' Well of English undefiled !

'

humph !

"

" So that beautiful child is Mrs. Tem-
pleton's, or rather Lady Vargrave's,

daughter by a former marriage !" said

Maltravers, abstractedly.

" Yes, it is astonishing how fond he

is of her. Pretty little creature—
confoundedly artful, though. By the

way, Maltravers, we had an unex-

pectedly stormy night the last of the

session—strong division— ministers

hard pressed. I made quite a good
speech for them. I suppose, however,

there will be some change—the mode-
rates will be taken in. Perhaps by
next session I may congratulate you."

Ferrers looked hard at Maltravers

while he spoke. But Ernest replied

coldly, and evasively, and they were

now joined by a party of idlers,

lounging along the lawn in expecta-

tion of the first dinner bell. Cleve-
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land was in high consultation about

the proper spot for a new fountain

;

and he summoned Maltravers to give

his opinion whether it should spring

from the centre of a flower-bed or

beneath the drooping shade of a large

willow. While this interesting dis-

cussion was going on, Ferrers drew
aside his cousin, and pressing her

hand affectionately, said, in a soft and
tender voice,

" My dear Florence—for in such a

time permit me to be familiar—

1

understand from Lord Saxingham,
whom 1 met in London, that you are

engaged to Maltravers. Busy as 1

was, I could not rest without coming
hither to offer my best and most
earnest wish for your happiness. I

may seem a careless, I am considered

a selfish, person ; but my heart is

warm to those who really interest it.

And never did brother offer up for

the welfare of a beloved sister prayers

more anxious and fond, than those

that poor Lumley Ferrers breathes

for Florence Lascelles."

Florence was startled and melted

—

the whole tone and manner of Lumley
were so different from those he usually

assumed. She warmly returned the

pressure of his hand, and thanked

him briefly, but with emotion.
" No one is great and good enough

for you, Florence," continued Ferrers—" no one. But 1 admire your dis-

interested and generous choice. Mal-

travers and 1 have not been friends

lately ; but I respect him, as all must.

He has noble qualities, and he has

great ambition. In addition to the

deep and ardent love that you cannot

fail to inspire, he will owe you eternal

gratitude. In this aristocratic country,

your hand secures to him the most

brilliant fortunes, the most proud

career. His talents will now be mea-

sured by a very different standard

His merits will not pass through any

subordinate grades, but leap at once

into the highest posts : and, as he ia

»A
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even more proud than ambitious, how
he must bless one who raises him,

without effort, uto positions of emi-

nent command !

"

" Oh, he d .es not think of such

worldly advantages—he, the too pure,

the too refined ! " said Florence, with

trembling eagerness. " He has no

avarice, nothing mercenary in his

nature
!

"

" No ; there you indeed do him
justice,— there is not a particle of

baseness in his mind—I did not say

there was. The very greatness of his

aspirations, his indignant and scornful

pride, lift him above the thought of

vour wealth, your rank,—except as

means to an end."

" You mistake still," said Florence,

uintly smiling, but turning pale.

3o," resumed Ferrers, not appear-

og to hear her, and as if pursuing

Ais own thoughts. " I always pre-

dicted that Maltravers would make a

distinguished connexion in marriage.

He would not permit himself to love

Jie low-born or the poor. His affec-

acns are in his pride as much as in

his heart. He is a great creature

—

*ou have judged wisely—and may
3eaven bless you !

"

With these words, Ferrers left her,

and Florence, when she descended to

dinner, wore a moody and clouded

brow. Ferrers stayed three days at

the house. He was peculiarly cordial

to Maltravers, and spoke little to

Florence. But that little never failed

to leave upon her mind a jealous and

anxious irritability, to which she

yielded with morbid facility. In order

perfectly to understand Florence Las-

celles, it must be remembered that,

with all her dazzling qualities, she

was not what is called a loveable

person. A certain hardness in her

disposition, even as a child, had pre-

vented her winding into the hearts of

those around her. Deprived of her

mother's care— having little or no

intercourse with children of her own

age— brought, up with a starched

governess, or female relations, poor
and proud,—she never had contracted

the softness of manner which the

reciprocation of household affections

usually produces. With a haughty
consciousness of her powers, her birth,

her position, advantages always dinned
into her ear, she grew up solitary,

unsocial, and imperious. Her father

was rather proud than fond of her

—

her servants did not love her—she

had too little consideration for others,

too little blandness and suavity to be

loved by inferiors—she was too learned

and too stern to find pleasure in the

conversation and society of young
ladies of her own age :—she had no
friends. Now, having really strong

affections, she felt all this, but rathei

with resentment than grief— she

longed to be loved, but did not seek

to be so—she felt'as if it was her fate

not to be loved—she blamed fate, not

herself.

When, with all the proud, pure,

and generous candour of her nature,

she avowed to Ernest her love for

him, she naturally expected the most
ardent and passionate return; nothing

less could content her. But the habit

and experience of all the past made
her eternally suspicious that she was

not loved ; it was wormwood and
poison to her to fancy that Maltravers

had ever considered her advantages

of fortune, except as a bar to his pre-

tensions and a check on his passion.

It was the same thing to her, whether

it was the pettiest avarice or the

loftiest aspirations that actuated her

lover, if he hud been actuated in his

heart by any sentiment but love; and
Ferrers, to whose eye her foibles were

familiar, knew well how to make his

praises of Ern.'-t arouse against Ernest

all her exacting jealousies and irritable

doubts.
" It is slraugt," said he, one evening,

as he was conversing with Florence,
" how complete ami triumphant a
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onquestyou have effected over Ernest

!

#Vi 1 1 you believe it]—he conceived a

prejudice against you when he first saw

) ju—he even said that you were made
to be admired, not to be loved.*'

" Ha ! did he so ?—true, true—he

nas almost said the same thing

to me."
" But now how he must love you !

Surely he has all the signs."

" And what are the signs, most

'earned Lumley !

" said Florence,

forcing a smile.

" Why, in the first place, you will

doubtless observe that he never takes

his eyes from you—with whomsoever

he converses, whatever his occupation,

those eyes, restless and pining, wander

around for one glance from you."

Florence sighed, and looked up—at

the other end of the room, her lover

mversing with Cleveland, and

is never wandered in search

of her.

Ferrers did not seem to notice this

practical contradiction of his theory,

but went on.

"Then surely his whole character

is changed—that brow has lost its

calm majesty, that deep voice its

assured and tranquil tone. Has he

not become humble, and embarrassed,

and fretful, living only on your smile,

reproachful if you look upon another

—sorrowful if your lip be less smiling

— a thing of doubt, and dread, and
trembling agitation—slave to a sha-

dow—no longer lord of the creation ]

—Such is love, such is the love you

should inspire—such is the love Mal-

travers is capable of—for I have seen

him testify it to another. But," added

Lumley, quickly, and as if afraid he

had said too much, " Lord Saxingham
is looking out for me to make up his

whist-table. I go to-morrow—when
shall you be in town?"

" In the course of the week," Baid

poor Florence mechanically; and
Lumley walked away.

In another moment, Maltravers,

who had been more observant than

he seemed, joined her where she sat.

'' Dear Florence," said he, tenderly,

" you look pale— I fear you are not sc

well this evening."
'•' No affectation of an interest you

do not feel, pray," said Florence, with

a scornful lip but swimming eyes.

" Do not feel, Florence !

"

" It is the first time, at least, that

you have observed whether I am well

or ill. But it is no matter." .

" My dear Florence,—why this

tone!—how have I offended you?
Has Lumley said

"

" Nothing but in your praise. Oh,

be not afraid, you are one of those of

whom all speak highly. But do not

let me detain you here ! let us join

our host—you have left him alone.''

Lady Florence waited for no reply,

nor did Maltravers attempt to detain

her. He looked pained, and when
she turned round to catch a glance,

that she hoped would be reproachful,

he was gone. Lady Florence became
nervous and uneasy, talked she knew
not what, and laughed hysterically.

She, however, deceived Cleveland into

the notion that she was in the best

possible spirits.

By and by she rose, and passed

through the suite of rooms : her heart

was with Maltravers—still he was not

visible. At length she entered the

conservatory, a.^ad there she observed

him, through the open casements,

walking slowly, and with folded arms,

upon the moonlit lawn. There was a

short struggle in her breast between

woman's pride and woman's love ; the

last conquered, and she joined him.
" Forgive me, Ernest," she said,

extending her hand, " I was to

blame."

Ernest kissed the fair hand, and
answered touehingly,

" Florence, you have the power to

, wound me, be forbearing in its exer

cise. Heaven knows that I would
not, from the vain desire of showing

q2
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command over you, inflict upon you

a single pang. Ah ! do not fancy

that in lovers' quarrels there is any

sweetness that compensates the sting."

" I told you I was too exacting,

Ernest. I told you, you would not

love me so well, when you knew me
better."

"And were a, false prophetess.

Florence, every day, every hour I love

you more—better than I once thought

I could."

" Then," cried this wayward girl,

anxious to pain herself, " then once

you did not love me]"
" Florence, I will be candid— I did

not. You are now rapidly obtaining

an empire over me, greater than my
reason should allow. But, beware : if

my love be really a possession you

desire,—beware how you arm my
reason against you. Florence, I am
a proud man. My very consciousness

of the more splendid alliances you

could form renders me less humble a

lover than you might find in others.

I were not worthy of you if I were not

\enacious of my self respect."

'"Ah," said Florence, to whose

heart these words went home, "for-

give me but this once. I shall not

forgive myself so soon."

And Ernest drew her to his heart,

md felt that with all her faults, a

woman whom he feared he could not

render as happy as her sacrifices to

him deserved, was becoming very

dear to him. In his heart he knew
that she was not formed to render

him happy; but that was not his

thought, his fear. Her love had
rooted out all thought of self from
that generous breast. His only anxiety

was to requite her.

They walked along the sward, silent,

thoughtful _

\nd Florence melanchoN,
yet blesseu.

"That serene heaven, those loveh

stars," said Maltravers at last, "do
they not preach to us the Philosophy

of Peace? Do they not tell us hoU
much of calm belongs to the dignitj

of man, and the sublime essence 01

the soul ? Petty distractions and
self-wrought cares are not congenial

to our real nature ; their very dis-

turbance is a proof that they are at

war with our natures. Ah, sweet

Florence, let us learn from yon skies,

over which, in the faith of the Poets

of old, brooded the wings of primaeval

and serenest Love, what earthly love

should be,—a thing pure as light,

and peaceful as immortality, watching

over the stormy world, that it shall

survive, and high above the clouds

and vapours that roll below. Let

little minds introduce into the holiest

of affections all the bitterness and
tumult of common life ! Let us love

a3 beings who will one day be inhabi-

tants of the stars
!

"
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CHAPTER IV

*' A slippery and subtle knave; a finder out of occasions; that has an eye can stamp
and counterfeit advantages."

—

Othello.

" Knavery's plain face is never seen till used "

—

Ibid.

" You see, my dear Lumley," said

Lord Saxingham, as the next day the

two kinsmen were on their way to

London in the Earl's chariot, " you

see, that, at the best, this marriage of

Flory's is a cursed bore."

" Why, indeed, it has its disadvan-

tages. Maltravers is a gentleman and

a man of genius; but gentlemen are

plentiful, and his genius only tells

against us, since he is not even of our

politics."

" Exactly, my own son-in-law voting

against me !

"

A practical, reasonable man would

change : not so Maltravers,—and all

the estates, and all the parliamentary

influence, and all the wealth that

ought to go with the family and with

the party, go out of the family and
against the party. You are quite

right, my dear lord—it is a cursed

bore."

• And she might have had the Duke
if * * * *, a man with a rental of

100,000/. a-year. It is too ridiculous.

-This Maltravers,—d—d disagree-

>Lile fellow, too, eh?"
" Stiff and stately—much changed

for the worse of late years—grown
conceited and set up."

"Do you know, Lumley, I would

rather, of the two, have had you for

my son-in-law."

Lumley half started. "Are you
serious, my lord ? I have not Ernest's

fortune— I cannot make such settle-

ments : my lineage too, at least on
iny mother's side, is less ancient."

" Oh, as to settlements, Flory's

fortune ought to be settled on herselj.

— and as compared with that fortune,

what, could Mr. Maltravers pretend to

settle?—Neither she nor any children

she may have could want his 4000/.

a-year if he settled it all. As for

family, connexions tell mor-:- now-a-

days than Norman descent,—and (or

the rest, you are likely to he old

Templeton's heir, to have a pe<

(a large sum of ready money is always

useful)—are rising in the house—one

of our own set—will soon be in offiel

—and, flattery apart, a devilish gooj

fellow into the bargain. Oh, I would
sooner a thousand times that Flory

had taken a fancy to you !

"

Lumley Ferrers bowed his head but

said nothing. He fell into a revery,

and Lord Saxingham took up his

official red box, became deep in its

contents, and forgot all about the

marriage of his daughter.

Lumley pulled the check-string as

the carriage entered Pall Mall, arid

desired to be set down at the " Travel-

lers." While Lord Saxingham was

borne on to settle the affairs of the

nation, not being able to settle those

of his own household, Ferrers was

inquiring the address of Castruccio

Cesarini. The porter was unable to

give it him. The Signor generally

called every day for his notes, but no
one at the club knew where he lodged.

Ferrers wrote, and left with the por-

ter, a line requesting Cesarini to call

on him as soon as possible, and bent

his way to his house in Great George

Street. He went straight into his



230 ERNEST MALTRAVERS.

library, unlocked his escritoire, and
took out that letter which, the reader

will remember, Maltravers had written

to Cesarini, and which Lumley had

secured; carefully did he twice read

over this effusion, and the second time

nis face brightened and his eyes

sparkled. It is now time to lay this

letter before the reader ; it ran thus :

—

" Private and confidential."

" My dear Cesarini,
" The assurance of your friendly

feelings is most welcome to me. In

much of what you say of marriage, I

am inclined, though with reluctance,

to agree. As to Lady Florence her-

self, few persons are more calculated

to dazzle, perhaps to fascinate. But
is she a person to make a home b»npy

—to sympathise where she has i En

accustomed to command— to conq- o-

hend, and to yield to thewaywardn *i

and irritability common to our fanci-

ful and morbid race—to content her-

self with the homage of a single

heart ] I do not know her enough to

decide the question; but I know
her enough to feel deep solicitude

and anxiety for your happiness, if

centered in a nature so imperious and

so vain. But you will remind me of her

fortune, her station. You will say

that such are the sources from which,

to an ambitious mind, happiness may
well be drawn. Alas ! I fear that the

man who marries Lady Florence must
indeed confine his dreams of felicity

to those harsh and disappointing

realities. But, Cesarini, these are not

the words which, were we more inti-

mate, I would address to you. I doubt

the reality of those affections which

you ascribe to her, and suppose de-

voted to yourself. She is evidently

fond of conquest. She sports with

the victims she makes. Her vanity

dupes others,—perhaps to be duped

itself at last. I will not say more
to you. " Yours,

" E. Maltravers."

" Hurrah ! " cried Ferrers, as he
threw down the letter, and rubbed
his hands with delight. " I little

thought, when I schemed for this

letter, that chance would make it so

inestimably serviceable. There is less

to alter than I thought for—the

clumsiest botcher in the world could

manage it. Let me look again.

—

Hem, hem—the first phrase to alter

is this :—' I know her enough to feel

deep solicitude and anxiety for yowl

happiness, if centered in a nature so

imperious and vain'— scratch out

'your,' and put 'my.' All the rest

good, good— till we come to ' affcc-

tions which you ascribe to her, and
suppose devoted to yourself'—for

'yourself' write ' Himself—the rest

will do. Now, then, the date—we
must change it to the present month,

and the work is done. I wish that

Italian blockhead would come. If I i'Mi

but once make an irreparable breach

between her and Maltravers, I think

I cannot fail of securing his place

;

her pique, her resentment will hurry

her into taking the first who offers,

by way of revenge. And, by Jupiter,

even if I fail, (which I am sure I shall

not,) it will be something to keep

Flory as lady paramount for a duke

of our own party. I shall gain im-

mensely by such a connexion ; but I

lose everything, and gain nothing by

her marrying .Maltravers—of opposite

polities too—whom I begin to hau
like poison. But no duke shall have

her—Florence Ferrers, the only alli-

teration I ever liked—yet it would

sound rough in poetry.

Lumley then deliberately drew to

wards him his inkstand—" No pen-

knife !—-Ah, true, I never mend pens

—sad waste—must send out for "ne."

He rang the bell, ordered a penknife

to be purchased, and the servant was

still out when a knock at the door

was heard, and in a minute more
Cesarini entered.

" Ah," said Lumley, assuming a
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melancholy air, " I am glad that you

are arrived; you will excuse uiy having

written to you so unceremoniously.

You received my note— sit down, pray

—and how are you !—you look deli-

cate—can I offer you anything]"
" Wine," said Cesarini, laconically,

" wine
;
your climate requires wine."

Here the servant entered with the

penknife, and was ordered to bring

wine and sandwiches. Lumley then

conversed lightly on different matters

till the wine appeared ; he was rather

surprised to observe Cesarini pour out

and drink off glass upon glass, with

an evident craving for the excitement.

When he had satisfied himself, he

turned his dark eyes to Ferrers, and
said, " You have news to communi-
cate, I see it in your brow. I am now
ready to hear all."

" Well, then, listen to me
;
you were

right in your suspicions
;
jealousy is

ever a true liiviner. 1 make no iloubt

Othello was quite right, and Desde-

mona was no better than she should

be. Maltravers has proposed to my
cousin, and been accepted."

Cesarini's complexion grew per-

fectly ghastly ; his whole frame shook '

like a leaf—for a moment he seemed i

paralysed.

"Curse him!" said he, at last,!

drawing a deep breath, and betwixt

his grinded teeth— " curse him, from

the depths of the heart he has

broken ?"

" And after such a letter to you !

—

do you remember it >.- -here it u. w«
warns you against Lady Florence, and

then secures her to himself—is this

treachery )

"

" Treachery, black as hell ! T am
an Italian," cried Cesarini, springing

to his feet, and with all the passions

of his climate in his face, "and 1 will

be avenged • Bankrupt in fortune,

ruined in hopes, blasted in heart—

I

have still the godlike consolation of

the desperate— I have revenge."

" Will you call him out?" asked

Lumley, musingly and calmly. "Are
you a dead shot ? If so, it is worth

thinking about ; if not, it is a mockery
—your shot misses, his goes in the

air, seconds interpose, and you both

walk away devilish glad to get off so

well. Duels are humbug."
" Mr. Ferrers," said Cesarini, fiercely,

" this is not a matter of jest."

" I do not make it ajest
; and what

is more, Cesarini," said Ferrers, with

a concentrated energy far more com-
manding than the Italian's fury,

" what is more, I so detest Maltravers,

I am so stung by his cold superiority,

so wroth with his success, so loathe

the thought of his alliance, that I

would cut. off this hand to frustrate

that marriage ! I do not jest, man
;

but I have method and sense in my
hatred— it is our English way."

Cesarini stared at the speaker

gloomily, clenched his hand, muttered

and strode rapidly to and fro the

room.
" You would be avenged, so would

I. Now what shall be themeausf"
said Ferrers.

" I will stab him to the heart—

I

will
"

" Cease these tragic flights. Nay
frown and stamp not ; but sit down
and be reasonable, or leave me, ana
act for yourself."

" Sir," said Cesarini, with an eye
that might have alarmed a man less

resolute than Ferrers, ' have a care

how you presume on my distress."

" You are in distress, and you re-

fuse relief; yon ».~ i.a...,/;.. <„„

tune, and you rave like a poet, when

you should be devising and plotting

for the attainment of boundless wealth.

Revenue and ambition may both be

yours; but they are prizes never won

but by a cautious foot as well as a bold

hand."
" What would you have me do ? and

what but his life would content me?"
" Take his life if you can— I have

no objection—go and take it ; only
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just observe this, that if you miss your

aim, or he, being the stronger man,

strike you down, you will be locked

up in a madhouse for the next year or

two, at least; and that is not the

place in which I should like to pass

the winter—but as you will."

" You !—you !—But what are you

to me 1 I will go. Good day, sir."

"Stay a moment," said Ferrers,

when he saw Cesarini about to leave

the room ;
" stay, take this chair, and

listen to me—you bad better
"

Cesarini hesitated, and then, as it

were, mechanically obeyed.
" Read that letter, which Malt ra-

vers wrote to you. You have finished

—well—now observe—if Florence sees

that letter, she will not, and cannot

marry the man who wrote it—you

must show it to her."

" Ah, my guardian angel, I see it

all ! Yes, there are words in this

letter no woman so proud could ever

pardon. Give it me again, I will go

at once."

" Pshaw ! You are too quick
;
you

have not remarked that this letter was

written five months ago, before Mal-

travers knew much of Lady Flo-

rence. He himself has confessed

to her that he did not then love her

—

so much the more would she value the

conquest she has now achieved.

Florence would smile at this letter,

and say, ' Ah, he judges me dif-

ferently now.'

"

" Are you seeking to madden me 1

What do you mean ? Did you not

just now sav that Ai* oUe see tua t

letter, she would never marry the
writer?

'"

" Yes, yes, but the letter must be
altered. We must erase the date ; we
must date it from to-day;—to-day

—

Maltravers returns to-day. We must
suppose it written, not in answer to a

letter from you, demanding his advice

and opinion as to your marriage with

Lady Florence, but in answer to a

letter of yours in which you congra-

tulate him on his approaching mar-

riage to her. By the substitution of

one pronoun for another, in two places,

the letter will read as well one way aa

another. Read it again, and see ; o

stop, I will be the lecturer."

Here Ferrers read over the letter,

which, by the trifling substitutions he

proposed, might indeed bear the cha-

racter he wished to give it."

" Does the light break in upon you

now] "said Ferrers. "Are you pre-

pared to go through a part that re-

quires subtlety, delicacy, address, and,

above all, self control j— qualities that

are the common attributes of you'

countrymen."
" I will do all, fear me not. It may

be villanous, it may be base ; but I

care not; Maltravers shall not rival,

master, eclipse me in all things."

" Where are you lodging !

"

" Where 1—out of town a tittle way."
" Take up your home with me for

a few days. I cannot trust you out of

my sight. Send for your luggage ; I

have a room at your service."

Cesarini at first refused ; but a man
who resolves on a crime, feels the awe
of solitude, and the necessity of a

companion. He went himself to bring

his effects, and promised to return to

dinner.
" I must own," said Lumley, reset-

tling himself at his desk, " this is

the dirtiest trick that ever I played;

but the glorious end sanctifies the

paltry means. After all, it is the

mo>-p prpjnHioo of gentlemanlike edu-
cation."

A very few seconds, and with the
aid of the knife to erase, and the pen
to re-write, Ferrers completed his task,,

with the exception of the change of

date, which, on second thoughts, he
reserved as a matter to be regulated

by circumstances.
" I think I have hit off hism's and

y's tolerably," said he, " considering I

was not brought up to this sort of

thing. But the alteration would he
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visible on close inspection. Cesarini

must read the letter to her, then if she

glances over it herself it will be with

bewildered eyes and a dizzy brain.

Above all, he must not leave it with

her, and must bind her to the closest

secrecy. She is honourable, and will

keep her word ; and so now that

matter is settled. I have just time

before dinner to canter down to my
uncle's and wish the old fellow

joy-"

CHAPTER T.

" And then my Lord has much that he would state

All good to you."'—Crabbe : Tales of the Heart.

Lckd Vargrave was sitting alone in

his library, with his account books

before him. Carefully did he cast up

the various sums, which, invested in

various speculations, swelled his in-

come. The result seemed satisfactory

—and the rich man threw down his

pen with an air of triumph. " I will

invest 120,000Z. in land—only 120,000/.

I will not be tempted to sink more.

I will have a fine house— a house fit-

ting for a nobleman—a fine old Eliza-

bethan house—a house of historical

interest. I must have woods and

lakes— and a deer; ark, above all.

Deer are very gentlemanlike things

—

/ery. De Clifford's place is to be sold

I know ; they ask too much for

it, but ready money is tempting.

I can bargain—bargain, I am a good

hand at ?. bargain, ."-hould I be now
Lord Baron Vargrave, if I had always

given people what they asked ] I will

double my subscriptions to the Bible

Society, and the Philanthropic, and
the building of new churches. The
world shall not say Pkhard Templeton
does not deserve his areatness. I will

Come in. Who 's there—come
in."

The door gently opened—the meek
face of the new peeress appeared. " I

disturb you — I be» your pardon

—

I
"

" Come in, my dear, come in—

I

want to talk to you—I want to talk to

your ladyship—sit down, pray."

Lady Vargrave obeyed.
" You see," said the peer, crossing

his legs and caressing his left foot with
both hinds, while he see-sawed his

stately person to and fro in his chair—
" you see that the honour conferred

upon me will make a great change in

j

our mode of life, Mrs. Temple , I

I mean Lady Vargrave. This villa

is all very well—my country-house is

not amiss for a country-gentleinan—
but now, we must support our rank.

The landed estate I already possess

will go with the title—go to Lumley
—I shall buy another at my own dis-

posal, one that I can feel thoroughly

mine—it shall be a splendid place,

Lady Vargrave."
" This place is splendid to me," said

Lady Vargrave, timidly.

" This place ! nonsense—you must
learn loftier ideas, Lady Vargrave

;

you are young, you can easily contract

new habits, more easily perhaps than

myself—you are naturally ladylike,

though I say it—you havo good tast6,

you don't talk much, you don't show
your ignorance—quite right. You
must be presented at court, Lady
Vargrave—wemust give greatdinners,

Lady Vargrave. Balls are sinful, so is

the opera, at least 1 fear so—yet

an opera-box would be i proper
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appendage to your rank, Lady Var-

gr.iv ."

'• My dear Mr. Templeton "

" Loni Vargrave, if your ladyship

pleas :fc.

'
I beg pardon. May you livelong

to enjoy your honours ; but 1, my
dear bold— 1 am not fit to share

them : it is only in our quiet life that

1 cm forget what— what I was. You
terrify me, when you talk of court

—

of
"

" Stuff, Lady Vargrave! stuff; we
accustom ourselves to these things.

Do 1 look like a man who his stood

behind a counter!—rank is a glove

that stretches to the hand that wears

it. And the child, dear child,—dear

Evelyn, she shall he the admiration of

London, the beauty, the heiress, the

—oh, she will do me honour!"

"She will, she will!" said Lady
Vargrave, and the tears gushed from

her eyes.

Lord Vargrave was softened.

" No mother ever deserved more
from a child than you from Evelyn."

" I would hope I have done my
duty," said Lady Vargrave, drying

her tears.

" Papa, papa ! " cried an impatiem

voice, tapping at the window, "come
and play, papa—come and play at

ball, papa !

"

And there by the window stood

that beautiful child, glowing with

health and mirth—her light hair

tossed from her forehead, her sweet

mouth dimpled with smiles.

" My darling, go on the lawn,

—

don't over-exert yourself—you have

not quite recovered that horrid sprain

— I will join you immediately—bless

you
!

"

" Don't be long, papa—nobody

plays so nicely as you do ;" and, nod-

ding and laughing from very glee,

away scampered the young fairy.

Lord Vargrave turned to bis wife.

" What think you of my nephew—
of Luinley I " said he, abruptly.

" Tie seems all that is amiable,

frank, and kind."

Lord Vargrave's brow became
thoughtful. "

I think so too," he

said, after a short pause ;
" and I hope

you will approve of what I mean to

do. You see, Lumley was brought

up to regard himself as my heir—

I

owe something to him, beyond the

poor estate which goes with, but

never can adequately support, my
title. Family honours, hereditary

rank, must be properly regarded. But

that dear girl— 1 shall leave her the

bulk of my fortune. Could we not

unite the fortune and the title! It

would secure the rank to her, it would

incorporate all my desires—all my
duties."

" But," said Lady Vargrave, with

evident surprise, " if I understand you
rightly, the disparity of years

"

" And what then, what then, Lady
Vargrave ] Is there no disparity of

years between us—a greater disparity

than between Lumley and that tall

girl? Lumley is a mere youth, a

youth still, five-and-thirty—he will be

little more than forty when they

marry; I was between fifty and sixty

when I married you, Lady Vargrave.

1 don't like boy and girl marriages: a

man should he older than his wife.

But you are so romantic, Lady Var-

grave. Besides, Lumlev is so gay and
good-looking, and wears so well. He
has been very nearly forming another

attachment ; but that, I trust, is out

of his head now. They must like

each other. You will not gainsay

me, Lady Vargrave, and if anything

happens to me—life is uncertain."
" Oh, do not speak so—my friend,

my benefactor I

"

" Why, indeed," resumed his brd-
ship, mildly, "thank Heaven, I am
very well—feel younger than ever I

did— but still, life is uncertain—and
if you survive me, you will not throw

obstacles in the way of my grand

scheme."
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I—no, no—of course you have

the right in all things ove her des-

tiny ; but so young— so softhearted,

if she should love one of her own
years

"

" Love !—pooh ! love does not come
into girls' heads unless it is put there.

—We will bring her up to love

Lumley. I have another reason—

a

cogent one— our secret!—to him it

can be confided —it should not go out

of our family. Even in uiy grave I

could not rest if a slur were cast on

my respectability—my name."

Lord Vargrave spoke solemnly and

warmly; then muttering to himself,

" Yes, it is for the best," he took up

his hat and quitted the room. He
joined his stepchild on the lawn. He
romped with her— he played with her

—that stiff, stately man !— he laughed

louder than she did, and ran almost

as fast. And when she was fatigued

and breathless, he made her sit down
beside him, in a little summerhouse,

and, fondly stroking down her dis-

ordeied tresses, said, " You tire me
out, child ; I am growing too old to

play with you. Lumley must supply

my place. You love Lumley ?
"

" Oh, dearly, he is so good-humoured,

so kind ; he has given me such a

beautiful doll, with such eyes !

"

* You shall be his little wife—you
wou.c axe \a be his little wife 1

"

" Wife ! why, poor mamma is a

wife, and she is not so happy as I

am."

"Your minima has bad health,

my dear," said Lord Vargrave. a

little discomposed. " But it is a tine

thing to be a wife and have a carriage

of your own, and a fine house, and
jewels, and plenty of money, and be

your own mistress ; and Lumley will

love you dearly."

" Oh yes, I should like all that.*

"And you will have a protector,

child, when I am no more !

"

The tone, rather than the words, of

her step-father struck a damp into

that childi.-h heart. Evelyn lifted her

eyes, gazed at him earnestly, and then,

throwing her arms round him, burst

into tears.

Lord Vargrave wiped his own eyes

and covered her with kisses.

" Yes, you shall be Lumley's wife,

his honoured wife, heiress to my rank
as to my fortunes."

" I will do all that papa wishes.

" You will be Lady Vargrave then,

and Lumley will be your husband."

said the step-father, impressively.
" Think over what I have said. Now
let us join mamma. But, as I live,

here is Lumley himself. However,

it is not yet the time to sound him :

— I hope that he has no chance with

that Lady .Florence."
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CHAPTER VL

• • • " Fair encounter

Of two most rare affections."

—

Tempest

Meanwhile the Betrothed were on

their road to London. The balmy

and serene beauty of the day had

induced them to perform the short

journey on horseback. It is some-

where said, that lovers are never so

handsome as in each other's company,

and neither Florence nor Ernest ever

looked so well as on horseback. There

was something in the stateliness and

the grace of both, something even in

the aquiline outline of thsir features,

and the haughty bend of the neck,

that made a sort of likeness between

these young persons, although there

was no comparison as to their relative

degrees of personal advantage : the

beauty of Florence defied all com-

parison. And as they rode from

Cleveland's porch, where the other

guests vet lingering were assembled

to give the farewell greeting, there

was a general conviction of the hap-

piness destined to the affianced ones,

—a general impression that both in

mind and person they were eminently

suited to each other. Their position

was that which is ever interesting,

even in more ordinary people, ami at

that moment they were absolutely

popular with all who gazed on them
;

and when the good old Cleveland

turned away with tears in his eyes,

and murmured " Bless them !
" there

was not one of the party who would

have hesitated to join in the prayer.

Florence felt a nameless dejection

as she quitted a spot so consecrated

by grateful recollections.

" When shall we be again so

happy V said she. softly, as she turned

back to gaze upon the landscape,

which, gay with flowers and shrubs,

and the bright English verdure,

smiled behind them like a garden.
" We will try and make my old

hall, and its gloomy shades, remind

us of these fairer scenes, my Flo-

rence."

" Ah ! describe to me the charactei

of your place. We shall live there

principally, shall we not ? I am sure

I shall like it much better than

Marsden Court, which is the name of

that huge pile of arches and columns

in Vanbrugh's heaviest taste, which

will soon be yours."

" I fear we shall never dispose of

all your mighty retinue, grooms of

the chamber, and Patagonian foot-

men, and Heaven knows who besides,

in the holes and corners of Burleigh,"

said Ernest, smiling. And then he

went on to describe the old place

with something of a well-born coun-

try gentleman's not displeasing pride

;

and Florence listened, and they

planned, and altered, and added, and

improved, and laid out a map for the

future. From that topic they turned

to another, equally interesting to

Florence. The work in which Mal-

travers had been engaged was com-

pleted, was in the hands of the

printer, and Florence amused herself

with conjectures as to the criticisms

it would provoke. She was certain

that all that had most pleased her

would be caviare to the multitude.

She never would believe that any one

cou'd understand Maltravers but her-

self. Thus time flew on till they
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passed that part of the road in which

had occurred Ernest's adventure with

Mrs. Templeton's daughter. Mal-

travers paused abruptly in the midst

of his glowing periods, as the spot

awakened its associations and reminis-

cences, and looked round anxiously

and inquiringly. But the fair appari-

tion was not again visible ; and what-

ever impression the place produced,

it gradually died away as they entered

the suburbs of the great metropolis.

Two other gentlemen and a young
lady of thirty-three (I had almost

forgotten them) were of the party,

but they had the tact to linger a

Little behind during the greater part

of the road, and the young lady, who
was a wit and a flirt, found gossip

and sentiment for both the cavaliers.

" Will you come to us this even-

ing 1" asked Florence, timidly.

" I fear I shall not be able. I

have several matters to arrange before

I leave town for Burleigh, which I

must do next week. Three months,

dearest Florence, will scarcely suffice

to make Burleigh put on its best

looks to greet its new mistress ; and
I have already appointed the great

modern magicians of draperies and
or-molu to consult how we may make
Aladdin's palace fit for the reception

of the new princess. Lawyers, too !

—in short, I expect to be fully occu-

pied. But to-morrow, at three, I

shall be with you, and we can ride

out, if the day be fine."

"Surely," said Florence, "yonder
is Signor Cesarini—how haggard and
altered he appears !

"

Maltravers, turning his eyes towards

the spot to which Florence pointed,

saw Cesarini emerging from a lane,

with a porter behind him carrying

gome books and a trunk. The Italian,

who was talking and gesticulating

as to himself, did not perceive them.
" Poor Castruccio! he seems leaving

bis lodging," thought Maltravers.
" By this time I fear he will have

spent the last sum I conveyed to him

— I must remember to find him out

and replenish his stores.—Do not

forget," said he aloud, " to see Cesarini,

and urge him to accept the appoint-

ment we spoke of."

" I will not forget it—I will see

him to-morrow before we meet. Yet

it is a painful task, Ernest."
" I allow it. Alas ! Florence, you

owe him some reparation. He un-

doubtedly once conceived himself

entitled to form hopes, the vanity

of which his ignorance of our English

world and his foreign birth prevented

him from suspecting."
" Believe me, I did not give him

the right to form such expectations."

"But you did not sufficiently dis-

courage them. Ah, Florence, never

underrate the pangs of hope crushed,

of love contemned."
" Dreadful !

" said Florence, almost

shuddering. " It is strange, but my
conscience never so smote me before.

It is since I love, that I feel, for the

first time, how guilty a creature

is
"

" A coquette !
" interrupted Mal-

travers. " Well, let us think of the

past no more ; but if we can restore

a gifted man, whose youth promised

much, to an honourable independence

and a healthful mind, let us do so.

Me, Cesarini never can forgive; he

will think I have robbed him of you.

But we men—the woman we have

once loved, even after she rejects us,

ever has some power over us, and

your eloquence, which has so often

roused me, cannot fail to impress a

nature yet more excitable."

Maltravers, on quitting Florence

at her own door, went home, sum-

moned his favourite servant, gave

him Cesarini's address at Chelsea,

bade him find out where he was, if

he had left his lodgings ; and leave

at his present home, (or failing its

discovery) at the " Travellers," a

cover, which he made his servant
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address, enclosing a bank-note of some
amount If the reader wonder why
Maltravers thus constituted himself

the unknown benefactor of the Italian,

I must tell him that he does not under-

stand Maltravers. Cesarini was not

the only man of letters whose faults

he pitied, whose wants he relieved.

Though his name seldom shone in

the pompous list of public subscrip-

tions—though he disdained to affect

the Maecenas and the patron, he felt

the brotherhood of mankind, and a

kind of gratitude for those who
aspired to raise or to delight their

species. An author himself, he could

appreciate the vast debt which the

world owes to authors, and pays but

I by calumny in life and barren laurels

after death. He whose profession is

the Beautiful succeeds ouly through
the Sympathies. Charity and Com-
passion are virtues taught with diffi-

culty to ordinary men ; to true Genius
1 they are but the instincts which
direct it to the Destiny it is born to

fulfil,—viz., the discovery and redemp-

tion of new tracts in our common
! nature. Genius—the Sublime Mis-

sionary—goes forth from the serene

Intellect of the Author to live in the

wants, the griefs, the infirmities of

j

others, in order that it may learn

their language ; and as its highest

achievement is Pathos, so its most

:
absolute requisite is Pity I

CHAPTER VII.

' Don John. How canst thou cro-s this marriage?

Borachio Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly, that no dishonesty shall

appear in me, my lord."

—

Much Ado about Nothing.

Ferrers and Cesarini were sitting

over their wine, and both had sunk

into silence, for they had only one

subject in common, when a note was

brought to Lumley from Lady Flo-

rence. — "This is lucky enough!"

said he, as he read it. " Lady Florence

wishes to see you, and encloses me a

note for you, which she asks me to

address and forward to you. There

it is."

Cesarini took the note with trem-

bling hands : it was very short, and

merely expressed a desire to see him
the next day at two o'clock.

" What can it be ]
" he exclaimed

;

'can she want to apologise, to ex-

plain 1
"

" No, no, no ! Florence will not do

that ; but, from certain words she

dropped in talking with me, I guess

that she has some offer to your worldly

advantage to propose to you Ha

!

by the way, a thought strikes

me."

Lumley eagerly rang the bell. " Is

Lady Florence's servant waiting for

an answer ]

"

" Yes, sir."

" Very well—detain him."

"Now, Cesarini, assurance is made
doubly sure. Come into the next
room. There, sit down at my desk,

and write, as I shall dictate, to Mal-
travers."

"IP
" Yes, now do put yourself in my

hands— write, write. When you have
finished, I will explain."

Cesarini obeyed, and the letter waa
as follows :

—

" Dear Maltravers,
'•

I have learned your approach-

ing marriage with Lady Florence

Lascellen. Permit me to congratulate
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you. For myself, I have overcome

a vain and foolish passion ; and can

contemplate your happiness without

a sigh.

" I have reviewed all my old pre-

judices against marriage, and believe

it to be a state which nothing but the

most perfect congeniality of temper,

pursuits, and minds, can render bear-

able.—How rare is such congeniality

!

in your case it may exist. The affec-

tions of that beautiful being are

doubtless ardent—and they are yours

!

" Write me a line by the bearer to

assure me of your belief in my sin-

cerity. " Yours,
" C. Cesarini."

" Copy out this letter, I want its

ditto—quick. Now seal and direct

the duplicate," continued Ferrers

;

" that 's right—go into the hall, give

it yourself to Lady Florence's servant,

and beg him to take it to Seamore
Place, wait foi an answer, and bring

it here ; by which time you will have

a note ready for Lady Florence. Say
I will mention this to her ladyship,

—

and give the man half-a-crown. There
—begone."
" I do not understand a word of

this," said Cesarini, when he returned;
" will you explain ?

"

" Certainly ; the copy of the note

you have despatched to Maltravers I

shall show to Lady Florence this

evening,—as a proof of your sobered

and generous feelings ; observe, it is

so written, that the old letter of your
rival may seem an exact reply to it.

To-morrow, a reference to this note

or yours will bring out our scheme
mv/e easily ; and if you follow my
instructions, you will not seem to

volunteer showing oui handiwork, as

we at first intended ; but rather to

yield it to her eyes from a generous

impulse, from an irresistible desire to

save her from an unworthy husband
and a wretched fate. Fortune has

been dealing our cards for us, and has

turned up the ace. Three to one now
on the odd trick. Maltravers, too, is

at home. I called at his house on

returning from my uncle's, and learned

that he would not stir out all the

evening."

In due time came the answer from
Ernest : it was short and hurried

;

but full of all the manly kindness of

his nature ; it expressed admiration

and delight at the tone of Cesarini's

letter; it revoked all former expres-

sions derogatory to Lady Florence; it

owned the harshness and error of his

first impressions ; it used every deli-

cate argument that could soothe and
reconcile Cesarini ; and concluded by
sentiments of friendship and desire of

service, so cordial, so honest, so free

from the affectation of patronage

—

that even Cesarini himself, half insane

as he was with passion, was almost

softened. Lumley saw the change in

his countenance—snatched the letter

from his hand—read it—threw it

into the fire—and saying, " We must
guard against accidents," clapped the

Italian affectionately on the shoulder,

and added, " Now you can have no
remorse,— for a more Jesuitical piece

of insulting, hypocritical cant 1 never

read. Where 's your note to Lady
Florence ? Your compliments, you
will be with her at two. There—now
the rehearsal 's over, the scenea

arranged, and I '11 dress, and open
the play for you with a prologue."
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CHAPTER VIIL

• • • JEst uat ingens

Imo in corde pudor, mixtoque insania luctu,

Et funis agi tat us amor, et conscia virtus." *—VreoiL.

The next day, punctual to his appoint-

ment; Cesarini repaired to his critical

interview with Lady Florence. Her
countenance, which, like that of most

persons whose temper is not under

their command, ever too faithfully

expressed what was within, was un-

usually flushed. Lumley had dropped

words and hints which had driven

sleep from her pillow, and repose

from her mind.

She rose from her seat with nervous

agitation as Cesarini entered, and

made his grave salutation. After a

6hort and embarrassed pause, she

recovered, however, her self-possession,

and with all a woman's delicate and

dexterous tact, urged upon the Italian

the expediency of accepting the offer

of honourable independence now ex-

tended to him.
" You have abilities," she said, in

conclusion—" you have friends—you

have youth—take advantage of those

gifts of nature and fortune;—and

fulfil such a career as," added Lady
Florence with a smile, " Dante did not

consider incompatible with poetry."

" 1 cannot object to any career,"

said Cesarini, with an effort, "that

may serve to remove me from a

country that has no longer any charms

for me. I thank you for your kind-

ness— I will obey you. May you be

'lappy—and yet—no, ah ! no—happy

* Peep in her inmost heart is stirred the

immense shame, and madness with coin-

mingled grief, and love agitated by rage,

and conscious virtue.

you must be ! Even he, sooner 01

later, must see you with my eyes."

I know," replied Florence, falter-

ingly, "that you have wisely and
generously mastered a past illusion

Mr. Ferrers allowed me to see the

letter you wrote to Er to Mr.
Maltravers ; it was worthy of you— it

touched me deeply ; but I trust you wiK
outlive your prejudices against

"

" Stay," interrupted Cesarini ; " die

Ferrers communicate to you the

answer to that letter?"
" No, indeed."
" I am glad of it."

"Why?"
" Oh, no matter. Heaven bless

you—farewell."

" No—I implore you do not go yet

—what was there in that letter that

it could pain me to see? Lumley
hinted darkly, but would not speak

out—be more frank."

"I cannot—it would be treachery

to Maltravers— cruelty to you—yet,

would it be cruel ?"

" No, it would not—it would be

kindness and mercy ; show me the

letter—you have it with you."
" You could not bear it

;
you wonid

hate me for the pain it would give

you. Let me depart."

" Man, you wrong Maltravers. i see

it now. You would darkly slander hiro

whom you cannot openly defame. G<
— I was wrong to listen to you—go !

'

" Lady Florence, beware how you

taunt me into undeceiving you. Here
is the letter, it is his handwriting

—

will 'ou read it ] I warn you not."
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"I will believe nothing but the

evidence of my own eyes—give it me."
* Stay then ; on two conditions,

j

First, that you promise me sacredly

that you will not disclose to Maltra-

vers, without my consent, that you

have seen this letter. Think not I

fear his anger. No ! but in the mortal

encounter that must ensue, if you
thus betray me—your character would

be lowered in the world's eyes, and
even I (my excuse unknown) might
not appear to have acted with honour

in obeying your desire, and warning

you, while there is yet time, of bar-

tering love for avarice. Promise me."
" I do—I do most solemnly."
" Secondly, assure me that you will

not ask to keep the letter, but will

immediately restore it to me."
" I promise it. Now then."
" Take the letter."

Florence seized, and rapidly read

the fatal and garbled document : her

brain was dizzy—her eyes clouded—
her ears rang as with the sound of

water—she was sick and giddy with

emotion, but she read enough. This

letter was written, then, in answer to

Castruccio's of last night,—it avowed
dislike of her character,—it denied

the sincerity of her love,—it more
than hinted the mercenary nature of

his own feelings. Yes, even there,

where she had garnered up her heart,

she was not Florence, the lovely and
beloved woman ; but Florence, the

wealthy and high-born heiress. The
world which she had built upon the

faith and heart of Maltravers, crumbled
away at her feet. The letter dropped
from her hands—her whole form

seemed to shrink and shrivel up ; her

teeth were set, and her cheek was as

white as marble.
" God !

" cried Cesarini, stung

with remorse. " Speak to me, speak
;

to me, Florence ! I did wrong—
j

forget that hateful letter ! I have

oeen false—false !

"

" Ah, false—sav so again !—no. no,

No. 196. i

I remember he told me—he. so wise, so

deep a judge of human character, thai

he would be sponsor for your faith

—

that your honour and heart wert

incorruptible. It is true— I thank

you—you have saved me from a ter-

rible fate."

" Lady Florence, dear—too dear

—yet would that—alas ! she does not

listen to me," muttered Castruccio, as

Florence, pressing her hands to her

temples, walked wildly to and fro

the room ; at length, she paused op-

posite to Cesarini, looked him full in

the face, returned him the letter

without a word, and pointed to the

door.

" No, no, do not bid me leave you

yet," said Cesarini, trembling with

repentant emotion— yet half beside

himself with jealous rage at her love

for his rival.

" My friend, go," said Florence, in

a tone of voice singularly subdued

and soft. " Do not fear me— I have

more pride in me than even affection;

but there are certain struggles in a

woman's breast which she could never

betray to any one—any one but a

mother. God help me, I have none !

—go—when next we meet, I shall be

calm."

She held out her hand as she spoke,

the Italian dropped on his knee
kissed it convulsively, and, fearful oi

trusting himself further, vanished

from the room.

He had not been long gone before

Maltravers was seen riding through

the street. As he threw himself from

his horse, he looked up at the window,

and kissed his hand at Lady Florence,

who stood there, watching his arrival,

with feelings indeed far different from

those he anticipated. He entered the

room lightly and gaily.

Florence stirred not to welcomf

him. He approached and took her

hand ; she withdrew it with a shudder-
" Are yea not well, Florence 1!"

" I am well, for I have recovered."

16
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" What do you mean ?—why do you
turn from me V

Lady Florence fixed her eyes on

him, eyes that literally blazed—her

lip quivered with scorn.

" Mr. Maltravers, at length I know
you. I understand the feelings with

which you have sought a union be-

tween us. God ! why, why was I

thus cursed with riches—why made a

thing of barter and merchandise, and
avarice, and low ambition 1 Take my
wealth—take it, Mr. Maltravers, since

that is what you prize. Heaven
knows I can cast it willingly away

;

but leave the wretch whom you long

deceived, and who now, wretch though

she be, renounces aud despises you !

"

"Lady Florence, do I hear aright?

Who has accused me to you ?

"

"None, sir, none— I would have

belJ0,rod none. Let it suffice, that I

am convinced that our union can be

happy to neither
;

question me no
further—all intercourse between us is

for ever over !

"

" Pause," said Maltravers, with cold

and grave solemnity—" another word,

and the gulf will become impassable.

Pause."
" Do not," exclaimed the unhappy

lady, stung by what she considered

the assurance of a hardened hypocrisy
—" do not affect this haughty superi-

ority, it dupes me no louger. I was

your slave while I loved yon—the tie

is broken. 1 am free, and I hate and
scorn you ! Mercenary and sordid as

you are, your baseness of spirit re-

vives the differences of our rank.

Henceforth, Mr. Maltravers, I am
Lady Florence Lascelles, and by that

title alone will you know me. Begone,

sir !

"

As she spoke, with passion dis-

torting every feature of her face, all

her beauty vanished away from the

eyes of the proud Maltravers, as if by
witchcraft— the angel seemed trans-

formed into the fury ; and coid. bitter,

and withering was the eye which he

fixed upon that altered countenance.
" Mark me, Lady Florence Las-

celles," said he, very calmly, " you

have now said what you can never

recall. Neither in man nor in woman
did Ernest Maltravers ever forget or

forgive a sentence which accused him
of dishonour. I bid you fareweil for

ever; and with my last words I con-

demn you to the darkest of all dooms
—the remorse that comes too late !

"

Slowly he moved away—and as the

door closed upon that towering and

haughty form, Florence already felt

that his curse was working to its ful-

filment. She rushed to the window
—she caught one last glimpse of him

as his horse bore him rapidly away.

Ah ! when shall they meet again 1
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CHAPTER IX.

* And now I live—O wherefore do I Href
And with that pang I prayed to be no more."

—

Wordsworth.

It was about Dine o'clock that even-

ing, and Maltravers was alone in his

room. His carriage was at the door
— his servants were arranging the

luggage—he was going that night to

Burleigh. London — society— the

world—were grown hateful to him.

His galled and indignant spirit de-

manded solitude. At this time,

Lumley Ferrers abruptly entered.
" You will pardon my intimsion,"

said the latter, with his usual frank-

ness—" but
"

" But what, sir—I am engaged."
" I shall be very brief. Maltravers,

you are my old friend. I retain re-

gard and affection for you, though

our different habits have of late

estranged us. I come to you from
my cousin—from Florence—there has

been some misunderstanding between

you. I called on her to-day after you
left the house. Her grief affected

me. I have only just quitted her.

She has been told by some gossip or

other, some story or other—women
are credulous, foolish creatures;—un-

deceive her, and, I dare say, all may
be settled."

" Ferrers, if a man had spoken to

me as Lady Florence did, his blood or

mine must have flowed. And do you
think that words that might have
|»iunged me into the guilt of homicide

if uttered by a man— I could ever

pardon in one whom I had dreamed
of for a wife ] Never! "

" Pooh, pooh— women's words are

wind. Don't throw away so splendid

a match for such a trifle."

" Do you too, sir, mean to impute
mercenary motives to me ?

"

" Heaven forbid ! You know I am
no coward, but I really don't want to

fight you. Come, be reasonable."

" I dare say you mean well, but the

breach is final— all recurrence to it is

painful and superfluous. I must wish

you good evening."
" You have positively decided 1

"

" I have."
" Even if Lady Florence made the

amende honorable !
"

" Nothing on the part of Lady
Florence could alter my resolution.

The woman whom an honourable

man—an English gentleman—makes
the partner of his life, ought never to

listen to a syllable against his fair

name : his honour is hers, and if her

lips, that should breathe comfort in

calumny, only serve to retail the lie

—

she may be beautiful, gifted, wealthy,

and high-born, but he takes a curse

to his arms. That curse I have

escaped."

" And this I am to say to my
cousin ]

"

" As you will. And now stay,

Lumley Ferrers, and hear me. I

neither accuse nor suspect you, 1

desire not to pierce your heart, and
in this case I cannot fathom your

motives ; but if it should so have

happened that you have, in any way,

ministered to Lady Florence ljascelles'

injurious opinions of my faith and

honour, you will have much to answer

for, and sooner or later there will

come a day of reckoning between you

and me."

"Mr. Maltravers, there can be no

quarrel between us, with my cousin'*

fair name at stake, or else we should

B 2
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not now part without preparations

for a more hostile meeting. I can

bear your language. 1, too, though

no philosopher, can forgive. Come,

man, you are heated—it is very na-

tural ;— let us part friends— your

hand."
" If you can take my hand, Lumley,

you are innocent, and I have wronged

you."

Lumley smiled, and cordially pressed

the hand of his old friend.

As he descended the stairs, Mal-

travers followed, and just as Lumley
turned into Curzon Street, the car-

riage whirled rapidly past him, and

by the lamps he saw the pale and

Btern face of Maltravers.

It was a slow, drizzling rain,—one

of those unwholesome nights frequent

in London towards the end of autumn.

Ferrers, however, insensible to the

weather, walked slowly and thought-

fully towards his cousin's house. He
was playing for a mighty stake, and

hitherto the cast was in his favour,

yet he was uneasy and perturbed.

His conscience was tolerably proof to

all compunction, as much from the

levity as from the strength of his

nature ; and (Maltravers removed,) he

trusted in his knowledge of the

human heart, and the smooth spe-

ciousness of his manner, to win, at

last, in the hand of Lady Floreuce,

the object of his ambition. It was

not on her affection, it was on her

pique, her resentment, that he relied.

" When a woman fancies herself

slighted by the man she loves, the

first person who proposes must be a

clumsy wooer indeed, if he does not

carry her away." So reasoned Ferrers,

but yet he was ruffled and disquieted;

the truth must be spoken,—able,

bold, sanguine, and scornful as he

was, his spirit quailed before that of

Maltravers; he feared the lion of that

nature when fairly aroused : his own
character had in it something of a

woman's— an unprincipled, gifted,

aspiring, and subtle woman's, and in

Maltravers—stern, simple, and mas-

culine — he recognised the superioi

dignity of the " lords of the creation
;

'

he was overawed by the anticipation

of a wrath and revenge which he felt

he merited, and which he feared

might be deadly.

While gradually, however, his spirit

recovered its usual elasticity, he came
in the vicinity of Lord Saxingham's

house, and suddenly, by a corner of

the street, his arm was seized : to his

inexpressible astonishment he recog-

nised, in the muffled figure that

accosted him, the form of Florence

Lascelles.

" Good heavens !
" he cried, " is it

possible 1—You, alone in the streets,

at this hour, in such a night, tool

How very wrong—how very impru-

dent !

"

" Do not talk to me—I am almost

mad as it is : I could not rest—

I

could not brave quiet, solitude,—still

less, the face of my father—I could

not !—but quick, what says he ')—
what excuse has he ? Tell me every-

thing—I will cling to a straw."

"And is this the proud Florence

Lascelles 1"

" No,—it is the humbled Florence

Lascelles. I have done with pride

—

speak to me !

"

" Ah, what a treasure is such a

heart ! How can he throw it away !

"

" Does he deny ?
"

" He denies nothing,—he expresses

himself rejoiced to have escaped

—

such was his expression—a marriage

in which his heart never was engaged.

He is unworthy of you—forget

him."

Florence shivered, and as Ferrers

drew her arm in his own, her unglovc 1

hand touched his, .and the touch was

like that of ice.

" What will the servants think ?

—

what excuse can we make ? " said

Ferrers, when they Btood beneath the

porch.
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Flo/ence d d not reply; but as the

door jpened, she said softly,

—

" I am ill— ill," and clung to

Ferrers with that unnerved and heavy

weight which betokens faintness.

The light glared on her—the faces

of the lacqueys betokened their un-

disguised astonishment With »

violent effort, Florence recovered her-

self, for she had not vet done with

pride, swept through the hall with

her usual stately step, slowly ascended

the broad staircase, and gained the

solitude of her own room, to &11

senseless on the floor.





BOOK IX.

AxepoiTi w/x<pev(rcu.—Sopb. Anttb f*

I go, the b-ide of Acheron.

MtAAovTO toi/to.—76.1333.

These tliinge are in the FratOft





BOOK IX.

CHAPTER I.

y • » " There the action lies

In Ite true nature » • # •

• * * What then ? What rests r

Try what repentance can !
"

—

Hamlet.

" I doubt he will be dead or ere I come."

—

King John.

It was a fine afternoon in December,

when Lumley Ferrers turned from

Lord Saxingham's door. The knockers

were muffled— the windows on the

third story were partially closed.

There was sickness in that house.

Lumley's face was unusually grave
;

it was even sad. "So young— so

beautiful," he muttered. " If ever I

loved woman, I do believe I loved

her :—that love must be my excuse.

.... I repent of what I have done—
but I could not foresee that a mere
lover's stratagem was to end in such

effects—the metaphysician was very

right when he said, ' We only sympa-

thise with feelings we know ourselves.'

A little disappointment in love could

not have hurt me much—it is d—

d

odd it should hurt her so. I am
altogether out of luck : old Templeton

— I beg his pardon, Lord Vargrave

—

(by the bye he gets heartier every day

—what a constitution he has !) seems

cross with me. He did not like the

idea that I should marry Lady Flo-

rence— and when I thought that

vision might have been realised,

hinted that I was disappointing some
expectations he had formed ; I can't

make out what he means. Then, too,

the government have offered that

place to Maltravers instead of to me.
In fact, my star is not in the ascendant.

Poor Florence though,—I would really

give a great deal to know her restored

to health !—I have done a villanous

thing, but I thought it only a clever

one. However, regret is a fool's pas-

sion. By Jupiter !—talking of fools,

here comes Cesarini."

Wan, haggard, almost spectral, his

hat over his brows, his dress neg-

lected, his air reckless and fierce,

Cesarini crossed the way, and thus

accosted Lumley :

—

We have murdered her, Ferrers
;

and her ghost will haunt us to our

dying day !

"

" Talk prose
; you know I am no

poet. What do you mean?"
" She is worse to-day," groaned

Cesarini, in a hollow voice. " I

wander like a lost spirit round the

house ; I question all who come from
it. Tell me— oh, tell me, is there

hope?"
" I do, indeed, trust so," replied

Ferrers, fervently. " The illness has

only of late assumed an alarming

appearance. At first it was merely a

severe cold, caught by imprudent
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exposure one rainy night. Now they

fear it has settled on the lungs ; but

if we could get her abioad, all might
be well."

" You think so, honestly]"
" I do. Courage, my friend ; do

not reproach yourself; it has nothing

to do with us. She was taken ill of a

cold, not of a letter, man !

"

" No, no ; I judge her heart by my
own. Oh, that I could tecall the past!

Look at me ; I am the wreck of what

1 was; day and night the recollection

of my falsehood haunts me with

remorse."

"Pshaw!—we will go to Italy

together, and in your beautiful land,

love will replace love."

" I am half resolved, Ferrers."
" Ha !—to do what ]

"

" To write—to reveal all to her."

The hardy complexion of Ferrers

grew livid ; his brow became dark

with a terrible expression.

" Do so, and fall the next day by
my hand ; my aim, in slighter quarrel,

never erred."

" Do you dare to threaten me]"
" Do you dare to betray me] Betray

one who, if he sinned, sinned on your

account—in your cause ; who would

have secured to you the loveliest

bride, and the most princely dower,

in England ; and whose only offence

against you is that he cannot com-

mand life and health]"
" Forgive me," said the Italian,

with great emotion,— "forgive me,

and do not misunderstand ; I would

not have betrayed you,— there is

honour among villains. I would have

confessed only my own crime ; I would

never have revealed yours—why should

I?—it is unnecessary."

"Are you in earnest?— are yon
sincere]"
" By my soul

!

"

" Then, indeed, you are worthy of

my friendship. You will assume the

whole forgery—an ugly word, but it

avoids circumlocution— to be youi

own ]

"

" I will."

Ferrers paused a moment, and then
stopped suddenly short.

" You will swear this!"
" By all that is holy."

" Then, mark me, Cesarini ; if to-

morrow Lady Florence be worse, I

will throw no obs'acle in the way o'

your confession, should you resolve to

make it; I will even use that influence

which you leave me, to palliate your

offence, to win your pardon. And
yet to resign your hopes—to surrender

one so loved to the arms of one so

hated—it is magnanimous— it is noble

—it is above my standard ! Do as

you will."

Cesarini was about to reply, when a

servant on horseback abruptly turned

the corner, almost at full speed. He
pulled in—his eye fell upon Lumley

j

—he dismounted.
" Oh, Mr. Ferrers," said the man,

' breathlessly, " 1 have been to your

I house ; they told me I might find

i you at Lord Saxingham's—I was just

going there -"

" Well, well, what is the matter?"
" My poor master, sir—my lord, I

mean "

" What, of him?"
" Had a fit, sir— the doctors are

with him—my mistress—for my lord

can't speak— sent me express for

: you."
" Lend me your horse—there, just

lengthen the stirrups."

While the groom was engaged at

the saddle, Ferrers turned to Cesarini.

" Do nothing rashly," said he : "I
would say, if I might, nothing at all,

without consulting me; but, mind, I

rely, at all events, on your pronrise

—

your oath."

" You may," said Cesarini, gloomily
" Farewell, then," said Lnmley, as

he mounted ; and in a few moments
he was out of sight.
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CHAPTER IL

" O world, thou wast the forest to this hart

,

*****
Dost thou here lie ? "—Juliut Caiar.

A.s Lumley '<eapt from his horse at

his uncle's door, the disorder and

bustle of those demesnes, in which

the severe eye of the master usually

preserved a repose and silence as

complete as if the affairs of life were

carried on by clockwork, struck upon
him sensibly. Upon the trim lawn,

the old women employed in cleaning

and weeding the walks were all

assembled in a cluster, shaking their

heads ominously in concert, and
carrying on their comments in a

confused whisper. In the hall, the

housemaid (and it was the first house-

maid whom Lumley had ever seen in

that house, so invisibly were the

wheels of the domestic machine
carried on) was leaning on her broom,
" swallowing with open mouth a foot-

man's news." It was as if, with the

first slackening of the rigid rein,

human nature broke loose from the

conventual stillness in which it had
ever paced its peaceful path in that

formal mansion.

"How is he?"
" My lord is hetter, sir ; he has

spoken, I believe."

At this moment a young face,

swollen and red with weeping, looked

down from the stairs ; and presently

Evelyn rushed breathlessly into the

hall.

" Oh, come up—come up, cousin

Lumley ; he cannot, cannot die in

your presence
;
you always seem so

full of life I He cannot die
;
you do

not think he will die. Oh, take me

with you, they won't let me go to

him !

"

" Hush, my dear little girl, hush
;

follow me lightly—that is right."

Lumley reached the door, tapped
gently—entered ; and the child also

stole in unobserved, or at least unpre-
vented. Lumley drew aside the cur-

tains ; the new lord was lying on his

bed, with his head propped by pillows,

his eyes wide open, with a glassy but
not insensible stare, and his counte-

nance fearfully changed. Lady Var-
grave was kneeling on the other side

of the bed, one hand clasped in her
husband's, the other bathing his

temples, and her tears falling, without
sob or sound, fast and copiously down
her pale fair cheeks.

Two doctors were conferring in the

recess of the window ; an apothecary
was mixing drugs at a table ; and two
of the oldest female servants of the

house were standing near the phy-
sicians, trying to overhear what was
said.

" My dear, dear uncle, bow are you?"
asked Lumley.

" Ah, you are come then," said the

dying man, in a feeble yet distinct

voice ; " that is well—I have much to

say to you."
" But not now—not now—you are

not strong enough," said the wife,

imploringly.

The doctors moved to the bedside.

Lord Vargrave waved his hand, and
raised his head.

" Gentlemen," said he, " I feel as if
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death were hastening upon me ; I

have much need, while my senses

remain, to confer with my nephew.

Is the present a fitting time ?—if I

delay, are you sure that I shall have

another 1

"

The doctors looked at each other.

" My lord," said one ;
" it may per-

haps settle and relieve your mind to

converse with your nephew ; after-

wards you may more easily compose
yourself to sleep."

" Take this cordial, then," said the

other doctor.

The sick man obeyed. One of the

physicians approached Lumley, and
beckoned him aside.

" Shall we send for his lordship's

lawyer ] " whispered the leech.

" I am his heir-at-law," thought

Lumley. " Why no, my dear sir

—

no, I think not, unless he expresses a

desire to see him ; doubtless, my poor

uncle has already settled his worldly

affairs. What is his state 1

"

The doctor shook his head. " I

will 6peak to you, sir, after you have

left his lordship."

" What is the matter there ? " cried

the patient, sharply and querulously.

" Clear the room—I would be alone

with my nephew."

The doctors disappeared; the old

women reluctantly followed; when,

suddenly, the little Evelyn sprang

forward and threw herself on the

breast of the dying man, sobbing as

if her heart would break.
" My poor child !—my sweet child

!

—my own, own darling ! " gasped out

Lord Vargrave, folding his weak arms

round her ; " bless you—bless you !

and God will bless you. My wife,"

he added, with a voice far more tender

than Lumley had ever before heard

him address to Lady Vargrave, "if

these be the last words I utter to you,

let them express all the gratitude I

feel for you, for duties never more

piously discharged : you did not love

me, it is true; and in health and

pride that knowledge often made me
unjust to you. I have been severe

—

you have had much tc bear—forgive

me."
" Oh ! do not talk thus

;
you have

been nobler, kinder than my deserts.

How much I owe you !—how little I

have done in return
!

"

" I cannot bear this ; leave me, my
dear,—leave me. I may live yet—

I

hope I may—I do not want to die.

The cup may pass from me. Go—go
—and you, my child."

" Ah, let me stay."

Lord Vargrave kissed the little

creature, as she clung to his neck,

with passionate affection, and then,

placing her in her mother's arms, fell

back exhausted on his pillow. Lumley,
with handkerchief to his eyes, opened

the door to Lady Vargrave, who
sobbed bitterly, and carefully closing

it, resumed his station by his

uncle.

When Lumley Ferrers left the room,

his countenance was gloomy and ex-

cited rather than sad. He hurried

to the room which he usually occupied,

and remained there for some hours

while his uncle slept— a long and
sound sleep. But the mother and the

step-child (now restored to the sick

room) did not desert their watch.

It wanted about an hour to mid-

night when the senior physician

sought the nephew.
" Your uncle asks for you, Mr.

Ferrers ; and I think it right to say

that his last moments approach. We
have done all that can be done."

" Is he fully aware of his danger %

"

" He is ; and has spent the last two
hours in prayer— it is a Christian's

death-bed, sir."

" Humph !
" said Ferrers, as hi fol-

lowed the physician.

The room was darkened—a single

lamp, carefully shaded, burned on a

table, on which lay the Book of Life

in Death ; and with awe, and grief

on their faces, the mother and
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the child were kneeling beside the

bed.
" Come here, Lumley," faltered

forth the fast-dying man. " There

are none here, but you three—nearest

and dearest to me?— that is well.

Lumley, then, you know all—my wife,

he knows all. My child, give your

hand to your cousin—so you are now
plighted. When you grow up, Evelyn,

you will know that it is my last wish

and prayer that you should be the

wife of Lumley Ferrers. In giving

you this angel, Lumley, I atone to

you for all seeming injustice. And
to you, my child, I secure the

rank and honours to which I have

painfully climbed, and which I am
forbidden to enjoy. Be kind to her,

Lumley—you have a good and frank

heart—let it be her shelter—she has

never known a harsh word. God bless

you all, and God forgive me—pray for

me. Lumley, to-morrow you will be

Lord Vargrave, and by and by " (here

a ghastly, but exultant smile flitted

over the speaker's countenance) "you
will be my Lady—Lady Vargrave.

Lady—so— so—Lady Var "

The words died on his trembling

lips ; he turned round, and though

he continued to breathe for more than

an hour, Lord Vargrave never uttered

another syllable.

CHAPTER m.

* * " Hopes and fears

Start up alarmed, and o'er life's narrow verge

Look down—on what ?— a fathomless abyss."

—

Yonwa.

•* Contempt, farewell, and maiden pride, adieu I
"

Much Ado about nothing.

The wound which Maltravers had re-

ceived was peculiarly severe and rank-

ling. It is true that he had never

been what is called violently in love

with Florence Lascelles ; but from

the moment in which he had been

charmed and surprised into the cha-

racter of a declared suitor, it was con-

sonant with his scrupulous and loyal

nature to view only the bright side of

Florence's gifts and qualities, and to

seek to enamour his grateful fancy

with her beauty, her genius, and her

tenderness for himself. He had thus

forced and formed his thoughts and
hopes to centre all in one object; and
Florence and the Future had grown
words which conveyed the same mean-

ing to his mind. Perhaps, he felt

more bitterly her sudden and stun-

ning accusations, couched as they

were in language so unqualified, be-

cause they fell upon his pride rathei

than his affection, and were not
softened away by the thousand ex-

cuses and remembrances which a

passionate love would have invented
and recalled. It was a deep, concen-

trated sense of injury and insult, that

hardened and soured his whole nature

—wounded vanity, wounded pride,

and wounded honour. And the blow,

too, came upon him at a time when
he was most dissatisfied with all other

prospects. He was disgusted with the

littleness of the agents and springs of

political life—he had formed a weary
contempt of the barrenness of literary

reputation. At thirty years of age ho
had necessarily outlived the sanguine

elasticity of early youth, and he had
already broken up many of those later

toys in business and ambition which
afford the rattle and the hobby-horea
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to our maturer manhood. Always

asking for something too refined and

too exalted for human life, every new

proof of unworthiness in men and

things saddened or revolted a mind

still too fastidious for that quiet con-

tentment with the world as it is, which

we must all learn before we can make

our philosophy practical, and our

genius as fertile of the harvest, as it

may be prodigal of the blossom.

Haughty, solitary, and unsocial, the

ordinary resources of mortified and

disappointed men were not for Ernest

Maltravers. Rigidly secluded in his
|

country retirement, he consumed the
|

days in moody wanderings ; and in I

the evenings he turned to books with

a spirit disdainful and fatigued. So
\

much had he already learned, that

books taught him little that he did
'

not already know. And the biogra-

phies of Authors, those ghost-like

beings who seem to have had no life

Dut in the shadow of their own

haunting and imperishable thoughts,

dimmed the inspiration he might

have caught from their pages. Those

Slaves of the Lamp, those Silkworms

©f the Closet, how little had they en-

joyed, how little had they lived!

Condemned to a mysterious fate by

the wholesale destinies of the world,

they seemed born but to toil and to

spin thoughts for the common crowd

— and, their task performed in

drudgery and in darkness, to die

when no further service could be

wrung from their exhaustion. Names
had they been in life, and as names

they lived for ever, in life as in death,

airy and unsubstantial phantoms. It

yleased Maltravers at this time to

turn a curious eye towards the obscure

and half extinct philosophies of the

ancient world. He compared the

Stoics with the Epicureans— those

Epicureans who had given their own

version to the simple and abstemious

itilitarianism of their master. He
wked which was the wiser, to sharpen

j

pain or to deaden pleasure—to bear

all or to enjoy all—and, by a natural

i
reaction which often happens to us in

|
life, this man, hitherto so earnest,

! active-spirited, and resolved on great

! things, began to yearn for the drowsy

|

pleasures of indolence. The Garden

grew more tempting than the Porch.

He seriously revolved the old alterna-

tive of the Grecian demi-god—might

it not be wiser to abandon the grave

pursuits to whbh he had been addicted,

to dethrone the august but severe

Ideal in his heart—to cultivate the

light loves and voluptuous trifles of

the herd—and to plant the brief space

of youth yet left to him with the

myrtle and the rose ? As water flows

over water, so new schemes rolled upon

new—sweeping away every momentary
impression, and leaving the surface

facile equally to receive and to forget.

Such is a common state with men of

imagination in those crises of life, when
some great revolution of designs and

hopes unsettles elements too suscep-

tible of every changing wind. And
thus the weak are destroyed, while the

strong relapse, after terrible but un-

known convulsions, into that solemn

harmony and order from which Destiny

and God draw their uses to mankind.

It was from this irresolute contest

I

between antagonist principles that

Maltravers was aroused by the follow-

ing letter from Florence Lascelles :

—

" For three days and three sleepless

nights I have debated with myself
' whether or not I ought to address

you. Oh, Ernest, were I what I was,

in health, in pride, I might fear that,

generous as you are, you would mis-

construe my appeal ; but that is now
impossible. Our union never can *ake

place, and my hopes bound themselves

to one sweet and melancholy hope

—

that you will remove from my last

hours the cold and dark shadow of

your resentment. AVe have both been

cruelly deceived and betrayed. Three

days ago I discovered the perfidy that
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has been practised a*, iinst us. And
then—ah, then, with Ul the weak
human anguish of di3Ct>fering it too

late (your curse is fulfilled, Ernest
!)

I had at least one moment of proud,

of exquisite rapture. Ernest Maltra-

\ers, the hero of my dreams, stood

pure and lofty as of old—a thing it

was not unworthy to love, to mourn,

to die for. A letter in your hand-

writing had been shown me, garbled

and altered, as it seems—but I de-

tected not the imposture—it was your-

self, yourself alone, brought in false

and horrible witness against yourself!

And could you think that any other

evidence, the words, the oaths of

others, would have convicted you in

my eyes] There you wronged me.

But I deserved it—I had bound my-
self to secrecy—the seal is taken from

my lips in order to be set upon my
tomb. Ernest, beloved Ernest— be-

loved till the last breath is extinct

—

till the last throb of this heart is

stilled !—write me one word of com-

fort and of pardon. You will believe

what I have imperfectly written, for

you ever trusted my faith, if you have

blamed my faults. I am now com-

paratively happy—a word from you

will make me blest. And Fate has,

perhaps, been more merciful to both,

than in our short-sighted and queru-

lous humau vision, we might, perhaps,

believe; for now that the frame is

brought low—and in the solitude of

my chamber I can duly and humbly
commune with mine own heart, I see

the aspect of those faults which I once

mistook for virtues—and feel, that

had we been united, I, loving you

ever, might not have constituted your

happiness, and so, have known the

misery of losing your affection. May
He who formed you for glorioui

and yet all-unaccomplished purposes,

strengthen you, when these eyes can

no longer sparkle at your triumphs,

nor weep at your lightest sorrow.

You will go on in your broad and

luminous career :—A few years, and
my remembrance will have left but

the vestige of a dream behind.— Bat,

but—I can write no more. God blesa

youl"
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CHAPTER IV.

» Oh, stop this headlong current of your goodness

;

It comes too fast upon a feeble soul.**

Dbvdkn: Sebastian and Dora*.

Thb smooth physician had paid his

evening visit; Lord Saxingham had

gone to a cabinet dinner, for Life

must ever walk side by side with

Death : and Lady Florence Lascelles

was alone. It was a room adjoining

her sleeping apartment—a room in

which, in the palmy days of the bril-

liant and wayward heiress, she had

loved to display her fanciful and pecu-

liar taste. There had she been accus-

tomed to muse, to write, to study

—

there had she first been dazzled by the

novel glow of Ernest's undiurnal and

stately thoughts—there had she first

conceived the romance of girlhood,

which had led her to confer with him,

unknown—there had she first con-

fessed to herself that fancy had be-

gotten love— there had she gone

through love's short and exhausting

progress of lone emotion ;—the doubt,

the hope, the ecstasy ; the reverse, the

terror; the inanimate despondency, the

Agonised despair! And there, noy,

sadly and patiently, she awaited the

gradual march of inevitable decay.

And books and pictures, and musical

instruments, and marble busts, half

shadowed by classic draperies—and all

the delicate elegancies of womanly re-

finement—still invested the chamber

with a grace as cheerful as if youth

and beauty were to be the occupants

for ever—and the dark and noisome

vault were not the only lasting resi-

dence for the things of clay !

Florence Lascelles was dying ; but

not indeed wholly of that common, if

mystic malady—a bro1-"" baaxt. Her

health, always delicate, because always

preyed upon by a nervous, irritable,

and feverish spirit, had been gradually

and invisibly undormined, even before

Ernest confessed his love. In the

singular lustre of those large-pupilled

eyes—in the luxuriant transparency

of that glorious bloom,—the experi-

enced might long since have traced

the seeds which cradle death. In the

night, when her restless and maddened
heart so imprudently drove her forth

to forestall the communication of

Lumley (whom she had sent to Mal-

travers, she scarce knew for what

object, or with what hope)—in that

night she was already in a high state

of fever. The rain and the chill

struck the growing disease within

—

her excitement gave it food and fire

—

delirium succeeded,—and in that most
fearful and fatal of all medical errors,

which robs the frame, when it most

needs strength, of the very principle

of life, they had bled her into a tem-

porary calm, and into permanent and
incurable weakness. Consumption
seized its victim. The physicians who
attended her were the most renowned

in London, and Lord Saxingham was

firmly persuaded that there was no

danger. It was not in his nature to

think that death would take so great

a liberty with Lady Florence Lascelles,

when there were so many poor people

in the world whom there would be no
impropriety in removing from it. But
Florence knew her danger, and her

high spirit did not quail before it.

Yet. when Cesarini, stung beyond
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endurance by the horrors of his re-

oorse, wrote and confessed all his

own share of the fatal treason, though,

faithful to his promise, he concealed

that of his accomplice,—then, ah then,

she did indeed repine at her doom,
and long to look once more with the

eyes of love and joy upon the face of

the beautiful world. But the illness

of the body usually brings out ? latent

power and philosophy of the soul,

which health never knows ; and God
has mercifully ordained it as the

customary lot of nature, that in pro-

portion as we decline into the grave,

the sloping path is made smooth and
easy to our feet; and every day, as

the films of clay are removed from our

eyes, Death loses the false aspect of

the spectre, and we fall at last into its

arras as a wearied child upon the bosom
of its mother.

It was with a heavy heart that

Lady Fbrence listened to the mono-
tonous clicking of the clock that an-

nounced the departure of moments
few, 7et not precious, still spared to

her. Her face buried in her hands,

she bent over the small table beside

her sofa, and indulged her melan-

choly thoughts. Bowed was the

haughty crest, unnerved the elastic

shape that had once seemed born for

majesty and command— no friends

were near, for Florence had never

made friends. Solitary had been her

youth, and solitary were her dying
hours.

As she thus sate and mused, a sound

>*r carriage wheels in the street below

slightly shook the room—it ceased

—

the carriage stopped at the door.

Florence looked up. " No, no, it

cannot be," she muttered
;
yet, while

she spoke, a faint flush passed over

her sunken and faded cheek, and the

bosom heaved beneath the robe, " a

world too wide for its shrunk

"

proportions. There was a silence,

which to her seemed interminable,

*nd she turned away with a deep
No 19.

1

sigh, and a chill sinking of the

heart.

At this time her woman entered

with a meaning and flurried look.

" I beg your pardon, my lady- -

but
"

" But what V
" Mr. Maltravers has called, ana

a>ked for your ladyship—so, my lady,

Mr. Burton sent for me, and I said,

my lady is too unwell to see any one ;

but Mr. Maltravers would not be de-

nied, and he is waiting in my lord's

library, and insisted on my coming
up and 'nouncing him, my lady."

Now Mrs. Shinfield's words were
not euphonistic, nor her voice melli-

fluous ; but never had eloquence

seemed to Florence so effective.

Youth, love, beauty, all rushed back
upon her at once, brightening hij»

eyes, her cheek, and filling up iuin

with sudden and deceitful light.

" Well," she said, after a pause
" let Mr. Maltravers come up."

" Come up, my lady ? Bless me I—
let me just 'range your hair—youi

ladyship is really in such dish-a-bill."

" Best as it is, Shinfield—he wil\

excuse all—Go."

Mrs. Shinfield shrugged her shoul-

ders, and departed. A few moments
more—a step on the stairs, the creak-

ing of the door,—and Maltravers and
Florence were again alone. He stood

motionless on the threshold. She had
involuntarily risen, and so they stood

opposite to each other, and the lamp
fell full upon her face. Oh, heaven !

when did that sight cease to haunt
the heart of Maltravers ! When shah
that altered aspect not pass as a ghost
before his eyes !—there it is, faithful

and reproachful, alike in solitude and
in crowds—it is seen in the glare of

noon—it passes dim and wan at night,

beneath the stars and the earth—it

looked into his heart, and left its like-

ness there for ever and for ever ! Those
cheeks, once so beautifully rounded,
now sunken into lines and hollows

17
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—the livid darkness beneath the eyes

—the whitened 1 ip—the sharp,anxi ous,

worn expression, which had replaced

that glorious and beaming regard,

from which all the life of genius, all

the sweet pride of womanhood had

glowed forth, and in which not only

the intelligence, but the eternity of

the soul, seemed visibly wrought

!

There he stood, aghast and appalled.

At length a low groan broke from his

lips—he rushed forward, sank on his

knees beside her, and clasping both

her hands, sobbed aloud as he covered

them with kisses. All the iron of his

strong nature was broken down, and

his emotions, long silenced, and now
uncontrollable and resistless, were

something terrible to behold

!

" Do not—do not weep so," mur-

mured Lady Florence, frightened by

his vehemence ;
" I am sadly changed,

but the fault is mine—Ernest, it is

mine; best, kindest, gentlest, how
could I have been so mad ! —and you

forgive me] I am yours again—

a

little while yours. Ah, do not grieve

while I am so blessed !

"

As she spoke, her tears—tears from

a source how different from that

whence broke the scorching and into-

lerable agony of his own, fell soft upon

his bended head, and the hands that

still convulsively strained hers. Mal-

travers looked wildly up into her

countenance, and shuddered as he

saw her attempt to smile. He rose

abruptly, threw himself into a chair,

and covered his face. He was seeking

by a violent effort to master himself,

and it was only by the heaving of his

chest, and now and then a gasp as for

breath, that he betrayed the stormy

struggle within.

Florence gazed at him a moment
in bitter, in almost selfish penitence.

" And this was the man who seemed

to me so callous to the softer sympa-

thies—this was the heart I trampled

upon—this the nature I distrusted !

"

She came near him, trembling and

with feeble steps— she laid her hand
upon his shoulder, and the fondness

of love came over her, and she wound
her arms around him.

" It is our fate—it is my fate," said

Maltravers at last, awaking as from a

hideous dream, and in a hollow but

calm voice—" we are the things of

destiny, and the wheel has crushed

us. It is an awful state of being this

human life '.—What is wisdom—virtue

—faith to men—piety to heaven—all

the nurture we bestow on ourselves

—

all our desire to win a loftier sphere,

when we are thus the tools of the

merest chance— the victims of the

pettiest villany ; and our very exist-

ence—our very senses almost, at the

mercy of every traitor and every

fooir
There was something in Ernest's

voice, as well as in his reflections,

which appeared so unnaturally calm

and deep that it startled Florence

with a fear more acute than his pre-

vious violence had done. He rose,

and muttering to himself, walked to

and fro, as if insensible of her pre-

sence—in fact he was so. At length

he stopped short, and, fixing his eyes

upon Lady Florence, said, in a whis-

pered and thrilling tone,

—

" Now, then, the name of our

undoer ?

"

" No, Ernest, no—never, unless you

promise me to forego the purpose

which I read in your eyes. He has

confessed—he is penitent— I have

forgiven him—you will do so too !

"

" His name ! " repeated Maltravers,

and his face, before very flushed, war

unnaturally pale.

" Forgive him—promise me."
" His name, I say,—his name 9

"

" Is this kind I—you terrify me

—

you will kill me !

" faltered out

Florence, and she sank on the sofa

exhausted : her nerves, now so weak-

ened, were perfectly unstrung by his

vehemence, and she wrung her hands

and wept piteouslj
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" You will not tell me his name 1?"

said Maltravers softly. " Be it so. I

will ask no more. I can discover it

myself. Fate the Avenger will reveal

it."

At that thought he grew more com-

posed ; and as Florence wept on, the

unnatural concentration and fierce-

ness of his mind again gave way, and,

seating himself heside her, he uttered

all that could soothe, and comfort,

and console. And Florence was soon

soothed ! And there, while over their

heads the grim skeleton was holding

the funeral pall, they again exchanged

their vows, and again, with feelings

fonder than of old, spoke of love.

CHAPTER V.

# * * " Erichtho, then,

Breathes her dire murmurs which enforce him bear
Her baneful secrets to the spirits of horror."

—

Marlow.

With a heavy step Maltravers as-

cended the stairs of his lonely house

that night, and heavily, with a sup-

pressed groan, did he sink upon the

first chair that proffered rest.

It was intensely cold. During his

long interview with Lady Florence,

his servant had taken the precaution

to go to Seamore Place, and make
some hasty preparations for the

owner's return. But the bed-room

looked comfortless and bare, the

curtains were taken down, the carpets

were taken up, (a single man's house-

keeper is wonderfully provident in

these matters : the moment his back

is turned, she bustles, she displaces,

she exults ;
" things can be put a

little to rights !") Even the fire would

not burn clear, butgleamed sullen and

fitful from the smothering fuel. It

was a large chamber, and the lights

imperfectly filled it. On the table

lay parliamentary papers, and pamph-
lets, and bills, and presentation-books

from younger authors,—evidences of

the teeming business of that restless

machine the world. But of all this

Maltravers was not sensible : the

winter frost numbed not his feverish

vnns. His servant, who loved him,

as all who saw much of Maltravers

did, fidgeted anxiously about the room
and plied the sullen fire, and laid out

the comfortable dressing-robe, and
placed wine on the table, and asked

questions which were not answered,

and pressed service which was not

heeded. The little wheels of life go
on, even when the great wheel is

paralysed or broken. Maltravers was,

if I may so express it, in a kind of

mental trance. His emotions had
left him thoroughly exhausted. He
felt that torpor which succeeds, and
is again the precursor of, great woe.

At length he was alone, and the soli-

tude half-unconsciously restored him
to the sense of his heavy misery. For
it may be observed, that when mis-

fortune has stricken us home, the pre

sence of any one seems to interfere

between the memory and the heart.

Withdraw the intruder, and the lifted

hammer falls at ODce upon the anvil

!

He rose as the door closed on his

attendant — rose with a start, and

pushed the hat from his gathered

brows. He walked for some moments
to and fro, and the air of the room
freezing as it was, oppressed him.

There are times when the arro><

quivers within us—in which all spact

seems too confined. Like the wounded
2
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hart we could fly on for ever ; there

ia a vague desire of escape—a yearn-

ing, almost insane, to get out from

our own selves : the soul struggles to

flee away, and take the wings of the

morning.

Impatiently, at last, did Maltravers

throw open his window; it commu-
nicated upon a balcony, built out to

command the wide view which, from

a certain height, that part of the park

affords. He stept into the balcony

and bared his breast to the keen air.

The uncomfortable and icy heavens

looked down upon the hoar-rime that

gathered over the grass, and the

ghostly boughs of the deathlike trees.

All things in the world without,

brought the thought of the grave,

and the pause of being, and the

withering up of beauty, closer and
closer to his soul. In the palpable

and griping winter, death itself seemed
to wind around him its skeleton and
joyless arms. And as thus he stood,

and, wearied with contending against,

passively yielded to, the bitter pas-

sions that wrung and gnawed his

heart,—he heard not a sound at the

door below—nor the footsteps on the

stairs—nor knew he that a visitor

was in his room—till he felt a hand
apon his shoulder, and turning round,

he beheld the white and lrvid coun-

tenance of Castruccio Cesarini.

" It is a dreary night and a solemn
hour, Maltravers," said the Italian,

with a distorted smile, "a fitting night

and time for my interview with

yon."

"Away!" said Maltravers, in an
impatient tone. " I am not at leisure

for these mock heroics."
'• Ay, but you shall hear me to the

end. I have watched your arrival—

I

have counted the hours in which you
remained with her— I have followed

you borne. If you have human pas-

sions, humanity itself must be dried

up within you, and the wild beast in

bi* s.a\em is not more fearful to en-

counter. Thus, then, I seek and
brave you. Be still Has Florence

revealed to you the name of him who
belied you. and who betrayed herseu

to the death?"
" Ha !

" said Maltravers, growing

very pale, and fixing his eyes on

Cesarini, " you are not the man —mj
suspicions lighted elsewhere."

" I am the man. Do thy worst."

Scarce were the words uttered,

when, with a fierce cry, Maltravers

threw himself on the Italian ;—he

tore him from his footing—he grasped

him in his arms as a child—he literally

whirled him around and on high
;

and in that maddening paroxysm, it

was, perhaps, but the balance of a

feather, in the conflicting elements, of

revenge and reason, which withheld

Maltravers from hurling the criminal

from the fearful height on which they

stood. The temptation passed—Ce-

sarini leaned, safe, unharmed, but

half senseless with mingled rage and

fear, against the wall.

He was alone—Maltravers had left

him—had fled from himself—fled into

the chamber—fled for refuge from

human passions—to the wing of the

All-Seeing and All-Present. "Father,"

he groaned, sinking on his knees,

"support me, save me : without Thee

I am lost
!

"

Slowly Cesarini recovered himself,

and re-entered the apartment. A
string in his brain was already

loosened, and, sullen and ferocious,

he returned again to goad the lio:,

that had spared him. Maltravers had

already risen from his brief prayer

With locked and rigid countenance.

with arms folded on his breast—he

stood confronting the Italian, who ad-

vanced towards him with a menacing

brow and arm, but halted involun-

tarily at the sight of that commanding
aspect.

"Well, then," said Maltravers at

last, with a tone preternaturally calm

and low, "you then are the man.
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Speak on—what arts did you em-

1

ploy?"
" Your own letter ! When, many

months ago, I wrote to tell you of the

hopes it was mine to conceive, and to

ask your opinion of her I loved, how-

did you answer mel With doubts,

with depreciation, with covert and

polished scorn, of the very woman,

whom, with a deliberate treachery,

you afterwards wrested from nay wor-

shipping and adoring love. Tha

I garbled— I made the doubi

expressed of my happiness seem

doubts of your own. I changed the

dates— I made the letter itself appear

written, not on your first acquaintance

with her, but subsequent to your

plighted and accepted vows. Your

own handwriting convicted you of

mean suspicion and of sordid motives.

These were my arts."

" They were most noble. Do you

abide by them—or repent '!"

" For what I have done to thee I

have no repentance. Kay, I regard

thee still as the aggressor. Thou
hast robbed me of her who was all the

world to me—and, be thine excuses

what they may, I hate thee with a

hate that cannot slumber—that ab-

jures the abject name of remorse ! I

exult in the very agonies thou cn-

durcst. But for her—the stricken

—

the djing ! God, God ! The

blow falls upon mine own head !

"

"Dying!" said Mai travers, slowly

and with a shudder. " No, no—not

d3Ting—or what art thou .' Her mur-

derer ! And what must I be '! Her
avenger

!

"

Overpowered with his own pa

Ceaarini sank down, and covered his

face with his clasped hands. Mal-

travers stalked gloomily to and fro

the apartment. There was silence for

some moments.

At length, Maltravers paused op-

posite Cesarini, and thus addressed

him :

" You have come hither, not so

much to confess the oases t crime of

which man can be guilty, as to gloat

over my anguish, and to brave me to

revenge my wrongs. Go, man, go

—

for the present you are safe. While

she lives, my life is not mine to

hazard— if she recover, I can pity

you and forgive. To me your offence,

foul though it be, sinks below con-

tempt itself. It is the consequences

of that crime as they relate to— to

—

thai noble and suffering woman,
which can alone raise the despicable

into the tragic, and make your life a

worthy and a necessary offering—not

to revenge, but justice:—life for life

—victim for victim ! 'Tis the old

law
—

'tis a righteous one."
" You shall not, with your accursed

coldness, thus dispose of me as you

will, and arrogate the option to smite

or save! No," continued Cesarini,

stamping his foot— "no; far from

seeking forbearance at your hands

—

I dare and defy you ! You think I

have injured you— I, on the othc
hand, consider that the wrong haw

come from yourself. But for you, she

might have loved me— have been

mine. Let that pass. But for you,

at least, it is certain that I should

neither have sullied my soul with a

idle sin, nor Wrought the brightest of

human beings to the grave. If she

dies, the murder may be mine, but

you were the cause— the devil that

tempted to the offence. I defy and

spit upon you—I have no softness left

in me—my veins are fire—my heart

thirsts for blood. You—you— have
still the privilege to see—to bless—to

tend her : and I— I, who loved her

so—who could have kissed the earth

she trod on— I—well, well, no matter

— I hate you— I insult you— I call

you villain and dastard— I throw my-
self on the laws of honour, and I

demand that conflict you defer oi

deny !

"

"Home, doter—home— fall on thy

knees, and pray to Heaven for pardop
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—make up thy dread iceount—repine

not at the days yet thine to wash the

black spot from thy soul. For. while

I speak, I foresee too well that her

days are numbered, and with her

thread of life is entwined thine own.

Within twelve hours from her last

moment, we shall meet again : but

now I am as ice and stone,—thou

canst not move me. Her closing life

shall not be darkened by the aspect

>f blood— by the thought of the

sacrifice it demands. Begone, or

menials shall j,st thee from my door

:

ihose lips are too base to breathe the

same air as honest men. Begone, I

say, begone

Though scarce a muscle moved in

(.he lofty countenance of Maltravers

—though no frown darkened the

majestic brow—though no fire broke

'rom the steadfast and °oornful eye

—

there was a kingly authority "i tho

aspect, in the extended arm, the

stately crest, and a power in the

swell of the stern voice, which awed
and quelled the unhappy being whose
own passions exhausted and un
manned him. He strove to fling back
scorn to scorn, but his lips trembled

and his voice died in hollow mur-

murs within his breast. Maltravers

regarded him with a crushing and
intense disdain. The Italian with

shame and wrath wrestled against

himself, but in vain : the cold eye

that was fixed upon him was as a speh,

which 'he fiend within him could not

rebel against or resist. Mechanically

he moved to the door, then turning

round, he shook his clenched hand at

Maltravers, and with a wild, nianiacai

laugh, rushed from th€ apartment
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CHAPTER "VX

" On some fond breast tbe parting soul relies."

—

Gray.

Not a day passed in which Maltravers

was absent from the side of Florence.

He came early, he went late. He
subsided into his former character of

an accepted suitor, without a word of

explanation with Lord Saxmgham.
That task was left to Florence. She

doubtless performed it well, for his

lordship seemed satisfied though

grave, and, almost for the first time

in his life, sad. Maltravers never

reverted to the cause of their unhappy
dissension. Nor from that night did

he once give way to whatever might

be his more agonised and fierce emo-

tions—he never affected to reproach

himself—he never bewailed with a

vain despair their approaching sepa-

ration. Whatever it cost him, he

stood collected and stoical in the

intense power of his self-control. He
had but one object—one desire—one

hope—to save the last hours of Flo-

rence Lascelles from every pang—to

brighten and smoothe the passage

across the Solemn Bridge. His fore-

thought, his presence of mind, his care,

his tenderness, never forsook him for

an instant; they wentbeyond the attri-

butes of men, they went into all the

fine, the indescribable minutiae by
which woman makes herself "in pain

and anguish " the " ministering

angel." It was as if he had nerved
and braced his whole nature to one

duty—as if that duty were aiore felt

than affection itself—as if he were

resolved that Florence should not

remember that she had no mother

!

And oh, then, how Florence loved

him ! how far more luxurious in its

grateful and clinging fondness, waJ
that love, than the wild and jealous

fire of their earlier connexion ! Her
own character, as is often the case in

lingering illness, became incalculably

more gentle and softened down, as

the shadows closed around it. She
loved to make him read and talk to

her—and herancient poetry of thought
now grew mellowed, as it were, into

religion, which is indeed poetry with

a stronger wing There was a

world beyond the grave—there was
life out of the chrysalis sleep of death

—they would yet be united. And
Maltravers, who was a solemn and
intense believer in the Great Hope,
did not neglect the purest and highest

of all the fountains of solace.

Often in that quiet room, in that

gorgeous mansion which had been
the scene of all vain orworldly scheme:

—of flirtations and feasting3, and poli-

tical meetings and cabinet dinners,

and all the bubbles of the passing

wave—often there did these persons,

whose position to each other had been

so suddenly and so strangely changed
—converse on those matters—daring

and divine—which " make the bridal

of the earth and sky."
" How fortunate am I," said Flo-

rence, one day, " that my choice fell

on one who thinks as you do ! How
your words elevate and exalt me !

—

yet once I never dreamt of asking

your creed on these questions. It is

in sorrow or sickness that we learn

why Faith was given as a soother to

man—Faith, which is Hope with a

holier name—hone that knows neither
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deceitnor death. A h,how wisely do you

speak of the philosophy of belief! It

is, indeed, the telescope through which

the stars grow large upon our gaze.

A.nd to you, Ernest, my beloved

—

comprehended and known at last—to

you 1 leave, when I am gone, that mo-

nitor—that friend ;—you will know
yourself what you teach to me. And
when you look not on the heaven alone

but in all space—on all the illimitable

creation, you will Know that Iam there

!

For the home of a spirit is wherever

spreads the Universal Presence of

God. And to what numerous stages

of being, what paths, what duties,

what active and glorious tasks in

other worlds may we not be re-

served—perhaps to know and share

them together, and mount age after

age higher in the scale of being. For

surely in heaven there is no pause or

torpor—we do not lie down in calm

and unimprovable repose. Movement
and progress will remain the law and
condition of existence. And there

will be efforts and duties for us above

as there have been below."

It was in this theory, which Mal-

travers shared, that the character of

Florence, her overflowing life and

activity of thought—her aspirations,

her ambition, were still displayed. It

was not so much to the calm and rest

of the grave that she extended her

unreluctant gaze, as to the light and
glory of a renewed and progressive

existence.

It was while thus they sate, the low

voice of Ernest, tranquil yet half

trembling with the emotions he

sought to restrain—sometimes sober-

ing, sometimes yet more elevating,

the thoughts of Florence, that Lord
Vargrave was announced, and Lumley
Ferrers, who had now succeeded to

that title, entered the room. It was
the first time that Florence had seen

him since the death of his uncle—the

first time Maltravers had seen him
•ince the evening so fatal to Florence.

,

Both started— Maltravers rose and
walked to the window. Lord Var-

grave took the hand of his cousin and
pressed it to his lips in silence, while

his looks betokened feelings that for

once were genuine.
" You see, Lumley, I am resigned,"

said Florence, with a sweet smile.

" I am resigned and happy."

Lumley glanced at Maltravers, and
met a cold, scrutinising, piercing eye,

from which he shrank with some con-

fusion. He recovered himself in an
instant.

"I am rejoiced, my cousin, I am.

rejoiced," said he, very earnestly,
:'to

see Maltravers here again. Let us

now hope the best."

Maltravers walked deliberately up

to Lumley, " Will you take, my band
now, too 1 " said he, with deep mean-
ing in his tone.

" More willingly than ever," said

Lumley; and he did not shrink as be

said it.

" I am satisfied," replied Maltravers,

after a pause, and in a voice that ex-

pressed more than his words.

There is in some natures so great a

hoard of generosity, that it often dulls

their acuteness. Maltravers could

not believe that frankness could be

wholly a mask—it was an hypocrisy

he knew not of. He himself was not

incapable, had circumstances so urged

him, of great crimes ; nay, the design

of one crime lay at that moment
deadly and dark within his heart, for

he had some passions which in so

resolute a character could produce,

should the wind waken them into

storm, dire and terrible effects. Even
at the age of thirty, it was yet un-

certain whether Ernest Maltrave-g

might become an exemplary or an
evil man. But he could sooner have

strangled a foe than taken the hand
of a man whom he had once betrayed.

" I love to think you friends," said

Florence,gazingatthem affectionately,

"and to you, at least, Lumley, such
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friendship should be a blessing. I

always loved you much and dearly,

Lumley— loved you as a brother,

though our characters often jarred."

Lumley winced. " For Heaven's

sake," he cried, " do not speak thus

tenderly to me—I cannot bear it, and

look on you and think
"

" That I am dying. Kind words

oecome us best, when our words are

approaching to the last. But enough

of this—I grieved for your loss."

" My poor uncle ! " said Lumley,

eagerly changing the conversation

—

" the shock was sudden ; and melan-

choly duties have absorbed me so till

this day, that 1 could not come even

to you. It soothed me, however, to

learn, in answer to my daily inquiries,

that Ernest was here. For my part,"

he added with a faint smile, " I have

had duties as well as honours devolved

on me. I arc left guardian to an

heiress, and betrothed to a child."

" How do you mean ]

"

" Why, my poor uncle was so fondly

attached to his wife's daughter, that

he has left her the bulk of his property;

a very small estate—not 2000?. a-year

—goes with the title— (a new title,

too, which requires twice as much to

carry it off and make its pinchbeck

pass for gold). In order, however, to

serve a double purpose, secure to his

protigSe his own beloved peerage, and
atone to his nephew for the loss of

wealth—he has left it a last request,

that I should marry the young lady

over whom I am appointed guardian,

when she is eighteen— alas ! I shall

then be at the other side of forty ! If

the does not take to so mature a

bridegroom, sh , loses thirty— only

thirty, of the 200,000?. settled upon

her, which goes to me as a sugar-plum

after the nauseous draught of the

young lady's ' No.' Now, you know
all. His widow, really an exemplary

young woman, has a jointure of 1500Z.

a-year, and the villa. It is not much,

but she is contented."

The lightness of the new peer's tone

revolted Maltravers, and he turned

impatiently away. But Lord Vargrave,
resolving not to suffer the conversa-

tion to glide back to sorrowful sub-

jects which he always hated, turned

round to Ernest, and said, " Well, my
dear Ernest, I see by the papers that

you are to have N 's late appoint

ment—it is a very rising office. 1

congratulate you."

I have refused," said Maltravers,

drily.

" Bless me !—indeed !—why ?

"

Ernest bit his lip, and frowned ; but

his glance wandering unconsciously

at Florence, Lumley thought he de-

tected the true reply to his question,

and became mute.

The conversation was afterwards

embarrassed and broken up ; Lumley
went away as soon as he could, and

Lady Florence that night had a severe

fit, and could not leave her bed the

next day. That confinement she had

struggled against to the last; and

now, day by day, it grew more frequent

and inevitable. The steps of Death

became accelerated. And Lord Sax-

ingham, wakened at last to the

mournful truth, took his place by his

daughter's side, and forgot that he

was a cabinet minister.
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CHAPTER VIL

" Away, my friends, why take such pains to know,
What some brave marble soon in church shall show ? "—Crabbe,

It may seem strange, but Maitravers
had never loved Lady Florence as he

did now. Was it the perversity of

human nature that makes the things

of mortality dearer to us in proportion

as they fade from our hopes, like birds

whose hues are only unfolded when
they take wing and vanish amidst the

skies ; or was it that he had ever

doted more on loveliness of mind than

that of form, and the first bloomed

out the more, the more the last

decayed? A thing to protect, to

soothe, to shelter—oh, how dear it is

to the pride of man ! The haughty

woman who can stand alone and

requires no leaning-place in our heart,

loses the spell of her sex.

I pass over those stages of decline

gratuitously painful to record ; and
which, in this case, mine cannot be

the cold and technical hand to trace.

At length came that time when phy-

sicians could define within a few days

the final hour of release. And latterly

the mocking pruderies of rank had

been laid aside, and Maltravers had,

for some hours at least in the day.

taken his watch beside the couch to

which the admired and brilliant

Florence Lascelles was now almost

constantly reduced. But her high

and heroic spirit was with her to the

last. To the last she could endure.

love, and hope. One day when Mal-

travers left his post, she besought

him, with more solemnity than usual,

to return that evening. She fixed

the precise hour, and she sighed

heavily when he departed. Maltravers

paused in the hall to speak to the

physician, who was just quitting Lord
Saxingham's library. Ernest spoke

to him for some moments calmly, and
when he heard the fiat, he betrayed

no other emotion than a slight quiver

of the lip !
" I must not weep for her

yet," he muttered, as he turned from
the door. He went thence to the

house of a gentleman of his own age,

with whom he had formed that kind

of acquaintance which never amounts
to familiar friendship, but rests upon
mutual respect, and is often more
ready than professed friendship itseli

to confer mutual service. Colonel

Danvers was a man who usually sat

next to Maltravers in parliament
;

they voted together, and thought

alike on principles both of politics

and honour : they would have lent

thousands to each other without bond

or memorandum ; and neither ever

wanted a warm and indignant advo-

cate when he was abused behind his

back in the presence of the other.

Yet their tastes and ordinary habits

were not congenial ; and when they

met in the streets, they never said,

as they would to companions they

esteemed le6S, " Let us spend the day

together!" Such forms of acquaint-

ance are not uncommon among
honourable men who have already

formed habits and pursuits of theii

<\i\vn, which they cannot surrender

even to friendship. Colonel Danvers

was not at home—they believed he

was at his club, of which Ernest also

was a member. Thither Maltravers

bent his way. On arriving, he found

that Danvers had been at the club an
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hour ago, and left word that he should

shortly return. Maltravers entered

and quietly sate down. The room
was full of its daily loungers ; hut he

did not shrink from, he did not even

heed, the crowd. He felt not the

desire of solitude—there was solitude

enough within him. Several distin-

guished public men were there,

grouped around the fire, and many of

the haugers-on and satellites of poli-

tical life; they were talking with

eagerness and animation, for it was a

season of great party-conflict. Strange

aa it may seem, though Maltravers

was then scarcely sensible of their

conversation, it all came back vividly

and faithfully on him afterwards, in

the first hours of reflection on his own
future plans, and served to deepen
and consolidate his disgust of the

world. They were discussing the

character of a great statesman whom,
warmed but by the loftiest and purest

motives, they were unable to under-

stand. Their gross suspicions, their

coarse jealousies, their calculations of

patriotism by place, all that strips the

varnish from the face of that fair

harlot—PoliticalAmbition—sank like

caustic into his spirit. A gentleman,

seeing him sit silent, with his hat over

his moody brows, civilly extended to

him the paper he was reading.
" It is the second edition

; you will

find the last French express."

" Thank yon," said Maltravers ; and
the civil man started as he heard the

brief answer ; there was something so

inexpressibly prostrate and broken-

spirited in the voice that uttered it.

Maltravers' eyes fell mechanically

on the columns, and caught his own
name. That work which, in the fair

retirement of Temple Grove it had so

pleased him to compose— in every

page and every thought of which
Florence had been consulted—which
was so inseparably associated with her

image, and glorified by the light of

her kindred genius—was just pub-

lished. It had been completed long

since ; but the publisher had, for some
excellent reason of the craft, hitherto

delayed its appearance. Maltraveri

knew nothing of its publication ; he

had meant, after his return to town,

to have sent to forbid its appearance
;

but his thoughts of late had crushed

everything else out of his memory

—

he had forgotten its existence. And
now, in all the pomp and parade of

authorship, it was sent into the world

!

JS
r
oi'-, now, when it was like an inde-

cent mockery of the Bed of Death

—

a sacrilege, an impiety ! There is

a terrible disconnexion between the

author and the man—the author's

life and the man's life—the eras oi

visible triumph may be those of the

most intolerable, though unrevealed

and unconjectured anguish. The
book that delighted us to compose

may first appear in the hour when
all things under the sun are joyless.

This had been Ernest Maltravers' most
favoured work. It had been con-

ceived in a happy hour of great

ambition—it had been executed with

that desire of truth which, in the

mind of genius, becomes Art. How
little in the solitary hours stolen from

sleep, had he thought of self, and that

labourer's hire called " fame ! " how
had he dreamed that he was pro-

mulgating secrets to make his kind

better, and wiser, and truer to the

great aims of life ! How had Florence,

and Florence alone, understood the

beatings of his heart in every page!

And now!—it so chanced that the

work was reviewed in the paper he

read—it was not only a hostile criti-

cism, it was a personally abusive

diatribe, a virulent invective. All

the motives that can darken or defile

were ascribed to him. All the mean
spite of some mean mind was sputtered

forth. Had the writer known the

awful blow that awaited Maltravera

at that time, it is not in man's nature

but th** ^e would have shrunk from
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this petty gall upon the wrung withers

;

but, as I have said, there is a terrible

disconnexion between the author and

the man. The first is always at our

mercy—of the last we know nothing.

At such an hour Maltravers could

feel none of the contempt that proud

—none of the wrath that vain—minds

feel at these stings. He could feel

nothing but an undefined abhorrence

of the world, and of the aims and

objects he had pursued so long. Yet
that even he did not ilv.n feel. He
was in a dream ; but as men remember
dreams, so when he awoke did he

loathe his own former aspirations, and

sicken at their base rewards. It was

the first time since his first year of

inexperienced authorship, that abuse

had had the power even to vex him
for a moment. But here, when the

cup was already full, was the drop

that overflowed. The great column
of his past world was gone, and all

else seemed crumbling away.

At length Colonel Danvers entered.

Maltravers drew him aside, and they

left the club.

" Danvers," said the latter, " the

time in which I told you I should

need your services is near at hand

;

let me see you, if possible, to-night."

" Certainly—I shall be at the House
till eleven. After that hour you will

find me at home."
" I thank you."
" Cannot this matter be arranged

amicably %

"

" No, it is a quarrel of life and

death."
" Yet the world is really growing

too enlightened for these old mimicries

of single combat."
" There are some cases in which

human nature and its deep wrongs,

will be ever stronger than the world

and its philosophy. Duels and wars

belong to the same principle ; both

tre sinful on light grounds and poor

pretexts. But it is not sinful for a

aoldier to defend his country from

invasion, nor for man, with a man's
heart, to vindicate truth and honour
with his life. The robber that asks

me for money I am allowed to shoot.

Is the robber that tears from me
treasures never to be replaced, to go
free? These are the inconsistencies

of a pseudo-ethics, which, as long as

we are made of flesh and blood, we
can never subscribe to."

" Yet the ancients," said Dan vera,

with a smile, " were as passionate as

ourselves, and they dispensed with

duels."

" Yes, because they resorted to

assassination]" answered Maltravers,

with a gloomy frown. " As in revo-

lutions all law is suspended, so aro

there stormy events and mighty in-

juries in life, which are as revolutions

to individuals. Enough of this—it

is no time to argue like the school-

men. When we meet you shall kaow
all, and you will judge like me. Good
day !

"

"What, are you going already?

Maltravers, you look ill, your hand is

feverish—you should take advice."

Maltravers smiled— but the smile

was not like his own—shook his head,

and strode rapidly away.

Three of the London clocks, one

after the other, had told the hour of

nine, as a tall and commanding figure

passed up the street towards Saxing-

ham House. Five doors before you

reach that mansion there is a crossing,

and at this spot stood a young man,

in whose face youth itself looked sap-

less and blasted. It was then March;

—the third of March ; the weather

was unusually severe and biting, even

for that angry month. There had
been snow in the morning, and it lay

white and dreary in various ridges

along the street. But the wind was

not still in the keen but quiet sharp-

ness of frost ; on the contrary, it

howled almostlikea hurricane through

the desolate thoroughfares, and the

lamps flickered unsteadily in the
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turbulent gusts. Perhaps it was these

blasts which increased the haggard-

ness of aspect in the young man I

have mentioned. His hair, which was

much longer than is commonly worn,

was tossed wildly from cheeks preter-

naturally shrunken, hollow, and livid :

and the frail, thin form seemed

scarcely able to support itself against

the rush of the winds.

As the tall figure, which, in its

masculine stature and proportions,

and a peculiar and nameless grandeur

of bearing, strongly contrasted that of

the younger man,—now came to the

spot where the streets met, it paused

abruptly.
" You are here once more, Cas-

truccio Cesarini—it is well !
" said the

low but ringing voice of Ernest Mal-

travers. " This, I believe, will not be

our last interview to-night."

" I ask you, sir," said Cesarini, in

a tone in which pride struggled with

emotion— " I ask you to tell me how
Bhe is—whether you know—I cannot

speak
"

" Your work is nearly done,"

answered Maltravers. " A few hours

more, and your victim, for she is

yours, will bear her tale to the Great

Judgment-Seat. Murderer as you

are, tremble, for your own hour

approaches
!

"

" She dies, and I cannot see her

!

and you are permitted that last

glimpse of human perfectness

—

you

who never loved her as I did—you !

—hated and detested !—you
"

Cesarini paused, and his voice died

away, choked in his own convulsive

gaspings for breath.

Maltravers looked at him from the

neight of his erect and lofty form,

with a merciless eye ; for in this one

quarter, Maltravers had shut out pity

from his soul.

" Weak criminal
!

" said he, " hear

me. You received at my hands for-

bearance, friendship, fostering and
anxious care. When your own follies

plunged you into penury, mine was

the unseen hand that plucked you

from famine, or the prison. I strove

to redeem, and save, and raise you,

and endow your miserable spirit with

the thirst and the power of honour

and independence. The agent of thai

wish was Florence Lascelles—you
repaid us well!—a base and fraudulent

forgery, attaching meanness to me,
fraught with agony and death to her.

Your conscience at last smote you

—

you revealed to her your crime—one

spark of manhood made you reveal it

also to myself. Fresh as I was in

that moment, from the contemplation

of the ruin you had made, I curbed

the impulse that would have crushed

the life from your bosom. I told you

to live on while life was left to her.

If she recovered I could forgive, if she

died I must avenge. We entered into

that solemn compact, and in a few

hours the bond will need the seal

—

it is the blood of one of us. Castruccio

Cesarini, there is justice in heaven.

Deceive yourself not—you will fall

by my hand. Wheu the hour comes,

you will hear from me. Let me pass

—I have no more now to say."

Every syllable of this speech was

uttered with that thrilling distinctnesi

which seems as if the depth of the

heart spoke in the voice. But Cesarini

did not appear to understand its im-

port. He seized Maltravers by the

arm, and looked in his face with a

wild and menacing glare.

" Did you tell me she was dying \

"

he said. " I ask you that question

why do you not answer me 1 Oh, by

the way, you threaten me with your

vengeance. Know you not that I long

to meet you front to front and to the

death ] Did I not tell you so—did I

not try to move your slow blood—to

insult you into a conflict in which I

should have gloried ] Yet then you

were marble."
" Because my wrong I could forgive,

and hers—there was then <i hope that
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hers might not need the atonement. !

Away !

"

Maltravers shook the hold of the

Italian from his arm, and passed on.

A wild, sharp yell of despair rang

after him, and echoed in his ear as he

strode the long, dim, solitary stairs

that led to the death-hed of Florence

Lascelles.

Maltravers entered the room ad-

joining that which contained the

sufferer,—the same room, still gay

and cheerful, in which had been his

first interview with Florence since

their reconciliation.

Here he found the physician dozing

in a fauteuil. Lady Florence had

fallen asleep during the last two or

three hours. Lord Saxingham was

in his own apartment, deeply and

noisily affected, for it was not thought

that Florence could survive the night.

Maltravers sate himself quietly

down. Before him, on a table, lay

several manuscript books gaily and

gorgeously bound ; he mechanically

opened them. Florence's fair, noble,

Italian characters met his eye in every

page. Her rich and active mind

—

her love for poetry—her thirst for

knowledge—her indulgence of deep

thought—spoke from those pages like

the ghosts of herself. Often, under-

scored with the marks of her appro-

bation, he chanced upon extracts

from his own works, sometimes upon

reflections by the writer herself, not

inferior in truth and depth to his

own;—snatches of wild verse never

completed, but of a power and energy

beyond the delicate grace of lady-

poets ; brief, vigorous criticisms on

hooka above the common holiday

studies of the sex ;—indignant and

sarcastic aphorisms on the real world,

with high and sad bursts of feeling

upon the ideal one; all, chequering

and enriching the varied volumes,

told of the rare gifts with which this

singular girl was endowed—a herbal,

vs it were, of withered blossoms that

might have borne Hesperian fruits.

And sometimes in these outpourings

of the full mind and laden heart were

allusions to himself, so tender and so

touching—the pencilled outline of

his features traced by memory in a

thousand aspects—the reference to

former interviews and conversations

—the dates and hours marked with a

woman's minute and treasuring care

—all these tokens of genius and o

love spoke to him with a voice that

said, " And this creature is lost to

you for ever : you never appreciated

her till the time for her departure was

irrevocably fixed !

"

Maltravers uttered a deep groan

;

all the past rushed over him. Her
romantic passion for one yet un-

known—her interest in his glory

—

her zeal for his life of life, nis spot-

less and haughty name. It was as if

with her, Fame and Ambition were

dying also, and henceforth nothing

but common clay and sordid motives

were to be left on earth.

How sudden—how awfully sudden

had been the blow ! True, there had

been an absence of some months in

which the change had operated. But

absence is a blank—a nonentity. He
had left her in apparent health—in

the tide of prosperity and pride. He
saw her again—stricken down in body

and temper—chastened—humbled

—

dying. And this being, so bright and

lofty, how had she loved him ! Never

had he been so loved, except in that

morning dream haunted by the vision

of the lost and dim-remembered Alice.

Never on earth could he be so loved

again. The air and aspect of the

whole chamber grew to him painful

and oppressive. It was full of her

—

the owner ! There the harp, which

so well became her muselike form that

it was associated with her like a part

of herself! There the pictures, fresh

and glowing from her hand,—the

grace—the harmony—the classic and

simple taste everywhere displaced '
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RouBseau has left 1 3 us an immortal

portrait of the lover waiting for the

first embraces of his mistress. But

to wait with a pulse as feverish, a

brain as dizzy, for her iast look—to

await the moment of despair, not

rapture—to feel the slow and dull

time as palpable a load upon the heart,

yet to shrink from your own im-

patience, and wish that the agony of

suspense might endure for ever—
this, oh, this is a picture of intense

passion —of flesh and blood reality

—

of the rare and solemn epochs of our

mysterious life— which had been

worthier the genius of that " Apostle

of Affliction
!"

At length the door opened : the

favourite attendant of Florence looked

in.

' Is Mr. Maltravers there 1 0, sir,

my lady is awake and would see you."

Maltravers rose, but his feet were

glued to the ground, hi3 sinking heart

stood still—it was a mortal terror

that possessed him. With a deep

sigh he shook off the numbing spell,

and passed to the bedside of Florence.

She sate up, propped by pillows,

and as he sank beside her, and clapped

her wan, transparent hand, she looked

at him with a smile of pitying love.

" You have been very, very kind to

me," she said, after a pause, and with

a voice which had altered even since the

last time he heard it. " You have

made that part of life from which

human nature shrinks with dread, the

happiest and the brightest of all my
short and vain existence. My own
dear Ernest—Heaven reward you

!

"

A few grateful tears dropped from
her eyes, and they fell on the hand
which she bent her lipg to kiss.

"It was not here—not amidst

streets and the noisy abodes of anxious,

worldly men—nor was it in this harsh

and dreary season of the year, that I

could have wished to look my last on

earth. Could I have seen the face of

Nature—could I have watched once

more witn the summer sun amidst

those gentle scenes we loved so well,

Death would have had no difference

from sleep. But what matters itl

With you there are summer and
Nature everywhere ]

"

Maltravers raised his face, and
their eyes met in silence—it was a

long, fixed gaze which spoke more
than all words could. Her head

dropped on his shoulder, and there it

-ive and motionless, for some
moments. A soft step glided into

the room—it was the unhappy father's.

He came to the other side of his

daughter, and sobbed convulsively.

She then raised herself, and even in

the shades of death, a faint blush

passed over her cheek.
" My good, dear father, what com-

fort will it give you hereafter to

think how fondly you spoiled your

Florence !

"

Lord Saxingham could not answer

:

he clasped her in his arms and wept

over her. Then he broke away

—

looked on her with a shudder

—

" God !
" he cried, " she is dead

—she is dead !

"

Maltravers started. The physician

kindly approached, and taking Lord
Saxingham's hand, led him from the

room—he went mute and obedient

like a child.

But the struggle was not yet past.

Florence once more opened her eyes,

and Maltravers uttered a cry of joy.

But along those eyes the film was
darkening rapidly, as still through

the mist and shadow, they sought the

beloved countenance which hung over

her, as if to breathe life into waning

life. Twice her lips moved, but her

voice failed her, she shook her head

sadly.

Maltravers hastily held to her mouth
a cordial which lay ready on the

table near her, but scarce had it

moistened her lips, when her whole

frame grew heavier and heavier, in

fads clasp. Her head once more sank
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upon his bosom—she thrice gasped

wildly for breath—and at length,

raising her hand on high, life struggled

into its expiring ray.

" There— above !— Ernest— that

name—Ernest !

"

Yes, that name was the last she

uttered ; she was evidently conscious

of that thought, for a smile, as her

voice again faltered—a smile sweet

%nd serene—that smile never seen

but on the faces of the dying and the

dead—borrowed from a light that in

not of this world—settled slowly ou

her brow, her lips, her whole counte
nance : still she breathed, but the

breath grew fainter; at length, with

out murmur, sound, or struggle, it

passed away—the head dropped from
his bosom—the form fell from hia

arms—all was over !

CHAPTER VIII.

* * * Is this the promised end?"

—

Lear.

It was two hours after that scene

before Maltravers left the house. It

was then just on the stroke of the

first hour of morning. To him,

while he walked through the streets,

and the sharp winds howled on his

path, it was as if a strange and

wizard life, had passed into and sup-

ported him—a sort of drowsy, dull

existence. He was like a sleep-

walker, unconscious of all around

him
;
yet his steps went safe and free ;

and the one thought that possessed

his being— into which all intellect

seemed shrunk—the thought, not fiery

nor vehement, but calm, stern, and

solemn—the thought of revenge

—

;eemed, as it were, grown his soul

itself. He arrived at the door of

Colonel Danvers, mounted the stairs,

and as his friend advanced to meet
him, said calmly, " Now, then, the

hour has arrived."

" But what would you do now ?
"

" Come with me, and you shall

learn."

"Very well, my carriage is b?low.

Will you direct the servantsV
Maltravers nodded, gave his orders

to the careless footman, and the two

friends were so^u. driving through the

less known and courtly regions of the

giant city. It was then that Maltra-

vers concisely stated to Danvers the

fraud that had been practised by

Cesarini.

" You will go with me now," con-

cluded Maltravers, " to his house.

To do him justice, he is no coward
;

he has not shrunk from giving me his

address, nor will he shrink from the

atonement I demand. I shall wait

below while you arrange our meeting

—at daybreak for to-morrow."

Danvers was astonished and even

appalled by the discovery made to

him. There was something so un-

usual and strange in the whole affair.

But neither his experience, nor his

principles of honour, could suggest

any alternative to the plan proposed.

For though not regarding the cause

of quarrel in the same light as Mal-

travers, and putting aside all question

as to the right of the latter to consti-

tute himself the champion of the

betrothed, or the avenger of the dead,

it seemed clear to the soldier that a

man, whose confidential letter had

been garbled by another for the pur-

pose of slandering his truth and calum-

niating Ins name, had ni» option but
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contempt, or the sole refribution

(wretched though it he) which the

customs of the higher class permit to

tho ;e who live within its pale. But
contempt for a wrong that a sorrow

so tragic had followed—was that option

in human philosophy )

The carriage stopped at a door in

a nirrow lane in an obscure suburb.

Yet, dark as all the houses around

were, lights were seen in the upper

windows of Cesarini's residence, pass-

ing to and fro ; and scarce had the

servant's loud knock echoed through

the dim thoroughfare, ere the door

was opened. Danvers descended, and

entered the passage

—

" Oh, sir, I am
so glad you are come ! " said an old

woman, pale and trembling; "he do

take on so !

"

" There is no mistake," asked Dan-

vers, halting ;
" an Italian gentleman

named Cesarini lodges here ?

"

" Yes, sir, poor cretur—I sent for

you to come to him—for says I to my
boy, says I

"

" Whom do you take me for?"
" Why, la, sir, you be 's the doctor,

ben't you ]

"

Danvers made no reply ; he had a

mean opinion of the courage of one

who could act dishonourably ; he

thought there was some design to

cheat his friend out of his revenge;

accordingly he ascended the stairs,

motioning the woman to precede him.

He came back to the door of the

carriage in a few minutes. "Let us

go home, Maltravers," said he, " this

man is not in a state to meet you."
" Ha .'

" cried Maltravers, frowning

darkly, and all his long-smothered

indignation rushing like fire through

every vein of his body ;
" would he

Bbrink from the atonement?" he

pushed Danvers impatiently aside,

leapt from the carriage, and rushed

up stairs.

Danvers followed.

Heated, wroucH-up, furious, Ernest

Maltravers burat, into a small and
No. 198.

squalid chamber ; from the closed

doors of which, through many chinks,

had gleamed the light that told him
Cesarini was within. And Cesarini'd

eyes, blazing with horrible fire, were

the first object that met his gaze

Maltravers stood still, a3 if frozt;b

into stone.

" Ha ! ha !
" laughed a shrill and

shrieking voice, which contrasted

dreadiy with the accents of the soft

Tuscan, in which the wild words were

strung—"who comes here with gar-

ments dyed in blood ? You cannot

accuse me— for my blow drew no

blood, it went straight to the heart

—

it torj no flesh by the way ; \ s Italians

poison our victims ! When, art thou

—where art thou, Maltravers? I am
ready. Coward, you do not come

!

Oh, yes, yes, here you are ;—the pistols

— I will not fight so. I am a wild

beast. Let us rend each other with

our teeth and talons !

"

Huddled up like a heap of confused

and jointless limbs in the furthest

corner of the room, lay the wretch, a

raving maniac ;—two men keeping

their firm gripe on him, which, ever

and anon, with the mighty strength

of madness, he shook off, to fall back

senseless and exhausted ; his strained

and blood-shot eyes starting from their

sockets, the slaver gathering round his

lip=, his raven hair standing on end,

his delicate and symmetrical fea'urea

distorted into a hideous and Gordon
aspect. It was, indeed, an appalling

and sublime spectacle, full of an awful

moral, the meeting of the foes ! Here
stood Maltravers, strong beyond the

common strength of men, in health,

power, conscious superiority, premedi-

tated vengeance— wise, gifted ; all his

faculties ripe, developed, at his com-

mand ;—the complete and all-armed

man, prepared for defence and offence

against every foe—a man who once

roused in a righteous quarrel would

not have quailed before an army ; and

there and thus was his dark and fieroe

r 18
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purpose dashed from his soul, shivered

into atoms at his feet. He felt the

nothingness of man and man's wrath

— in the presence of the madman on

whose head the thunderbolt of a

greater curse than human anger ever

breathes had fallen. In his horrible

affliction the Criminal triumphed over

the Avenger

!

" Yes ! yes ! " shouted Cesarini

again ;
" they tell me she is dying

:

but he is by her side;—pluck him
thence—he shall not touch her hand
— she shall not bless him— she is

mine—if I killed her, I have saved

her from him—she is mine in death.

Let me in, I say,—I will come in,—

I

will, I will see her, and strangle him
at her feet." With that, by a tre-

mendous effort, he tore himself from

the clutch of his holders, and with a

sudden and exultant bound sprang

across the room, and stood face to face

to Maltravers. The proud brave man
turned pale and recoiled a step—"It

is he ! it is he !
" shrieked the maniac,

and he leaped like a tiger at the

throat of his rival. Maltravers quickly

seized his arm, and whirled him round.

Cesarini fell heavily on the floor, mute,

6enseless, and in strong convulsions.
" Mysterious Providence !

" mur-

mured Maltravers, " thou hast justly

rebuked the mortal for dreaming he

might arrogate to himself thy privi-

lege of vengeance. Forgive the sinner,

God, as I do—as thou teachest this

stubborn heart to forgive—as she for-

gave who is now with thee, a blessed

saint in heaven !

"

When, some minutes afterwards, the

doctor, who had been sent for, arrived,

the head of the stricken patient lay on

the lap of his foe, and it was the hand

of Maltravers that wiped the froth from

the white lips, and the voice of Mal-

travers that strove to soothe, and the

tears of Maltravers that were falling

on that fiery brow.
" Tend him, sir, tend him as my

brother," said Maltravers, hiding his

face as he resigned the charge. " Let
him have all that can alleviate -and

cure—remove him hence to some fitter

abode—send for the best advice. Re-

store him, and—and " He could

say no more, but left the room
abruptly.

It was afterwards ascertained that

Cesarini had remained in the streets

after his short interview with Ernest

;

that at length he had knocked at Lord
Saxingham's door, just in the very

hour when death had claimed its

victim. He heard the announcement
—he sought to force his way up-stairs

—they thrust him from the house,

and nothing more of him was known
till he arrived at his own door ; an hour

before Danvers and Maltravers came,

in raging frenzy. Perhaps by one of

the dim erratic gleams of light which

always chequer the darkness of in-

sanity, he retained some faint remem-
brance of his compact and assignation

with Maltravers, which had happily

guided his steps back to his abode.

It was two months after this scene,

a lovely Sabbath morning, in the ear-

liest May, as Lumley, Lord Vargrave,

sate alone by the window in his late

uncle's villa, in his late uncle's easy

chair—his eyes were resting musingly

on the green lawn on which the win-

dows opened, or rather on two forms

that were seated upon a rustic bench

in the middle of the sward. One was

the widow in her weeds, the other was

that fair and lovely child destined to

be the bride of the new lord. The
hands of the mother and daughter

were clasped each in each. There was

sadness in the faces of both—deeper if

more resigned on that of the elder, foi

the child sought to console her parent.

and grief in childhood comes with a

butterfly's wing.

Lumley gazed on them both, and
on the child moro earnestly.



ERNEST MALTEAVERS. 275

" She is Tery lovely," he said ;
" she

frill be very rich. After all, I am not

to be pitied. I am a peer, and I have

enough to live upon at present. I am
,'t rising man—our party want peers

;

and though I could not have had more
than a subaltern's seat at the Treasury

Board six months ago, when I was an

active, zealous, able commoner, now
that I am a lord, with what they call

a stake in the country, I may open my
mouth and—bless me ! I know not

how many windfalls may drop in

!

My uncle was wiser than I thought in

wrestling for this peerage, which he

won and I wear !—Then, by and by,

just at the age when I want to marry

and have an heir (and a pretty wife

saves one a vast deal of trouble),

200,000?. and a young beauty ! Come,

come, I have strong cards in my hands

if I play them tolerably. I must take

care that she falls desperately in love

with me. Leave me alone for that

—

I know the sex, and have never failed

except in ah, that poor Florence

!

Well, it is no use regretting ! Like

thrifty artists, we must paint out the

unmarketable picture, and call luckier

creations to fill up the same can-

Here the servant interrupted Lord

Vargrave's meditation by bringing in

the letters and the newspapers which

had just been forwarded from his town

house. Lord Vargrave had spoken in

the Lords on the previous Friday, and

he wished to see what the Sunday
newspapers said of hi3 speech. So he

took up one of the leading papers

before he opened the letters. His eyes

rested upon two paragraphs in close

neighbourhood with each other: the

first ran thus

:

" The celebrated Mr. Maltravers has

abruptly resigned his seat for the

of , and left town yesterday on
an extended tour on the Continent.

Speculation is busy on the causes of

the singular and unexpected self-exile

of a gentleman so distinguished— in

the very zenith of his career."

* So, he has given up the game .'

*

muttered Lord Vargrave ;
" he was

never a practical man—I am glad he

is out of the way. But what 's thia

about myself ?

"

" We hear that important changes

are to take place in the government

—

it is said that ministers are at last

alive to the necessity of strengthening

themselves with new talent. Among
other appointments confidently spoken

of in the best-informed circles, we
learn that Lord Vargrave is to have

the place of ***** *. It will be a

popular appointment. Lord Vargrave

is not a holiday orator, a mere decla-

matory rhetorician— but a man of

clear business-bike views, and was

highly thought of in the House of

Commons. He has also the art of

attaching his friends, and his frank,

manly character cannot fail to have

its due effect with the English pal

In another column of our journal our

readers will see a full report of his

excellent maiden speech in the H
of Lords, on Friday last : the senti-

ments there expressed do the highest

honour to his lordship's patriotism

and sagacity."

" Very well, very well indeed !

"

said Lumley, rubbing his hands ; and,

turning to his letters, his attention

was drawn to one with an enormous
seal, marked " Private and confi-

dential." He knew before he opened
it that it contained the offer of the

appointment alluded to in the news-

paper. He read, and rose exultantly

;

passing through the French windows,

he joined Lady Vargrave and Evelyn

on the lawn, and as he smiled on the

mother and caressed the child, the

scene and the group made a pleasant

picture of English domestic happiness.

Here ends the First Portion of this

work : it ends in the view that bounds
us when we look on the practical world

with the outward un3piritual eye—and
see life that dissatisfies justice,—for
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life is so seen but in fragments. The

influence of fate seems so small on the

man who, in erring, but errs as the

egoist, and shapes oat of ill some use

that can profit himself. But Fate

hangs a shadow so vast on the heart

that errs but in venturing abroad, and

knows only in others the sources of

Borrow and joy.

Go alone, Maltravers, unfriended,

remote—thy present a waste, and thy

past life a ruin, go forth to the Future !

—Go, Ferrers, light cynic—with the

crowd take thy way,—complacent,

elated,—no cloud upon conscience,

for thou seest but sunshine on fortune.

—Go forth to the Future

!

Human life is compared to the circle

—Is the simile just? All lines that

are drawn from the centre to touch

the circumference, by the law of the

circle, are equal. But the lines that

are drawn from the heart of the man
to the verge of his destiny—do they

equal each other?—Alas! some seem

so brief, and some lengthen on as foi

ever.
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NOTE.

Although it has been judged desirable to designate this Second Part

of " Ernest Maltravers " by its original title of " Alice," yet, as it has

Deen elsewhere stated, the two Parts are united by the same plot,

and form but one enure whole. The more ingenious and attentive

will perhaps perceive that under the outward story, which knits

together the destinies of Alice and Maltravers, there is an interior

philosophical design which explains the author's application of the word

" Eleusinia," or ° Mysteries," appended to the title. Thus regarded,

Ernest Maltravers will appear to the reader as the type of Genius, or

Intellectual Ambition, which, at the onset of its career, de'-^tes itself

with extravagant and often erring passion to Nature alone (typified by

Alice). Maltravers is separated by action and the current of worldly

life, from the simple and earlier form of Nature,—new objects

successively attract, and for a short time absorb his devotion, but he

has always a secret yearning to the first idol, and a repentant regret

for his loss. Completing, however, his mental education in the actual

world, and, though often led astray from the path, still earnestly fixing

his eye upon the goal,—he is ultimately re-united to the one who

had first smiled upon his youth, and ever, (yet, unconsciously.) influenced

his after manhood. But this attachment is no longer erring, and the

object of it has attained to a purer and higher state of being ;—that is.

Genius, if duly following its vocation, re-unites itself to the Nature

from which life and art had for a while distracted it ; but to Nature in

a higher and more spiritual form than that under which youth beholds

it,—Nature elevated and idealised.

In tracing the progress and deno"«ment of this conception the
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reader will be better enabled to judge both of the ethical intention ol

the author, and of the degree of success with which, as an artist, he

has connected the inward story with the outer, and while faithful to

his main typical purpose, left to the characters that illustrate it, the

attributes of reality—the freedom and movement of living beings. So

far as an author may presume to judge of his own writings—no

narrative fiction by the same hand (with the exception of the poem of

,; King Arthur"), deserves to be classed before this work in such merit

as may be thought to belong to harmony between a premeditated

conception and the various incidents and agencies emploved in the

iff velopment of plot.

Khibwobth, Dee. 14, UH
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BOOK L

CHAPTER L

1 Who art thou, fair one, who usurp'st the place

Of Blanch, the lady of the matchless grace? "

—

I

It was towards the evening of a day

in early April, that two ladies were

seated by the open windows of a

cottage in Devonshire. The lawn

before them was gay with evergreens,

relieved by the first few flowers and

fresh turf of the reviving spring ; and

at a distance, through an opening

amongst the trees, the sea, blue and

tranquil, bounded the view, and con-

trasted the more confined and home-
like features of the scene. It was a

spot, remote, sequestered, shut out

from the business and pleasures of the

world ;—as such it suited the tastes

and character of the owner.

That owner was the younger of the

ladies seated by the window. You
would scarcely have guessed, from

her appearance, that she was more
than seven or eight-and-twenty, though

she exceeded by four or five years that

critical boundary in the life of beauty.

Her form was slight and delicate in

its proportions, nor was her counte-

nance the less lovely, because, from

its gentleness and repose (not un-

mixed with a certain sadness), the

joarse and the gay might hav , thought

it wanting in expression. For there

is a stillness in the aspect of thosb

who have felt deeply, which deceives

the common eye—as rivers are often

alike tranquil and profound, in pro-

portion as they are remote from the

springs which agitated and swel.ed

the commencement of their course,

and by which their waters are still,

though invisibly, supplied.

The elder lady, the guest of her

companion, was past seventy ; her

grey hair was drawn hack from the

forehead, and gathered under a stiff

cap of quaker-like simplicity; while

her dress, rich but plain, and of no
very modern fashion, served to in-

crease the venerahle appearand */

one who seemed not ashamed c

years.

" My dear Mrs. Leslie,'" said t!;e

lady of the house, after a thoughtful

pause in the conversation that had

heen carried on for the last hour ;
'• it

i> very true : perhaps I was to Idatnc

in coming to this place; 1 ought not

to have been so selfish.''

'• No, inv dear friend," returned

Mrs. Leslie, gently; "selfish is a

H J
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word that can never be applied to

you
;

you acted as became you

—

agreeably to your own instinctive

sense of what is best, when at your

age, — independent in fortune and

rank, and still so lovely;—you re-

signed all that would have attracted

others, and devoted yourself, in re-

tirement, to a life of quiet and un-

known benevolence. You are in your

sphere in this village—humble though

it be— consoling, relieving, healing

the wretched, the destitute, the infirm

;

and teaching your Evelyn insensibly

to imitate your modest and Christian

virtues." The good old lady spoke

warmly, and with tears in her eyes

;

her companion placed her hand in

Mrs. Leslie's.

" You cannot make me vain," said

she, with a sweet and melancholy

smile. " I remember what I was

when you first gave shelter to the

poor, desolate wanderer and her

fatherless child ; and I, who was then

so poor and destitute, what should I

be, if I was deaf to the poverty and
sorrows of others—others, too, who
are better than I am] But now
Evelyn, as you say, is growing up

;

the time approaches when she must
decide on accepting or rejecting Lord
Vargrave ;—and yet in this village

how can she compare him with others?

—how can she form a choice 1 What
you say is very true ; and yet I did

not think of it sufficiently. What
shall I do 1 I am only anxious, dear

girl, to act so as may be best for her

own happiness."
" Of that I am sure," returned Mrs.

Leslie ;
" and yet I know not how to

advise. On one hand, so much is due

to the wishes of your late husband, in

every point of view, that if Lord Var-

grave be worthy of Evelyn's esteem

and affection, it would be most de-

sirable that she should prefer him to

all others. But if he be what I hear

he is considered in the world,— an
artful, scheming, almost heartless

man, of ambitious and hard pursuits,—

I tremble to think how completely the

happiness of Evelyn's whole life may
be thrown away. She certainly is not

in love with him, and yet I fear she

is one whose nature is but too suscep-

tible of affection. She ought now to

see others,— to know her own mind,
and not to be hurried, blindfold and
inexperienced, into a s;ep that decides

existence. This i.
c r duty we owe to

her—nay, even to the late Lord Tar-

grave, anxious as he was for the mar-

riage. His aim was surelj her happi-

ness, and he would not have insisted

upon means that time and circum-

stances might show to be contrary to

the end he had in view."

" You are right," replied Lady Var-

grave ;
" when my poor husband lay

on his bed of death, just before he

summoned his nephew to receive his

last blessing, he said to me, ' Provi-

dence can counteract all our schemes.

If ever it should be for Evelyn's real

happiness that my wish for her mar-

riage with Lumley Ferrers should

not be fulfilled, to you I must leave

the right to decide on what I can-

not foresee. All I ask is, that no
obstacle shall be thrown in the way of

my wish ; and that the child shall be

trained up to consider Lumley as her

future husband.' Among his papers

was a letter addressed to me to the

same effect ; and, indeed, in other

respects, that letter left more to ray

judgment than I had any right to ex-

pect. Oh, I am often unhappy to

think that he did not marry one who
would have deserved his affection!

and—but regret is useless now !

"

" I wish you could really feel so,"

said Mrs. Leslie; "for 1 egret of an-

other kind still seems to haunt you;
and I do not think you have yet for-

gotten your early sorrows."

" Ah ! how can 1
1
" said Lady Var

grave, with a quivering lip.

At that instant, a light shadow

J
darkened the sunny lawn in front of
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the easements, and a sweet, gay, young
voice was heard singing at a little

distance :— a moment more, and a

beautiful girl, in the first bloom of

., bounded lightljr aloa^ van

.

--. and halted opposite the friends. J

It was a rcmaikaiue cunirast—tne

repose and quiet of the two persons

we have described—the age and grey

hairs o: -
. sd and melan-

ton the features

of the other—with th- - . _ - -tep,

and laughing eyes, and radiant bl

of the new-comer ! As she stood with
|

the setting . ag mil upon her
j

rich fair hair, her happy countenance

and eia-cic form— it was i

almost too bright for this weary earth

—a thing of light anJ b
-

among the forms of Heaven, and
worshipped as an Aurora or a Hebe.

'• Oh I how can you stay in-doors

this beautiful even m . dearest

.er, dear mo-
ther, you know yon promised you
would—you said I was to call you

—

see, it will rain no more, and the

shower has left the myrtles and the
Tiolet-bank so fresh."

• Leslie,

:'.. - 5 _;.r. ' i_ r..: =: ;:: is

re just as gay when
you are in good spirits—and who ean

he out of spirits in sneh weather?

Let me call for your chair : let me
wheel you—I am sure I can.—Down,
Sultan; so yon have found me out,

have yon. ?ir ) Be quiet, sir—
down!"

._ -
. .-: ^xl :-i !::; -^ _ ; : .. _

to a splendid dog of the Newfound-
'...:.'. r~ i ~~ :: :.: * :.:::.-;; *; y
to occupy Evelyn's attention.

The two friends looked at tiii»

beautiful girl, as with all the grace of

;" - - ;.-: - i-~- - "-I i ::: 7i i£:i

the exuberant hilarity of her huge
playmate ; and the elder of the two
seemed the most to sympathise with
her mirth. Both gazed with fond af-

pon an object dear to both.

But some memory or association

touched Lady Yargrare, and aha
I as she gazed.



ALICE; OK, THE MYSTERIES.

CHAPT«». If.

- is stormy life preferred to this serene f "—Young'* Sattr*.

And the windows were closed in, and

light had succeeded to evening, and

he little party at the cottage were

rrouped together. Mrs. Leslie was

quietly seated at her tambour-frame
;

—Lady Vargrave, leaning her cheek

on her hand, seemed absorbed in a

olume before her, but her eyes were

not on the page ;—Evelyn was busily

employed in turning over the con-

tents of a parcel of books and music,

which had just been brought from

the lodge, where the London coach

had deposited it.

" Oh, dear mamma !
" cried Evelyn,

"
I am so glad ; there is something

you will like— some of the poetry

that, touched you so much, set to

music/'

Evelyn brought the songs to her

mother, who roused herself from her

revery, aud louked at them with in-

terest.

" It is very strange," said she, " that

I should be so affected by all that is

written by thi> person : 1, too," (she

added, tenderly stroking down Eve-

lyn's luxuriant tresses) ' who am not

so fond of reading as you are !"

" You are reading one of his books

now," s iid Evelyn, glancing over the

open page on the table. " Ah, that

beautiful passage upon ' Our First

Impressions.' Yet I do not like you,

dear mother, to read his books'; they

always seem to make you sad."

" There is a charm to me in their

thoughts, their manner ofexpression,"

said Lady Vargrave, " which sets me
thinking, which reminds me of—of

an early friend, whom I could fancy I

hear talking while 1 read. It was so

from the first time I opened by acci-

dent a book of his, years ago."
" Who is this authot that pleasef

you so much?" asked Mrs. Leslie,

with some surprise, for Lady Var
grave had usually little pleasare in

reading even the greatest and most

popular masterpieces of modern
genius.

" Mai travers," answered Evelyn
;

"and I think I almost share my mo-
ther's enthusiasm."

" Maltravers!" repeated Mrs. Leslie.

" He is, perhaps, a dangerous writer

for one so young. At your age, dear

girl, you have naturally romance and
feeling enough of your own, without

seeking them in books."
" But, dear madam," said Evelyn,

standing up for her favourite, " his

writings do not consist of romance

aud feeling only ; they are not exag-

gerated, they are so simple — so

truthful."

"Did you ever meet him I" asked

Lady Vargrave.
" Yes," returned Mrs. Leslie, " once

when he was a gay, fair-haired boy.

His father resided in the next county,

and we met at a country-house. Mr.

Maltravers himself has an estate near

my daughter in B shire, but he

does not live on it ; he has been some
years abroad a strange character !

"

" Why does he write no more?"
said Evelyn; "I have read his works

so often, and know his poetry so well

by heart, that 1 should look forward

to something new from him as an

event."
" 1 have heard, my dear, that he

has withdrawn much from the world
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and its objects—that he has lived

greatly in the East. The death of a

lady to whom he was to have been
married is said to have unsettled and
changed his character. Sino» that

event he has not returned to Eng-

land. Lord Vargrave i u\ toll you

more of him than I."

" Lord Vargrave thinks of nothing

that is not alwavi before the world,"

said Evelyn.
" I am sure you wrong him," said

Mrs. Leslie, looking up, and fixing

her eyes on Evelyn's countenance;
' for you are not before the world."

Evelyn slightly—very slightly

—

pouted her pretty lip, but made no
answer. She took up the music, and,

seating herself at the piano, practised

the airs. Lady Vargrave listened

with emotion ; and as Evelyn, in a

voice exquisitely sweet, though not

powerful, sang the words, her mother

turned away her face, and, half un-

consciously, a few tears stole silently

down her cheek.

When Evelyn ceased—herself af-

fected, for the lines were impressed

with a wild and melancholy depth of

feeling— she came again to her mo-

ther's side, and, seeing her emotion,

kissed away the tears from the pen-

sive eyes. Her own gaiety left her

—

she drew a stool to her mother's feet,

and, nestling to her, and clasping her

hand, did not leave that place till tbey

retired to rest.

And the Lady blessed Evelyn, and

felt that, if bereaved, she was not

alone I
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CHAPTER III.

" But come, thou Goddess, fair and ti&B,

In heaven yclept Euphrosyne J

* * # * *

To hear the lark begin hlo Right,

And, singing, startle the dull night." - i; AlU#t0

" But come, thou Goddess, sage and holy,

Come, divinest Melancholy

!

* * * * *

There held in holy passion still,

Forget thyself to marble."

—

II Penteroto.

The early morning of early Spring—
what associations of freshness and

hope in that single sentence ! And
there—a little after sunrise— there

was Evelyn, fresh and hopeful as the

morning itself, bounding with the

light step of a light heart over the

lawn. Alone—alone ! no governess,

with a pinched nose and a sharp voice,

to curb her graceful movements, and

tell her how young ladies ought to

walk. How silently Morning stole

over the Earth ! It was as if Youth

had the day and the world to itself.

The shutters of the cottage were still

closed, and Evelyn cast a glance

upward, to assure herself that her

mother, who also rose betimes, was

not yet stirring. So she tripped

along, singing from very glee, to

secure a companion, and let out

Sultau ; and, a few moments after-

wards, they were scouring over the

grass, and descending the rude steps

that wound down the cliff to the

smooth sea-sands. Evelyn was still a

child at heart, yet somewhat more
than a child in mind. In the majesty

of

" That hollow, sounding, and mysterious

main—

"

in the silence broken but by the

Murmur of the billows—in the soli-

tude relieved but by the boats of the

early fishermen—she felt those deep
and tranquillising influences which
belong to the Religion of Nature.

Unconsciously to herself, her sweet

face grew more thoughtful, and her

step more slow. What a complex
thing is education ! How many cir-

cumstances, that have no connexion

with books and tutors, contribute to

the rearing of the human mind !—the

earth, and the sky, and the ocean,

were among the teachers of Evelyn

Cameron ; and beneath her simplicity

of thought was daily filled, from the

urns of invisible spirits, the fountain

of the poetry of feeling.

This was the hour when Evelyn

most sensibly felt how little our real

life is chronicled by external events

—

how much we live a second and a

higher life in our meditations and

dreams. Brought up, not more by
precept than example, in the faith

which unites creature and Creator,

this was the hour in which thought

itself had something of the holiness of

prayer ; and if (turning from dreams

divine to earthlier visions) this also

was the hour in which the heart

painted and peopled its own fairy

laud below—of the two ideal worlds

that stretch beyond the inch of time

on which we stand, Imagination is

perhaps holier than Memory.



ALICE; OR, THE MYSTERIES. 9

So now, as the day crept on, Evelyn

returned in a more sober mood, and
then she joined her mother and
Mrs. Leslie at breakfast; and then

the household cares— such as they

were— devolved upon her, heiress

though she was; and, that duty done,

once more the straw hat and Sultan

were in requisition ; and, opening a

little gate at the back of the cottage,

she took the path along the village

churchyard that led to the house of

the old curate. The burial-ground

itself was surrounded and shut in with

a belt of trees. Save the small, time-

discoloured church, and the roofs of

the cottage and the minister's house,

no building—not even a cotter's hut

—was visible there. Beneath a dark

and single yew-tree, in the centre of

the ground, was placed a rude seat;

opposite to this seat was a grave,

distinguished from the rest by a

slight palisade. As the young Evelyn

passed slowly by this spot, a glove on
the long damp grass beside the yew-

tree caught her eye. She took it up
and sighed—it was her mother's. She
sighed—for she thought of the soft

melancholy on that mother's face

which her caresses and her mirth
never could wholly chase away. She
wondered why that melancholy was
so fixed a habit—for the young ever

wonder why the experienced should

be sad.

And now Evelyn had passed the

churchyard, and was on the green

turf before the minister's quaint, old-

fashioned house.

The old man himself was at work
in his garden ; but he threw down
his hoe as he saw Evelyn, and came
cheerfully up to greet her.

It was easy to see how dear she was
to him.

" So you are come for your daily

lesson, my young pupil 1

"

" Yes ; but Tasso can wait if

Ihe
"

" If the tutor wants to play truai»t

no, my child ;—and, indeed, the lesson

must be longer than usual to-day, for

I fear I shall have to leave you to-

morrow for some days."

"Leave us! why?— leave Brook*

Green—impossible !

"

" Not at all impossible ; for we
have now a new vicar, and I must
turn courtier in my old age, and ask

him to leave me with my flock. He
is at Weymouth, and has written to

me to visit him there. So, Miss
Evelyn, I must give you a holiday

task to learn while I am away."

Evelyn brushed the tears from her

eyes— for when the heart is full of

affection, the eyes easily run over -

and clung mournfully to the old man,
as she gave utterance to all her half-

childish, half-womanly grief at the

thought of parting so soon with him.

And what, too, could her mother do
without him ; and why could he not

write to the vicar, instead of going to

him]
The curate, who was childless and

a bachelor, was not insensible to the

fondness of his beautiful pupil, and
perhaps he himself was a little more
distrait than usual that morning, or

else Evelyn was peculiarly inattentive;

for certain it is, that she reaped very

little benefit from the lesson.

Yet he was an admirable teacher,

that old man ! Aware of Evelyn's

quick, susceptible, and rather fanciful

character of mind, he had sought less

to curb, than to refine and elevate her

imagination. Himself of no ordinary

abilities, which leisure had allowed

him to cultivate, his piety wras too large

and cheerful to exclude literature

—

Heaven's best gift—from the pale of

religion. And under his care Evelyn's

mind had been duly stored with the

treasures of modern genius, and her

judgment strengthened by the criti-

cisms of a graceful and generous taste.

In that sequestered hamlet, the

young heiress had been trained to

adora her future station; to appreciate
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the arts and elegancies that distinguish

(no matter what the rank) the refined

from the low, better than if she had

been brought up under the hundred-

handed Briareus of fashionable educa-

tion. Lady Vargrave, indeed, like

most persons of modest pretensions

and imperfect cultivation, was rather

inclined to overrate the advantages to

be derived from book-knowledge, and
she was never better pleased than
when she saw Evelyn opening the

monthly parcel from London, and
deEghtedly poring over volumes which
Lady Vargrave innocently believed to

be reservoirs of inexhaustible wisdom.

But this day Evelyn would not

read, and the golden verses of Tasso

lost their music to her ear. So the

curate gave up the lecture, and placed

a little programme of studies to be

conned during his absence, in her

reluctant hand ; and Sultan, who had
been wistfully licking his paws for

the last half-hour, sprung up and
caracoled once more into the garden

—and the old priest and the young
woman left the works of man for those

of Nature.
" Do not fear ; I will take such care

of your garden while you are away,"

said Evelyn ;
" and you must write

and let us know what day you are to

come back
"

" My dear Evelyn, you are born to

Bpoil every one— from Sultan to

Aubrey."
" And to be spoiled too, don't forget

that;" cried Evelyn, laughingly shaking

back her ringlets. " And now, before

you go, will yon tell me, as you are

so wise, what I can do to make—to

make—my mother love me?"
Evelyn's voi?e faltered as she spoke

the last words, and Aubrey looked

surprised and moved.
" Your mother love you, my dear

Evelyn ! What do you mean—does

she not love you?"
" Ah, not as I love her ;—she is

kind and gentle, I know, for she is so
j

to all ; but she does not confide in me
—she does not trust me; she has

some sorrow at heart which I am
never allowed to learn and soothe.

Why does she avoid all mention of

her early days ? she never talks to me
as if she, too, had once a mother

!

Why am I never to speak of her first

marriage—of my father? Why does

she look reproachfully at me, and
shun me— yes, shun me, for days

together—if—if I attempt to draw her

to the past? Is there a secret?— if

so, am I not old enough to know it?"

Evelyn spokequiekly and nervously,

and with quivering lips. Aubrey took

her hand, and pressing it, said, after

a little pause,,

" Evelyn, this is the first time you
have ever thus spoken to me. Has
any thing chanced to arouse your

—

shall I call it curiosity, or shall I call

it the mortified pride of affection ?

"

" And you, too, are harsh
;

you
blame me ! No, it is true that I have

not thus spoken to you before ; but I

have long, long thought with grief

that I was insufficient to my mother's

happiness—I who love her so dearly

And now, since Mrs. Leslie has been

here, I find her conversing with this

comparative stranger, so much more
confidentially than with me ;—when
I come in unexpectedly, they cease

their conference, as if I were not

worthy to share it ; and—and oh, if I

could but make you understand that

all I desire is, that my mother should

love me, and know me, and trust me."
" Evelyn," said the curate, coldly

"
y
rou l«ve your mother, and justly;

a kinder and a gentler heart than

hers does not beat in a human breast.

Her first wish in life is tor ymr
happiness and welfare. You ask for

confidence, but why not confide in

her; why not believe her actuated by

the best and the tenderest mi fcives;

why not leave it to her discretion to

reveal to you any secret grief, if Buch

there be, that preys upon her; why
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add to that grief by any selfish indul-

gence of over-susceptibility in your-

self.' My dear pupil, you are yet

almost a child ; and they who have

sorrowed may well be reluctant to

sadden with a melancholy confidence

those to whom sorrow is yet unknown.

This much, at least, I may tell you

—

for this much she does not seek to

conceal— that Lady Vargrave was

early inured to trials from which you,

more happy, have been saved. She

speaks not to you of her relations, for

she has none left on earth. And after

her marriage with your benefactor,

Evelyn, perhaps it seemed to her a

matter of principle to banish all vain

regret, all remembrance, if possible,

of an earlier tie."

" My poor, poor mother ! Oh, yes,

you are right ; forgive me. She yet

mourns, perhaps, my father, whom I

never saw, whom I feel, as it were,

tacitly forbid to name,—you did not

know him?"
" Him !—whom ]

"

" My father, my mother's first

husband'"
" No."
" But I am sure I could not have

loved him so well as my benefactor,

my real and second father, who is now
dead and gone. Oh, how well I

remember Jam—how fondly
!

" Here
Evelyn stopped and burst into tears.

" You do right to remember him
thus ; to love and revere his memory
—a father indeed he was to you. But
now, Evelyn, my own dear child, hear

me. Respect the silent heart of your
mother : let her not think that her

misfortunes, whatever they may be,

can cast a shadow over you—you, her

last hope and blessing. Rather than

seek to open the old wounds, suffer

them to heal, as they must, beneath

the influences of religion and time

;

and wait the hour when without,

perhaps, too keen a grief, your mother
can go back with you into the past."

" I will,—I will. Oh, how wicked,

—how ungracious I have been ! it was

but an excess of love, believe it, dear

Mr. Aubrey, believe it."

" I do believe it, my poor Evelyn

;

and now I know that I may trust in

you. Come, dry those bright eyes,

or they will think I have been a hard

taskmaster, and let us go to the

cottage."

They walked slowly and silentlj

across the humble garden into the

churchyard, and there, by the old

yew-tree, they saw Lady Vargrave.

Evelyn, fearful that the traces of hei

tears were yet visible, drew back
;

and Aubrey, aware of what passed

within her, said,

—

" Shall I join your mother, and tell

her of my approaching departure] and
perhaps, in the meanwhile, you will

call at our poor pensioner's in the vil-

lage—Dame Newman is so anxious

to see you—we will join you there

soon."

Evelyn smiled her thanks, and
kissing her hand to her mother with

seeming gaiety, turned back and
passed through the glebe into the

little village. Aubrey joined Lady
Vargrave, and drew her arm in his.

Meanwhile Evelyn thoughtfully

pursued her way. Her heart was full,

and of self-reproach. Her mother
had, then, known cause for sorrow

,

and, perhaps, her reserve was but

occasioned by her reluctance to pain

her child. Oh, how doubly anxious

would Evelyn be hereafter to soothe,

to comfort, to wean that dear mother
from the past ! Though in this girl's

character there was something of the

impetuosity and thoughtlessness of

her years, it was noble as well as soft;

and now the woman's trustfulness

conquered all the woman's curiosity.

She entered the cottage of the old

bed-ridden crone whom Aubrey had
referred to. It was as a gleam of sun
shine, that sweet comforting face ; and

here, seated by the old woman's side,

with the Book of the Poor upon her
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lap, Evelyn was found by Lady Var-

grave. It was curious to observe the

different impressions upon the cot-

tagers made by the mother and

daughter. Both were beloved with

almost equal enthusiasm ; but with

the first the poor felt more at home.

They could talk to her more at ease :

she understood them so much more
quickly ; they had no need to beat

about the bush to tell the little

peevish complaints that they were

half-ashamed to utter to Evelyn. What
seemed so light to the young, cheer-

ful beauty, the mother listened to

with so grave and sweet a patience.

W «n all went right, thej rejoiced

to see Evelyn; but in their little dif-

ficulties and sorrows, nobody was like
" my good Lady !

"

So Dame Newman, the moment
she saw the pale countenance and
graceful shape of Lady Vargrave at

the threshold, uttered an exclamation

of delight. Now dho could let out

all that she did not like to trouble the

young lady with ; now she could com-

plain of east winds, and rheumatiz,

and the parish officers, and the bad

tea they sold poor people at Mr. Hart's

shop, and the ungrateful grandson

who was so well to do, and who for-

got he had a grandmother alive 1
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CHAPTER IV

Towards the end of the week we received a card from the town ladles.*—

Vicar of Wakefield.

The curate was gone, and the lessons

suspended ; otherwise—as like each

to each as sunshine or cloud per-

mitted—day followed day in the calm

retreat of Brc<ok-Green ; when, one

morning, Mrs. Leslie, with a letter

in her hand, sought Lady Vargrave,

who was busied in tending the flowers

of a small conservatory which she had

added to the cottage, when, from

various motives, and one in especial

powerful and mysterious, she ex-

changed for so sequestered a home the

luxurious villa bequeathed to her by
her husband.

To flowers—those charming chil-

dren of Nature, in which our age can

take the same tranquil pleasure as

our youth—Lady Vargrave devoted

much of her monotonous and un-

chequered time. She seemed to love

them almost as living things ; and
her memory associated them with

hours as bright and as fleeting as

themselves.
" My dear friend," said Mrs. Leslie,

''
1 have news for you. My daughter,

Mrs. Merton, who has been in Corn-

wall or a visit to her husband's

mother, writes me word that she will

visit us on her road home to the Rec-

tory in B shire. She will not put

you much out of the way," added
Mrs. Leslie, smiling, " for Mr. Mer-
ton will not accompany her ; she only

brings her daughter Caroline, a lively,

handsome, intelligent girl, who will

be enchanted with Evelyn. All you
will regret is, that she comes to ter-

minate my visit, and take me away
with her. If you can forgive that

affence, you will hare nothing else to

pardon."

Lady Vargrave replied with her

usual simple kindness, but she was
evidently nervous at the visit of a

stranger (for she had never yet seen

Mrs. Merton), and still more dis-

tressed at the thought of losing Mrs.

Leslie a week or two sooner than had
been anticipated. However, Mrs.

Leslie hastened to reassure her. Mrs.

Merton was so quiet and good-natured,

the wife of a country clergyman with

simple tastes; and, after all, Mrs.

Leslie's visit might last as long, it

Lady Vargrave would be contented

to extend her hospitality to Mrs.

Merton and Caroline.

When the visit was announced to

Evelyn, her young heart was suscep-

tible only of pleasure and curiosity.

She had no friend of her own age

;

she was sine she should like the

grandchild of her dear Mrs. Leslie.

Evelyn, who had learned betimes,

from the affectionate solicitude of her

nature, to relieve her mother of such

few domestic cares as a home so quiet,

with an establishment so regular,

could afford, gaily busied herself in a

thousand little preparations. She
filled the rooms of the visitors with

flowers (not dreaming that any one

could fancy them unwholesome), and
spread the tables with her own
favourite books, and had the little

cottage piano in her own dressing-

room removed into Caroline's—Caro-

line must be fond of music: she had

some doubts of transferring a cage

with two canaries into Caroline's
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room also, but when she approached

the cage with that intention, the birds

chirped so merrily, and seemed so

glad to see her, and so expectant of

sugar, that her heart smote her for

her meditated desertion and ingrati-

tude. No, she could not give up the

canaries; but the glass bowl with the

gold fish—oh, that would look so

pretty on its stand just by the case-

ment ; and the fish—dull things !

—

would not miss her.

The morning—the noon—the pro-

bable hour of the important arrival

came at last ; and after having three

times within the last half hour visited

the rooms, and settled, and unsettled,

and settled again every thing before

arranged, Evelyn retired to her own
room to consult her wardrobe, and

Margaret—once her nurse, now her

Abigail. Alas! the wardrobe of the

destined Lady Vargrave— the be

trothedofarisingstatesman, a newaud
now an ostentatious peer—the heiress

of the wealthy Templeton—was one

that many a tradesman's daughter

would have disdained. Evelyn visited

so little ; the clergyman of the place,

and two old maids who lived most

respectably on a hundred and eighty

pounds a-year, in a cottage, with one

maidservant, two cats, and a footboy,

bounded the circle of her acquaint-

ance. Her mother was so indifferent

to dress ; she herself had found so

many >ther ways of spending money

!

—but Evelyn was not now more phi-

losophical than others of her age. She

turned from muslin to muslin—from

the coloured to the white, from the

white to the coloured—with pretty

anxiety and sorrowful suspense. At
last she decided on the newest, and

when it was on, and the single rose

set in the lustrous and beautiful hair,

Carson herself could not have added

a charm. Happy age ! Who wants

the arts of the milliner at seven-

teen
1

!

" And here, miss ; here 's the fine

necklace Lord Vargrave brought

down when my Lord came last ; it

will look so grand !

"

The emeralds glittered in their

case—Evelyn looked at them irreso-

lutely ; then, as she looked, a shade

came over her forehead, and she

sighed, and closed the lid.

" No, Margaret, I do not want it

;

take it away.''
'•' Oh dear, miss ! what would my

Lord say if he were down ] And thej?

are so beautiful ! th«y will look so

fine ! Deary me. how they spavkle !

But you will wear much finer when

you are my Lady."

"I hear mamma's bell; gc, Mar
garet, she wants you."

Left alone, the young beauty sank

down abstractedly, and though the

looking-glass was opposite, it did not

arrest her eye; she forgot her ward-

robe, her muslin dress, her fears, and

her guests.

"Ah," she thought, "what a weight

of dread I feel here when I think of

Lord Vargrave and this fatal engage-

ment ; and every day I feel it more

and more. To leave my dear, dear

mother—the dear cottage—oh ! I never

can. I used to like him when I was

a child ; now I shudder at his name.

Why is tins'? He is kind— he conde-

scends to seek to please. It was the

wish of my poor father—for father he

really was to me; and yet—oh, that

he had left me poor and free !

"

At this part of Evelyn's meditation

the unusual sound of wheels was

heard on the gravel ; she started i;p

—wiped the tears from her eyes—and

hurried down to welcome the expected

guests.
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CHAPTER Y.

* Tell mo, Sophy, my dear, what do you think of our new visitors ? "— Vicar of Wakefitld.

Mrs. Merton and her daughter were

already in the middle dra«ing-room,

seated on either side of Mrs. Leslie.

The former a woman of quiet and

pleasing exterior ; her face still hand-

some, and if not intelligent, at least

expressive of sober good nature and

habitual content. The latter a fine,

dark-eyed girl, of decided counte-

nance, and what is termed a showy

Btyle of beauty,—tall, self-possessed,

and dressed plainly indeed, but after

the approved fashion. The rich bon-

net of the large shape then worn; the

Chantilly veil; the gay French Cache-

mire; the full sleeves, at that time the

unnatural rage ; the expensive, yet

unassuming robe desoie; the perfect

cliaussure ; the air of society; the

easy manner ; the tranquil but scru-

tinising gaze—all startled, discom-

posed, and half frightened Evelyn.

Miss Merton herself, if more at

her ease, was equally surprised by the

beauty and unconscious grace of the

young fairy before her, and rose to

greet her with a well-bred cordiality,

which at once made a conquest of

Evelyn's heart.

Mrs. Merton kissed her cheek, and
smiled kindly on her, but said little.

It was easy to see that she was a less

conversable and more homely person

than Caroline.

When Evelyn conducted them to

their rooms, the mother and daughter

detected at a glance the care that had
provided for their comforts ; and
something eager and expectant in

Evelyn's eyes taught the good-nature

of the one and the good breeding of

the other to reward their young
hostess by various little exclamations

of pleasure and satisfaction.

" Dear, how nice !—What a pretty

writing-desk !
" said one.—" And the

pretty gold fish!" said the other—"And the piano, too, so well placed;"

—and Caroline's fair fingers ran ra-

pidly over the keys. Evelyn retired,

covered with smiles and blush s. And
then Mrs Merton permitted herself

to say to the well-dressed Abigail:

—

" Do take away those flowers, they

make me quite faint."

"And how low the room is— so

confined ! "—said Caroline ;—when the

lady's lady withdrew with the con-

demned flowers. "And I see no
Psyche— however, the poor people

have done their best."

" Sweet person, Lady Vargrave !

"

said Mrs. Merton—"so interesting!

—so beautiful—and how y^utnful ia

appearance !'"

" No tournure—not much the man-
ner of the world," said Caroline.

" No ; but something better."

" Hem !

" said Caroline. " The girl

is very pretty, though too small."

" Such a smile—such eyes she is

irresistible !—and what a fortune !--

she will be a charming friend for you,

Caroline."

" Yes, she may be useful, if she

marry Lord Vargrave ; or, indeed, if

she make any brilliant match. What
sort of a man is Lord Vargrave?

"

" I never saw him ; they say, most
fascinating."

" Well, she is very happy," said

Caroline, with a sigh.
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" Two lovely damsels cheer my lonely walk."—Lamb's Album Vertct.

After dinner—there was still light

enough for the young people to stroll

through the garden. Mrs. Merton,

who was afraid of the damp, preferred

staying within ; and she was so quiet,

and made herself so much at home,

that Lady Vargrave, to use Mrs. Les-

lie's phrase, was not the least " put

out " by her : besides, she talked of

Evelyn, and that was a theme very

dear to Lady Vargrave, who was both

fond and proud of Evelyn.
" This is very pretty, indeed !—the

view of the sea quite lovely
!

" said

Caroline. " You draw?
"

" Yes, a little."

"From Nature?"
" Oh, yes

!

"

" What, in Indian ink?"
" Yes ; and water-colours."

" Oh !—why, who could have taught

you in this little village ; or, indeed,

in this most primitive county ?

"

" We did not come to Brook-Green

till I was nearly fifteen. My dear

mother, though very anxious to leave

our villa at Fnlham, would not do so

on my account, while masters could

be of service to me ; and as I knew
sdie had set her heart on this place, I

worked doubly hard."

"Then she knew this place before?"

" Yes ; she had been here many
years ago, and took the place after

my poor father's death— (I always call

the late Lord Vargrave my father).

She used to come here regularly once

a-year without me ; and when she

returned, I thought her even more
melancholy than before."

" What makes the charm of the

place to Lady Vargrave?" asked

Caroline, with some interest.

" I don't know ; unless it be its

extreme quiet, or some early asso-

ciation."

"And who is your nearest neigh-

bour ?

"

" Mr. Aubrey, the curate. It is so

unlucky, he is gone from home for a

short time. You can't think how
kind and pleasant he is—the most

amiable old man in the world—just
such a man as Bernardin St. Pierre

would have loved to describe."

" Agreeable, no doubt, but dull

—

good curates generally are."

" Dull—not the least ; cheerful,

even to playfulness, and full of inform-

ation. He has been so good to me
about books ; indeed, I have learned

a great deal from him."

"I dare say he is an admirable

judge of sermons."
" But Mr. Aubrey is not severe,"

persisted Evelyn, earnestly :
" he is

very fond of Italian literature, for

instance ; we are reading Tasso toge-

ther."

"Oh ! pity he is old— I think you
said he was old. Perhaps there is a

son, the image of the sire?"

" Oh no," said Evelyn, laughing

innocently ;
" Mr. Aubrey never mar-

ried."

" And where does the old gentleman

live?"
" Come a little this way—there,

you can just see the roof of his house,

close by the church."

" I see ; it is tant soit pen triste to

have the church so near you."
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" Do you think so 1 Ah ! but you so much out of the world, my dear

have not seen it : it is the prettiest Evelyn. How you must long to set

church in the county; and the little more of life!"

burial-ground—so quiet—so shut in
;

" I !—not in the least. I should

I feel better every time I pass it, never like to leave this place—T could

Some places breathe of religion." live and die here."

" You are poetical, my dear little " You will think otherwise when
friend." you are Lady Vargrave.—Why do

Evelyn, who had poetry in her you look so grave ? Do you not love

nature—and therefore sometimes it Lord Vargrave ;

"

broke out in her simple language

—

coloured, and felt half ashamed.
" It is a favourite walk with my

mother," said she, apologetically;

Yt'hat a question
!

" said Evelyn,

turning away her head, and forcing a

laugh.
" It is no matter whether you do or

" she often spends hours there alone

;

not : it is a brilliant position He
and so, perhaps, I think it a prettier has rank— reputation—high office:

spot than others may. It does not all he wants is money, and that you
seem to me to have anything of gloom will give him. Alas .' I have no
in it ; when I die, I should like to be prospect so bright. I have no fortune,

buried there." and 1 fear my face will never buy a

Caroline laughed slightly. " That title, an opera-box, and a house in

is a strange wish ; but perhaps you Grosvenor Square. I wish I were the

have been crossed in love?"
" I ! — oh, you are laughing at

me !

"

" You do not remember Mr. Came-
ron, your real father, I suppose]"

"No; I believe he died before I

was born."
" Cameron is a Scotch name : to

what tribe of Camerons do you
belong ?

"

" I don't know," said Evelyn, rather

future Lady Vargrave."
" I am sure I wish you were," said

Evelyn, with great naivete; "you
would suit Lord Vargrave better than

I should."

Caroline laughed.
" Why do you think so ?

" Oh, his way of thinking i3 like

yours ; he never says any thing I can

sympathise with."

" A pretty compliment to me

!

embarrassed; "indeed, I knownothing :
Depend upon it, my dear, you will

of my father's or mother's family. It : sympathise with me when you have
is very odd, but I don't think we have
any relations. You know, when I am
of age, that I am to take the name of

Templeton."
" Ah ! the name goes with the for-

tune; I understand. Dear Evelyn,

how rich you will be I I do so wish I

were rich
!

"

"And I that I were poor," said

Evelyn, with an altered tone and
expression of countenance.

" Strange girl ! what can you
mean )

"

Evelyn said nothing, and Caroline

examined her curiou.-ly.

" These notions come from livinjr

seen as much of the world. But Lord
Vargrave—is he too old ?

"

" No, I don't think of his age

and indeed he looks younger than

he is."

" Is he handsome ?

"

" He is what may be -jailed hand
some—you would think so."

" Well, if he comes here, I will dc

my best to win him from you ; so look

to yourself."

" Oh, I should be so grateful ; »

should like him so much if he woul^

fall in love with you !

"

" I fear there is no chance of

that."
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"But how," said Evelyn, hesitat-

ingly, after a pause ;
" how is it that

you have seen so much more of the

world than I have] I thought Mr.
Merton lived a great deal in the

country."
" Yes, but my uncle, Sir John

Merton, is member for the county :

my grandmother on my father's side

—Lady Elizabeth, who !jmh Tregony
Castle (which we have just, left) for

her jointure house — goes to town

almost, every season, and I liave spent

three seasons with her. She is a

charming old woman — quite the

yrande dame. I am sorry to say she

remains in Cornwall this year ; she

has not been very well ; the physicians

forhid late hours and London . but

even in the country we are very gay.

My uncle lives near us, and, though a

widower, has his house full when
down at .Merton Park; and papa, too,

is rich—very hospitable and popular

—and will, I hope, be a bishop one of

these days—not at all like a mere
country parson ; and so, somehow or

other, I have learned to be ambitious

—we are an ambitious family on

papa's side. But, alas ! I have not

your cards to play. Young, beautiful,

and an heiress! Ah, what pr >«pects !

You should make your iuani?ua take

"ou to town."
" To town ! she would be wretched

I at the very idea. Oh, you don't

;
know us."

"
I can't help fancying, Miss

Evelyn," said Caroline, archly, " that

i

you are not so blind to Lord Var-

I grave's perfections, and so indifferent

i

to London, only from the pretty

I innocent way of thinking, that so

|

prettily and innocently >ou express.

I dare say, if the truth were known,

there is some handsome young rector,

besides the old curate, who plays the

flute, and preaches sentimental ser-

mons in white kid gloves."

Evelyn laughed merrily—so merrily

that Caroline's suspicions vanished,

They continued to walk and talk thus,

till the night came on, and then they

went in
;
and Evelyn showed Caroline

her drawings, which astonished that

young lady, who was a good judge of

accomplishments. Evelyn's perform-

ance on the piano astonished her yet

more ; but Caroline consoled herself

on this point, for her voice was more
powerful, and she sang French songs

with much more spirit. Caroline

showed talent in all she undertook,

but Evelyn, despite her simplicity,

had genius, though as yet scarcely

developed ; for she had quickness,

emotion, susceptibility, imagination.

And the difference between talent

and genius lies rather in the heart

than the head.
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CHAPTER V1L

" Dost thou feel

The solemn whispering influence of the scene

Oppressing thy young heart, that thou dost draw
More closely to my side ? "—F Hemans : Wood If am and Hymn.

Caroline and Evelyn, as was natural,

became great friends. They were not

kindred to each other in disposition,

bat they were thrown together ; and

friendship thus forced upon both.

Unsuspecting and sanguine, it was

natural to Evelyn to admire ; and

Caroline was, to her inexperience, a

brilliant and imposing novelty. Some-

times Miss Merton's worldliness of

thought shocked Evelyn ; but then

Caroline had a way with her, as if she

were not m earnest— as if she were

merely indulging an inclination to-

wards irony ; nor was she without a

certain vein of sentiment that persons

a little hackneyed in the world, and

young ladies a little disappointed that

they are not wives instead of maids,

easily acquire. Trite as this vein of

sentiment was, poor Evelyn thought

it beautiful and most feeling. Then,

Caroline was clever, entertaining, cor-

dial, with all that superficial supe-

riority that a girl of twenty-three who
knows London readily exercises over

a country girl of seventeen. On the

other hand, Caroline was kind and
affectionate towards her. The clergy-

man's daughter felt that she could not

be always superior, even in fashion, to

the wealthy heiress.

One evening, as Mrs. Leslie and
Mrs. Merton sate under the verandah

of the cottage, without their hostess,

who had gone alone into the village

—

and the young ladies were confi-

dentially conversing on the lawn,

Mrs. Leslie said rather abruptly, " Is

not Evelyn a delightful creature]

How unconscious of her beauty;
how simple, and yet so naturally

gifted !

"

" I have never seen one who inter-

ested me more," said Mrs. Merton,

settling her pelerine; "she is ex-

tremely pretty."

"I am so anxious about her," resumed
Mrs, Leslie, thoughtfully. '"You know
the wish of the late Lord Vargrave
that she should marry his nephew,
the present lord, when she reaches

the age of eighteen. She only wants
nine or ten months of that time ; she

has seen nothing of the world ; she is

not fit to decide (or herself; and Lady
Vargrave, the best of human creatures,

is still herself almost too inexperienced

in the world to be a guide for one so

young, placed in such peculiar cir-

cumstances, and of prospects so bril-

liant. Lady Vargrave, at heart, is a

child still, and will be so, ever when
as old as I am."

" It is very true," said Mrs. Merton
•'Don't you fear that the girls will

catch cold 1 the dew is falling, ami
the grass must be wet."

" I have thought," continued Mrs.

Leslie, without heeding the latter part

of Mrs. Merton's speech, "that it

would be a kind thing to invite Evelyn

to stay with you a few months at the

Rectory. To be sure, it is not like

London
; but you see a great deal of

the world : the society at your house

is -ell selected, and at times even

brilliant;—she will meet young people
-9
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of her own age, and young people

fashion and form each other."

"I was thinking, myself, that I

should like to invite her," said Mrs.

Merton ;
" I will consult Caroline."

"Caroling I am sure, would be

delighted ; the difficulty lies rather in

Evelyn hersj.f."

" You surprise me ! she must be

moped to death here."

" But will she leave her mother ]

"

"Why, Caroline often leaves me,"

said Mrs. Merton.

Mrs. Leslie was silent, and Evelyn

and her new friend now joined the

mother and daughter.
" I have been trying to persuade

Evelyn to pay us a little visit," said

Caroline ;
" she could accompany us

so nicely : and if she is still strange

with us—dear grandmamma goes too:

—I am sure we can make her at

home."
" How odd !

" said Mrs. Merton
;

' we were just saying the same thing.

My dear Miss Cameron, we should be

so happy to have you."

"And I should be so happy to go,

if mamma would but go too."

As she spoke, the moon, just risen,

showed the form of Lady Vargrave

slowly approaching the house. By

the light, her features seemed more
pale than usual ; and her slight and
delicate form, with its gliding motion
and Doiseless step, had in it something

almost ethereal and unearthly.

Evelyn turned and saw her, and
her heart smote her. Hvt mother

—

so wedded to the dear cottage—and

had this gay stranger rendered that

dear cottage less attractive —she who
had said she could live and die in its

humble precincts I Abruptly she left

her new friend, hastened to her

mother, and threw her arms fondly

round her.

" You are pale, you have over-

fatigued yourself:—where have you
been]—why did you not take me
with you 1

"

Lady Vargrave pressed Evelyn's

hand affectionately.

" You care for me too much," said

she. " I am but a dull companion
for you ; I was so glad to see you

happy with one better suited to your

gay spirits. What can we do when
she leaves us ]

"

" Ah, I want no companion but my
own—own mother.—And have I not

Sultan, tool" added Evelyn, smiling

away the tear that had started to her

eyes.
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CHAPTER VIIL

"Friend after friend departs,

Who hath not lost a friend?

There is no union here of hearts

That finds not here an end."—J. Montgomery.

That night, Mrs. Leslie sought Lady

Vargrave in her own room. As she

entered gently she observed that, late

as the hour was, Lady Vargrave was

stationed by the open window, and

seemed intently gazing on the scene

below. Mrs. Leslie reached her side

nnperceived. The moonlight was

exceedingly bright, and just beyond

the garden, from which it was separa-

ted but by a slight fence, lay the

solitary churchyard of the hamlet,

with the slender spire of the holy

edifice rising high and tapering into

the shining air. It was a calm and
tranquillising scene; and so intent

was Lady Varirrave's abstracted gaze,

that Mrs. Leslie was unwilling to

disturb her revery.

At length Lady Vargrave turned
;

and there was that patient and
pathetic resignation written in her

countenance which belongs to those

whom the world can deceive no more,

and who have fixed their hearts in

the life beyond.

Mrs. Leslie, whatever she thought
or felt, said nothing, except in kindly

remonstrance u the indiscretion of

braving the uight air. The window
was closed . they sat down to confer.

Mr.-. Leslie repeated the invitation

given to Evelyn, and urged the ad-

visability of accepting it. " It is cruel

to separate you," said she ;
" I feel it

acutely. Why not, then, come with

Evelyn ] You shake your head—why
always avoid society !—So young yet.

you give yourself too much to the

past 1

"

Lady Vargrave, rose, an:l walked te

a cabinet at the end of the room ; she

unlocked it, and beckoned to Mrs.

Leslie to approach. In a drawer lav-

careful ly folded articles of female

dress— rude, homely, ragged—the

dress of a peasant girl.

" Do these remind you of your first

charity to me]" she said, touchingly:
" they tell me that I have nothing to

do with the world iu which you and
yours, and Evelyn herself, should

move."
" Too tender conscience ! — your

errors were but those of circumstance

—of youth ;—how have they been
redeemed !—none even suspect them.
Your past history is known but to the

good old Aubrey and myself. No
breath even of rumour tarnishes the

name of Lady Vargrave."
" Mrs. Leslie," said Lady Vargrave,

reclosing the cabinet, and again seat-

ing herself, " my world lies around
me— I cannot quit it. If I were of

use to Evelyn, then, indeed, I would
sacrifice—brave all ; - but I only cloud

her spirits : I have no advicr to give

her—no instruction to bestow. When
she was a child, I could watch over

her
;
when she was sick, I could nurse

her ; but now she requires an adviser

—a guide ; and I feel too sensibly

that this task is beyond my powers.

I, a guide to youth and innocence !

—

I ! No, I have nothing to offer her

—dear child !—but my love and my
prayers. Let your daughter take her,

then—watch over her, guide, advise

her. For me—unkind, ungrateful as
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it may seem—were she but happy, I

could well bear to be alone
!"

" But she— how will she, who loves

yoa so, submit to this separation]"
" It will not be long, and," added

Lady Vargrave, with a serious, yet

sweet smile, " she had better be pre-

pared for that separation which must
come at last. As year by year I out-

live my last hope, that of once more
beholding him— I feel that life be-

comes feebler and feebler, and I look

more on that quiet churchyard as a

home to which 1 am soon returning.

At all events, Evelyn will be called

upon to form new ties, that must
estrange her from me ; let her wean
herself from one so useless to her, to

all the world,—now, and by degrees."
" Speak not thus," said Mrs. Leslie,

strongly affected ;
" you have many

years of happiness yet in stcre for

you;—the more you recede from
youth, the fairer life will become to

you."
" God is good to me," said the lady,

raising her meek eyes ;
" and I have

already found it so—I am contented."

CHAPTER IX.

«• The greater part of them seemed to be charmed with his presence."

Mackenzie ; The Man of the World.

It was with the greatest difficulty that

Evelyn could, at last, be persuaded

to consent to the separation from her

mother: she wept bitterly at the

thought!. But Lady Vargrave, though

touched, was firm, and her firmness

was of that soft, imploring character,

which Evelyn never could resist. The

visit was to last some months, it is

true : but she would return to the

cottage; she would escape too—and

th'N perhaps, unconsciously reconciled

her more than aught else—the periodi-

cal visit of Lord Vargrave. At the

end of July, when the parliamentary

session, at that unreformed era,

usually expired, ho always came to

Brook-Green for a month. His last

visits had been most unwelcome to

Evelyn, and this next visit she dreaded

more than she had any of the former

ones. It is strange, the repugnance

with which she regarded the suit of

her affianced !—she whose heart was

yet virgin—who had never seeu any-

one who, in form, manner, and powers

to please, could be compared to the

gay Lord Vargrave. And yet a >ense

of honour—of what was due to her

dead benefactor, her more than father

—all combated that repugnance, and
left her uncertain what course to pur-

sue, uncalculating as to the future.

In the happy elasticity of her spirits,

and with a carelessness almost ap-

proaching to levity, which, to say

truth, was natural to her, she did not

often recal the solemn engagement
that must soon be ratified or annulled;

but when that thought did occui, it

saddened her for hours, and left her

listless and despondent. The visit U
Mrs. Merton was, then, finally arranged

—the day of departure fixed—when,

one morning, came tne following

letter from Lord Vargrave himself :

—

" To the Lady Vargrave, SjC, Sje,

" My dear Friend,
" I find that we have a week's holy.-

day in our do-nothing Chamber, mu
the weather is so delightful, that I

long to share its enjoyment with those

I love best. You will, therefore, see

me almost as soon as you receive this
j

that is, I shall be with you at dinner

on the same day. What can I say to

Evelyn] Will you, dearest Lady
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Vargrave, make her accept all the

homage which, when uttered by me,

une seems half inclined to reject?

" In haste, most affectionately yours,

" Vabgkave."
"Hamilton Place, April 30th, 18— ."

This letter was by no means welcome,

either to Mrs. Leslie or to Evelyn.

The former feared that Lord Vargrave

would disapprove of a visit, the real

^bjecr.s of which could scarcely be

owned to him. The latter was re-

minded of all she desired to forget.

But Lady Vargrave h self rather re-

joiced at the thought of Lumley's

arrival. Hitherto, in the spirit of her

passive and gentle character, she

had taken the engagement between

Evelyn and Lord Vargrave almost as

a matter of course. The will and

wish of her late husband operated

most powerfully on her mind ; and

while Evelyn was yet in childhood,

Lumley's visits had ever been accept-

able, and the playful girl liked the

gay, good-humoured Lord, — who
brought her all sorts of presents, and

appeared as fond of dogs as herself.

But Evelyn's recent change of manner,

her frequent fits of dejection and

thought—once pointed out to Lady
Vargave by Mrs. Leslie—aroused all

the affectionate and maternal anxiety

of the former. She was resolved to

watch, to examine, to scrutinise—not

only Evelyn's reception of Vargrave,

but, as far as she could, the manner
and disposition of Vargrave himself.

She felt how solemn a trust was the

happiness of a whole life ; and she had
that romance of heart, learned from

Nature, not in books, which made her

believe that there could be no happi-

ness in a marriage without love.

The whole family party were on

the lawn, when, an hour earlier than

he wasexpected, t he travelling carriage

of Lord Vargra Z >vas whirled along

the narrow sweep that conducted from

the lodge to the house. Vargrave, as

he saw the party, kissed his hand from
1

the window ; and, leaping from the

carriage, when it stopped at the porch

hastened to meet his hostess.

My dear Lady Vargrave, I am sr

glad to see you. You are looking

charmingly ; and Evelyn ]—oh, the*

she is ; the dear coquette, how lovely

she is !—how she has improved ! But

who (sinking his voice), who are those

ladies ?

"

" Guests of ours—Mrs. Leslie, whom
you have often heard us speak of, but

never met
"

" Yes—and the others 1

"

" Her daughter and grandchild."
" I shall be delighted to know

them."

A more popular manner than Lord

Vargrave's it is impossible to conceive.

Frank and prepossessing, even when
the poor and reckless Mr. Ferrers,

\

without rank or reputation—his smile

—the tone of his voice—his familiar

courtesy— apparently so inartificial

and approaching almost to a boyish

bluntness of good-humour—were irre-

sistible in the rising statesman and

favoured courtier.

Mrs. Merton was enchanted with

him ; Caroline thought him, at the

first glance, the most fascinating

;

person she had ever seen ; even Mrs

j

Leslie, more grave, cautious, ar

penetrating, was almost equally piease*

with the first impression ; and it was

not till, in his occasional silence, his

features settled into their natural

expression, that she fancied she de-

tected, in the quick auspicious ey>

and the close compression of the

lips, the tokens of that wily, astute,

and worldly character, which, in pro-

portion as he had risen in his can; r,

even his own party reluctantly vi
mysteriously assigned to one of their

most prominent leaders.

When Vargrave took Evelyn's

hand, and raised it with meaning

gallantry to his lips, the girl Grsi

blushed deeply, and then turned Dais
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aa death j nor did the colour thus

ehased away soon return to the trans-

parent cheek. Not noticing signs

which might bear a twofold interpre-

tation, Lumley, who seemed in high

spirits, rattled away on a thousand

matters— praising the view, the

weather, the journey—throwing out a

joke here, and a compliment there,

and completing his conquest over

Mrs. Merton aud Caroline.

' You have left London in the very

height of its gaiety, Lord Vargrave,"

said Caroline, as they sat conversing

after dinner.

"True, Miss Merton ; but the coun-

try is in the height of its gaiety

too."

" Are you so fond of the country,

then?"
" By fits and starts—my passion

for it comes in with the early straw-

berries, and goes out with the haut-

boys— I lead so artificial a life ; but

then I hope it is an useful one. I

want nothing but a home to make it

a happy one."

"What is the latest news?—dear

London ! I am so sorry — grand-

mamma, Lady Elizabeth, is not going

there this year ; so I am compelled to

rusticate. Is Lady Jane D to

be married at last ?

"

" Commend me to a young lady's

idea of news — always marriage

!

Lady Jane D ! yes, she is to be

married, as you say

—

at last ! While

she was a beauty, our cold sex were

shy of her ; but she has now faded

into plainness—the proper colour for

a wife."

" Complimentary
!

"

" Indeed it is—for you beautiful

>vomen we love too much for our own

Happiness— heigho !—and a prudent

marriage means friendly indifference,

not rapture and despair. But give

me beauty and love ; I never was

prudent; it is not my weakness."

Though Caroline was his sole sup-

porter in this dialogue, Lord Var-

grave's eyes attempted to converse

with Evelyn, who was unusually

silent and abstracted. Suddenly Lord
Vargrave seemed aware that he was
scarcely general enough in his talk

for his hearers. He addressed him-

self to Mrs. Leslie, and glided bac*

as it were, into a former generatic
He spoke of persons gone and things

forgotten ; he made the subject inter-

esting even to the young, by a suc-

cession of various and sparkling

anecdotes. No one could be more
agreeable ; even Evelyn now listened

to him with pleasure ; for to all

women wit and intellect have their

charm. But still there was a cold

and sharp levity in the tone of the

man of the world that prevented the

charm sinking below the surface. To
Mrs. Leslie he seemed unconsciously

to betray a laxity of principle ; to

Evelyn, a want of sentiment and heart.

Lady Vargrave, who did not under-

stand a character of this description,

listened attentively, and said to her-

self, " Evelyn may admire, but I fear

she cannot love him." Still, time

passed quickly in Lumley's presence,

and Caroline thought she had never

spent so pleasant an evening.

When Lord Vargrave retired to

his room, he threw himself in his

chair, and yawned with exceeding

fervour. His servant arranged his

dressing-robe, and placed his port-

folios and letter-boxes on the table.

" What o'clock is it ? " said Lumley.
" Very early, my lord ; only eleven."

" The devil !—the country aii is

wonderfully exhausting. I am very

sleepy ; > ou may go."

" This little girl," saiJ Lumley,

stretching himself, " is preternaturally

shy— I must neglect her no longe"

—

yet it is surely all safe. She has

grown monstrous pretty ; but the

other girl is more amusing, more to

in v taste, and a much easier conquest,

I f: ncv. Her great dark eyes seemed

full of admiration for my lordship

—

sensible young woman !—she may be

useful in piquing Evelyn."
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CHAPTER X.

Julio. " Wilt thou have him ? "—The Maid in the Mill.

Lord Vargrave heard the next morn-

ing, with secret distaste and displea-

sure, of Evelyn's intended visit to

the Mertons. He could scarcely make
any open objection to it ; but he did

not refrain from many insinuations

as to its impropriety.
" My dear friend," said he to Lady

Vargrave, " it is scarcely right in

you (pardon me for saying it) to

commit Evelyn to the care of com-

parative strangers. Mrs. Leslie, in-

deed, you know; but Mrs. Merton,

you allow, you have now seen for the

first time—a most respectable person,

doubtless; but still, recollect how
young Evelyn is—how rich—what a

prize to any younger sons in the

Merton family (if such there be).

Miss Merton herself is a shrewd,

worldly girl ; and if she were of our

sex, would make a capital fortune-

hunter. Don't think my fear is

selfish ; I do not speak for myself.

If I were Evelyn's brother, I should

be yet more earnest In my remon-

strance."

" But, Lord Vargrave, poor Evelyn

is dull here ; my spirits infect hers.

She ought to mix more with those of

her own age, to see more of the world

before—before
"

" Before her marriage with me.

Forgive me, but is not that my affair ]

If 1 am contented, nay, charmed
with her innocence—if I prefer it to

all the arts which society could teach

her,— surely you would be acquitted

for leaving her in the beautiful sim-

plicity that makes her chief fascina-

tion? She will see enough of the

world as Lady Vargrave."

" But if she should resolve never

to be Lady Vargrave ?

"

Lumley started, bit his lip, and
frowned. Lady Vargrave had never

before seen on his countenance the

dark expression it now wore. He
recollected and recovered himself, as

he observed her eye fixed upon him,

and said, with a constrained smile

—

" Can you anticipate an event so

fatal to my happiness, so unforeseen,

so opposed to all my poor uncle's

wishes, as Evelyn's rejection of a

suit pursued for years, and so solemnly

sanctioned in her very childhood 1

"

" She must decide for herself," said

Lady Vargrave. " Your uncle care-

fully distinguished between a wish

and a command. Her heart is as yet

untouched. If she can love you, may
you deserve her affection."

" It shall be my study to do so.

But why this departure from your
roof, just when we ought to see most
of each other ] It cannot be that you
would separate us ]

"

" I fear, Lord Vargrave, that If

Evelyn were to remain here, she

would decide against you. I fear if

you press her now, such now may be
her premature decision. Perhaps

this arises from too fond an attach-

ment for her home : perhaps even a

short absence from her home—from
me—may more reconcile her to a
permanent separation."

Vargrave could say no more; for

here they were joined by Caroline and
Mrs. Merton. But his manner was

chtnged, nor could he recover the

gaiety of the previous night.

When, however, he found time for
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meditation, he contrived to reconcile

himself to the intended visit. He
felt that it was easy to secure the

friendship of the whole of the Merton
family; and that friendship might be

more useful to him than the neutral

part adopted by Lady Vargrave. He
should, of course, be invited to the

Rectory ; it was much nearer London
tha -

i Lady Vargrave's cottage— he

could more ofteu escape from public

cares to superiutend his private inter-

ests. A country neighbourhood, par-

ticularly at that season of the year,

was not likely to abound in very

dangerous rivals. Evelyn would, he

saw, be surrounded by a vjorldly

family, aud he thought that an advan-

tage; it might serve to dissipate

Evelyn's romantic tendencies, and
make her sensible of the pleasures of

the Loudon life, the official rank, the

gay society that her union with him
would offer as an equivalent for her

fortune. In short, as was his wont,

he strove to make the best of the new
turn affairs had taken. Though
guardian to Miss Cameron, and one

of the trustees for the fortune she was

to receive on attaining her majority,

he had not the right to dictate as to

her residence. The late lord's will had

expressly and pointedly corroborated

the natural and lawful authority of

Lady Vargrave in all matters con-

nected with Evelyn's education and
home. It may be as well, in this

place, to add, that to Vargrave and
the co-trustee, Mr. Gustavus Douce, a

banker of repute and eminence, the

testator left large discretionary powers

as to the investment of the fortune.

He had stated it as his wish that from

one hundred and twenty to one hun-

dred and thirty thousand pounds

Bhould be invested in the purchase

of a landed estate ; but he had left

it to the discretion of the trustees to

increase that sum, even to the amount
of the whole capital, should an estate

if adequate importance l»3 in the

market; while the selection of time
and purchase was unreservedly con-

fided to the trustees. Vargrave had
hitherto objected to every purchase

in the market ; not that he was in-

sensible to the importance aiid con-

sideration of landed property, but

because, till he himself became the

legal receiver of the income, he
thought it less trouble to sutler the

money to lie in the funds, than to be

pestered with all the onerous details

in the management of an estate that

might never be his. He, however,

with no less ardour than his deceased

relative, looked forward to the time

when the title of Vargrave should b°

based upon the venerable fouiuiatiou

of feudal manors and seigi.orial

acres.

" Why did you not tell me Lord
Vargrave was so charming?" said

Caroline to Evelyn, as the two girls

were sauntering, in familiar tete-a-tete,

along the gardens. " You will be

very happy' with such a companion."

Evelyn made no answer for a few

moments, and then, turning abruptly

round to Caroline, and stopping

short, she said, with a kind of tearful

eagerness, " Dear Caroline, you are

so wise, so kind too—advise me

—

tell me what is best. I am very

unhappy."

Miss Merton was moved and sur

prised by Evelyn's earnestness.

" But what is it, my poor Evelyn,'

said she ;
" why are you unhappy )

—
you whose fate seems to me so

enviable."

" I cannot love Lord Vargrave ; I

recoil from the idea of marrying him.

Ought I not fairly to tell him so?

Ought I not to say, that I cai not

fulfil the wish that—oh. there 's the

thought which leaves me so irreso-

lute!—his uncle bequeathed to me

—

me who have no claim of relationship

—the fortune that should have been

Lord Vargrave's, in the belief tha*

my hand would restore it to him. I.
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Is almost a fraud to refuse him. Am
I not to be pitied 1

"

" But why can you not love Lord

Vargrave ? If past the premiere

jeunesse, he is still handsome : he is

more than handsome : he has '.he air

of rauk—an eye that fascinates—

a

stJIc that wins—the manners that

p' vase— the abilities that command

—

the w:rld! Handsome—clever—ad-

mired—distinguished—what can wo-

man desire more in her lover—her

husband? Have you ever formed

some fancy, some ideal of the one

you could love, and how does Lord

Vargrave fall short of the vision 1"

" Have I ever formed an ideal ?

—

oh, yes
!

" said Evelyn, with a beau-

tiful enthusiasm that lighted up her

eyes, blushed in her cheek, and

heaved her bosom beneath its robe

;

" something that in loving I could

also revere : a mind that would elevate

my own; a heart that could sympa-

thise with my weakness, my follies,

my romance, if you will ; and in

which I could treasure my whole

bouI."

" You paint a schoolmaster, not a

lover!" said Caroline. " You do not

care, then, whether this hero be hand-

some or young 1

"

" Oh, yes, he should be both," said

Evelyn, innocently ;
" and yet," she

added, after a pause, and with an in-

fantine playfulness of manner and

countenance, " I know you will laugh

at me; but I think I could be in love

with more than one at the same
time !

"

" A common case, but a ••are con-

fession !

"

" Yes ; for if I might ask for the

youth and outward advantages that

please the eye, I could also love with

a yet deeper love that which would
speak to my imagination—Intellect,

Genius, Fame! Ah, these have an

immortal youth and imperishable

beauty of their own !

"

" You are a very strange girl."

" But we are on a very strange

subject—it is all an enigma !
" said

Evelyn, shaking her wise little head

with a pretty gravity— half mock,

half real. " Ah, if Lord Vargrave

should love you—and you—oh, you

would love him, nnd then I should lie

free, and so happy !

"

They were then on the lawn in

sight of the cottage windows, and

Lumley, lifting his eyes from the

newspaper, which had just arrived

and been seized with all a politician's

avidity, saw them in the distance.

He threw down the paper, mused a

moment or two, then took up his hat

and joined them ; but before he did

so, he surveyed himself in the glass.

" I think I look young enough, still,"

thought he.

" Two cherries on one stalk," said

Lumley, gaily :
" by the by, it is not

a complimentary simile. What young
lady would be like a cherry !—Buch

an uninteresting, common, charity-

boy-sort of fruit. For my part, I

always associate cherries with the

image of a young gentleman in cordu-

roys and a skeleton jacket, with one

pocket full of marbles, and the other

full of worms for fishing, with three-

half pence in the left paw, and two

cherries on one stalk (Helena and

Hermia) in the right."

"How droll you are!" said Caro-

line, laughing.
" Much obliged to you, and don't

envy your discrimination — 'melan-

choly marks me for its own.' You
ladies—ah, yours is the life for gay

spirits and light hearts; to us are left

business and politics— law, physio,

and murder, by way of profession*

—

abuse—nicknamed fame; — and the

privilege of seeing how universal a

thing—among the great and the

wealthy—is that pleasant vice, beg-

gary ; which privilege is proudly

entitled, 'patronage and power.' Are

we the things to be gay— ' droll,' as

l
you say ]—Oh, no, all our spirits are
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forced, believe me. Miss Cameron,

did you ever know that wretched

Bpecies of hysterical affection called

' forced spirits ] '—Never, I am sure
;

your ingenuous smile, your laughing

eyes, are the index to a happy and a

sanguine heart."

" And, what of me ] " asked Caro-

line, quickly, and with a slight

blush.

"You, Miss Merton ?—ah, I have
not yet read your character—a fair

page, but an unknown letter. You,

however, have seen the world, and
know that we must occasionally wear
a mask." Lord Yargrave sighed as

he spoke, and relapsed into sudden
silence ; then, looking up, his eyes

encountered Caroline's, which were

fixed upon him ;—their gaze flattered

him ; Caroline turned away, and
busied herself with a rose-bush. Lum-
ley gathered one of the flowers, and
presented it to her. Evelyn was a

few steps in advance.
" There is no thorn in this rose,"

said he :
" may the offering be an

omen—you are now Evelyn's friend

—oh, be mine ; she is to be your
guest. Do not scorn to plead for

me."

"Can you want a pleader?" said

Caroline, with a slight tremor in her

voice.

"Charming Miss Merton, love is

diffident and fearful ; but it must now
find a voice, to which may Evelyn
benignly listen. What I leave unsaid

—would that my new friend's elo-

quence could supply."

He bowed slightly, and joined

Evelyn. Caioline understood the

hint, and returned alone and thought-

fully to the house.

" Mi:ss Cameron—Evelyn—ah, still

let me call you so—as in the happy
and more familiar days of your child-

hood — I w ish you could read my
heart at this moment: you are about

to leave your home—new scenes will

Burround—new faces smile on vou ;

—

dare I hope that I may still be re-

membered ]

"

He attempted to take her hand as

he spoke ; Evelyn withdrew it gently.
" Ah, my lord," said she, in a very

low voice, " if remembrance were all

that you asked of me "

" It is all—favourable remembrance
— remembrance of the love of the

past—remembrance of the bond to

come."

Evelyn shivered. " it ia better to

speak openly," said she :
" let me

throw myself on your generosity. I

am not insensible to your brilliant

qualities— to the honour of your

attachment—but—but—as the time

approaches in which you will call for

my decision—let me now say, that I

cannot feel for you— those— those

sentiments, without which you could

not desire our union—without which

it were but a wrong to both of us to

form it. Nay, listen to me— I grieve

bitterly at the tenour of your too-

generous uncle's will— can I not atone

to you ? Willingly would I sacrifice

the fortune that, indeed, ought to be

yours — accept it, and remain my
friend."

" Cruel Evelyn ! and can you sup-

pose that it is your fortune I seek ]

—

it is yourself. Heaven is my witness,

that, had you no dowry but your

hand and heart, it were treasure

enough to me. You think you can-

not love me. Evelyn, you do not yet

know yourself. Alas ! your retire-

ment in this distant village—my own
unceasing avocations, which chain me,
like a slave, to the galley-oar of politics

and power—have kept us separate.

You do not know me. I am willing

to hazard the experiment of mat
knowledge. To devote my life to

you—to make you partaker of my
ambition, my career—to raise you to

the highest eminence in the Matron
age of England— to transfer pride

from myself to you—to love, and to

honour, and to prize you—all this
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will be my boasi ; and all this -will

win love for me at last. Fear not,

Evelyn,—fear not for your happiness
;

with me you shall know no sorrow.

Affection at home—splendour abroad

—await you. I have passed the rough

and arduous part of my career—sun-

shine lies on the summit to which I

climb. No station in England is too

high*for me to aspire to,—prospects,

how bright with you ! how dark with-

out you ! Ah, Evelyn ! be this hand

mine—the heart shall follow !

"

Vargrave's words were artful and
eloquent; the words were calculated

to win their way—but the manner,

the tone of voice, wanted earnestness

and truth. This was his defect

—

this characterised all his attempts to

seduce or to lead others, in public or

in private life. He had no heart, no

deep passion, in what he undertook.

He could impress you with the con-

viction of his ability, and leave the

conviction imperfect, because he could

not convince you that he was sincere.

That best gift of mental power—
earnestness— was wanting to him

;

and Lord Vargrave's deficiency of

heart was the true cause why he was

not a great man. Still, Evelyn was

affected by his words: she suffered

the hand he now once more took to

remain passively in his, and said,

timidly

—

" Why, with sentiments so generous

and confiding—why do you love me,

who cannot return your affection

worthily ] No, Lord Vargrave ; there

are many who must see you with

juster eyos than rr:ine—many fairer,

and even wealthier. Indeed—indeed,

it cannot be. Do not be offended,

^)ut think that the fortune left to me
was on one condition I cannot, ought
not to fulfil. Failing that condition,

in equity and honour it reverts toyou."

"Talk not thus, I implore you,

Evelyn : do not imagine me the

worldly calculator that my enemies
deem me. But, tc remove at once

from your mind the possibility of such

a compromise between your honour

and repugnance— (repugnance ! have

I lived to say that word I)—know that

your fortune is not at your own dis-

posal. Save the small forfeit that

awaits your non-compliance with my
uncle's dying prayer, the whole i»

settled peremptorily on yourself and
your children; it is entailed—vou

cannot alienate it. Thus, then, 3 jur

generosity can never be evinced, but

to him on whom you bestow your
hand. Ah ! let me reeal that melan-

choly scene. Your benefactor on his

death bed—your mother kneeling by
his side—your hand clasped in mine
—and those lips, with their latest

breath, uttering at once a blessing

and a command !

"

"Ah, cease— cease, my lord !
" said

Evelyn, sobbing.
" No ; bid me not cease before you

tell me you will be mine. Beloved

Evelyn ! I may hope—you will not

resolve against me."
" No," said Evelyn, raising her eyes

and struggling for composure; "I
feel too well what should be my duty

;

I will endeavour to perform it. Ask
me no more now : I will struggle to

answer you as you wish hereafter."

Lord Vargrave, resolved to push to

the utmost the advantage he had
gained, was about to reply—when he

heard a step behind him ; and, turn-

ing round, quickly and discomposed,

beheld a venerable form approaching

them. The occasion was lost : Evelyn
also turned ; and, seeing who was the

intruder, sprang towards him almost

with a cry of joy.

The new-comer was a man who had

passed his seventieth year ; but his

old age was green, his step light, and

on his healthful and benignant coun-

tenance time had left but few furrows.

He was clothed in black; and hi3

locks, which were white as snow,

escaped from the broad hat, an<)

almost touched his shoulders.
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The old man smiled upon Evelyn,

and kissed her forehead fondly. He
then turned to Lord Vargrave, who,

recovering his customary self posses-

sion, advanced to meet him with ex-

tended hand.
" My dear Mr. Aubrey, this is a

welcome surprise. I heard you were

not at the vicarage, or I would have

called on you."

" Your lordship honours me," re-

plied the curate. " For the first time

for thirty years I have been thus

long absent from my cure ; but I am
now returned, I hope, to end my days

among my flock."

" And what," asked Vargrave

—

" what—if the question be not pre-

sumptuous—occasioned your unwilling

absence ]

"

" My lord," replied the old man,

with a gentle smile, "a new vicar has

been appointed. I went to him, to

proffer an humble prayer that I might
remain amongst those whom I re-

garded as my children. I have buried

one generation— I have married an-

other— I have baptised a third."

" You should have had the vicarage

itself—you should be better provided

for, my dear Mr. Aubrey ; I will speak

to the Lord Chancellor."

Five times before had Lord Var-

grave uttered the same promise,

—

and the curate smiled to hear the

familiar words.
" The vicarage, my lord, is a family

living, and is now vested in a young
man who requires wealth more than

I do. He has been kind to me, and

re-established me among my flock : 1

would not leave them for a bishopric.

My child," continued the curate, ad-

dressing Evelyn with great affection,

" you are surely unwell—you are paler

than when I left you."

Evelyn clung fondly to his arm,

and smiled—her old gay smile—as

she replied to him. They took the

way towards the house. .

The curate remained with them for

an hour. There was a mingled sweet-

ness and dignity in his manner which

had in it something of the primitive

character we poetically ascribe to the

pastors of the church. Lady Vargrave
seemed to vie with Evelyn which
should love him the most. When he

retired to his home, which was not

many yards distant from the cottage,

Evelyn, pleading a headache, sought

her chamber, and Lumley, to soothe

his mortification, turned to Caroline,

who had seated herself by his side.

Her conversation amused him, and
her evident admiration flattered.

While Lady Vargrave absented her-

self, in motherly anxiety, to attend on

Evelyn—while Mrs. Leslie was occu-

pied at her frame— and Mrs. Merton

looked on, and talked indolently to

the old lady of rheumatism and ser-

mons, of children's complaints and
servants' misdemeanours—the conver-

sation between Lord Vargrave and
Caroline, at first gay and animated,

grew gradually more sentimental and

subdued : their voices took a lower

tone, and Caroline sometimes turned

away her head and blushed.
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CHAPTER XL

rhere stands the Messenger of Truth—there stands
The Legate of the Skies."

—

Coh-per.

From that night, Lumley found no

opportunity for private conversation

with Evelyn ; she evidently shunned

to meet with him alone ; she was ever

with her mother, or Mrs. Leslie, or

the good curate, who spent much of

his time at the cottage ; for the old

man had neither wife nor children

—

he was alone at home—he had learned

to make his home with the widow and

her daughter. With them he was an

object of the tenderest affection—of

the deepest veneration. Their love

delighted him, and he returned it

witli the fondness of a parent and the

benevolence of a pastor. He was a

rare character, that village priest

!

Born of humble parentage, Edward
Aubrey had early displayed abilities

which attracted the notice of a

wealthy proprietor, who was not dis-

pleased to affect the patron. Young
Aubrey was sent to school, and thence

to college as a sizar : he obtained

several prizes, and took a high de-

gree. Aubrey was not without the

ambition and the passions of youth :

he went into the world, ardent, inex-

perienced, and without a guide. He
drew back before errors grew into

crimes, or folly became a habit. It

was nature and affection that re-

claimed and saved him from either

alternative — fame or ruin. His

widowed mother was suddenly stricken

with disease. Blind and bedridden,

her whole dependence was on her only

son. This affliction called forth a

new character in Edward Aubrey.

This mother had stripped herself of

bo many comforts to provide for him

—he devoted his youth to her in r^-

torn. She was now old and imbecile.l

With the mingled selfishness and
sentiment of age, she would not come
to London—she would not move from

the village where her husband lay

buried—-where her youth had been
spent. In this village the able and
ambitious young man buried his hopes

and his talents ; by degrees, the quiet

and tranquillity of the country life be-

came dear to him. As steps in a

ladder, so piety leads to piety, and re-

ligion grew to him a habit. He took

orders, and entered the church. A
disappointment in love ensued— it

left on his mind and heart a sober

and resigned melancholy, which at

length mellowed into content. His

profession, and its sweet duties, be-

came more and more dear to him ; in

the hopes of the next world he forgot

the ambition of the present. He did

not seek to shine

—

'' More skilled to raise the wretched than
to rise

"

His own birth made the poor his

brothers, and their dispositions and
wants familiar to him. His own
early errors made him tolerant to the

faults of others : few men are charit-

able who remember not that thay have

sinned. In our faults lie the germs

of virtues. Thus gradually and se-

renely had worn away his life—ob»

scure, but useful—calm, but active—
a man whom " the great prizes" of the

church might have rendered an am-
bitious schemer—to whom a modest

confidence gave the true pastoral

power—to conquer the world within

himself, and to sympathise with the

wants of others. Yes, he was a rare

character, that village priest

'
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CHAPTER XII.

Tout notre raisonnement se r^duit a ceder au sentiment."—Pascal.

Load Yabgravb, who had no desire to

remain alone with the widow when
the guests were gone, arranged his

departure for the same day as that

fixed for Mrs. Merton's ; and as their

road lay together for several miles, it

was settled that they should all dine

at * * * whence Lord Vargrave would

proceed to London. Failing to pro-

cure a second chance-interview with

Evelyn, and afraid to demand a formal

one—for he felt the insecurity of the

ground he stood on—Lord Vargrave,

irritated and somewhat mortified,

sought, as was his habit, whatever

amusement was in his reach. In

the conversation of Caroline Merton
—shrewd, worldly, and ambitious

—

he found the sort of plaything that

he desirea. They were thrown much
together; but to Vargrave, at least,

there appeared no danger in the in-

tercourse ; and, perhaps, his chief ob-

ject was to pique Evelyn, as well as

to gratify his own spleen.

It was the evening before Evelyn's

departure ; the little party had been

for the last hour dispersed ; Mrs.

Merton was in her own room, making
to herself gratuitous and unnecessary

occupation in seeing her woman
pack up. It was just the kind of

task that delighted her. To sit in a

large chair, and see somebody else at

work — to say, languidly, " Don't

crumple that scarf, Jane—and where
shall we put Miss Caroline's blue

bonnet 1 "—gave her a very comfort-

able notion of her own importance

* All our reasoning reduces itself to

\ieiding to sentiment

and habits of business—a sort of title

to be the superintendent of a family

and the wife of a rector. Caroline

had disappeared—so had Lord Var-

grave ; but the first was supposed to

be with Evelyn ; the second, employed
in writing letters ; at least, it was so

when they had been last observed.

Mrs. Leslie was alone in the drawing-

room, and absorbed in anxious and
benevolent thoughts on the critical

situation of her young favourite,

about to enter an age and a »vorld, the

perils of which Mrs. Leslie had noi

forgotten.

It was at this time that Evelyn,

forgetful of Lord Vargrave and his

suit—of every one—of every thing

—

but the grief of the approaching de-

parture— found herself alone in a
little arbour, that had been built

upon the cliff to command the view

of the sea below. That day she had
been restless, perturbed ; she had
visited every spot consecrated by
youthful recollections ; she had clung

with fond regret to every place in

which (she had held sweet converse

with her mother. Of a disposition

singularly warm and affectionate, she

had often, in her secret heart, pined

for a more yearning and enthusiastic

love than it seemed in the subdued
nature of Lady Vargrave to bestow.

In the affection of the latter, gentle

and never fluctuating as it was, there

seemed to her a something wanting,

which she could not define. She had
watched that beloved face all the

morning. She had hoped to see the

tender eyes fixed upon her, and hear

the meek voice exclaim, ''1 cm hi
:
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p„rt with my child V All the gay

pictures which the light-hearted Caro-

line drew of the scenes she was to

enter, had vanished away—now that

the hour approached, when her mo-
ther was to be left alone. Why was

she to go ] It seemed to her an un-

necessary cruelty.

As she thus sate, she did not ob-

serve that Mr. Aubrey, who had seen

her at a distance, was now bending

his way to her ; and not till he had

entered the arbour, and taken her

hand, did she waken from those reve-

ries in which youth, the Dreamer, and

the Desirer, so morbidly indulges.

" Tears, my child !
" said the Curate.

" Nay, be not ashamed of them ; they

become you in this hour. How we
Bhall miss you !—and you, too, will

not forget us !

"

" Forget you ! Ah no, indeed.

But why should I leave you ? Why
will you not speak to my mother

—

implore her to let me remain ] We
were so happy till these strangers

came. We did not think there was

any other world

—

here there is world

enough for me !

"

"My poor Evelyn," said Mr. Aubrey,

gently, "I have spoken to your mo-
ther, and to Mrs. Leslie ; they have

confided to me all the reasons for

your departure, and I cannot but

subscribe to their justice. You do

not want many months of the age

when you will be called upon to de-

cide whether Lord Vargrave shall be

your husband. Yoi— „ther shrinks

from the responoioility of influencing

your decision ; and here, my child,

inexperienced, and having seen so

little of others, how can you know
your own heart ?

"

" But, oh, Mr. Aubrey," said Eve-

lyn, with an earnestness that over-

came embarrassment, " have I a choice

left to me ? Can I be ungrateful

—

disobedient to him who was a father to

me? Ought I not to sacrifice my
owr. hapoinesR t And how willingly

No. 201

would I do so, if my mother would

smile on me approvingly !

"

" My child," said the curate, gravely,
" an old man is a badjudge of the affairs

of youth
;
yet, in this matter, I think

your duty plaic. Do not resolutely

set yourself against Lord Vargrave 's

claim—do not persuade yourself ibat

you must be unhappy in a union with

him. Compose your mind— think

seriously upon the choice before you
—refuse all decision at the present

moment— wait until the appointed

time arrives, or at least more nearly

approaches. Meanwhile, I understand

that Lord Vargrave is to be a fre-

quent visitor at Mrs. Merton's—there

you will see him with others—his cha-

racter will show itself— study his

principles—his disposition—examine
whether he is one whom you can es-

teem and render happy ;—there may
be a love without enthusiasm—and

yet sufficient for domestic felicity, and
for the employment of the affections.

You will insensibly, too, learn from
others parts of his character which he
does not exhibit to us. If the result

of time and examination be, that you
can cheerfully obey the late lord's

dying wish—unquestionably it will be

the happier decision. If not— if you
still shrink from vows at which your

heart now rebels- -as unquestionably

you may, with an acquitted conscience,

become free. The best of us are im-

perfect judges of the happiness of

others. In the woe or weal of a whole

life, we must decide for ourselves.

Your benefactor could not mean you
to be wretched ; and if he now, with

eyes purilled from all wo, .dly mists,

look down upon you, his spirit will

approve your choice. For when we
quit the world, all worldly ambition

dies with us. What now to the im-

mortal soul can be the title and the

rank which on earth, with the desirej

of earth, your benefactor hoped to

secure to his adopted child ? This is

my advice. Look on the bright s>d -

. A
u 3
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things, and wait calmly for the hour

when Lord Vargrave can demand
your decision."

The words of the priest, which well

defined her duty, inexpressibly soothed

and comforted Evelyn ; and the ad-

vice upon other and higher matters,

which the good man pressed upon a

mind, so softened at that hour to re-

ceive religious impressions, was re-

ceived with gratitude and respect.

Subsequently their conversation fell

upon Lady Vargrave—a theme dear

to both of them. The old man was

greatly touched by the poor girl's un-

selfish anxiety for her mother's com-

fort—by her fears that she miuht be

missed, in those little attentions which

filial love alone can render ; he was

almost yet more touched when, with

a less disinterested feeling, Evelyn

added, mournfully,
" Yet why, after all, should I fancyT

she will so miss me? Ah, though I

will not dire complain of it, I feel

still that she does not love me as I

love her."

" Evelyn,"said the curate, with mild

reproach, " have I not said that you r

mother has known sorrow f and

though sorrow does not annihilate af-

fection, it subdues its expression, and
moderates its outward signs."

Evelyn sighed, and said no more.

As the good old man and his young
friend returned to the cottage, Lord

Vargrave and Caroline approached

them, emerging from an opposiiepart

of the grounds. The fo rrner nasteued

to Evelyn with his usual gaiety and

frank address: and there was so much
charm in the manner of a man, whom
ajipartntbj the world and its cares had

never rendered artificial or reserved,

that the curate himself was impressed

by it. He thought that Evelyn might

be happy with one amiable enough

for a companion, and wise enough for

a guide. But, old as he was, he had

loved, and he knew that there are in-

stincts in the heart which defy all our

calculations.

While Lumley was conversing, the

little gate that made the communica-

tion between thegardensand theneigh-

bouri g churchyard, through which

was the nearest access to the village,

creaked on its hinges, and the ouiet

and solitary figure of Lady Vargrave

threw its shadow over the grass.

CHAPTER XIII.

" And I can listen to thee yet,

Can lie upon the plain—
And listen till I do beget

That golden time again."

—

WoRnswoBTH.

It was past midnight.—hostess and

guests had retired to repose—when

Lady Vargrave's door opened gently.

The Vd'ly herself was kneeling at the

foot of the bed: the moonlight came

through the half-drawn curtains of

the casement ; and by its ray her

pale, calm features looked paler, and

ret more hashed.

Evelyn, for she was the intruder.

paused at the threshold, till her

mother rose from her devotions, and
then she threw herself on Lady V&r-

grave's breast, sobbing, as if her heart

would break— her. were the wild,

generous, irresistible emotions of

youth. Lady Vargrave, perhaps, had

known them once ; at least, she could

sympathise with them now.

She strained her child to her bosom
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—she stroked back her hair, and
kissed her fondly, and spoke to her

soothingly.

" Mother," sobbed Evelyn, "I could

not sleep—I could not rest. Bless

me again—kiss me again ;—tell me
that you love me—you cannot love

me as I do you ;—but tell me that I

am dear to yon— tell me you will

regret me—but not too much—tell

me " Here Evelyn paused, and
could say no more.

"My best, my kindest Evelyn,"

Baid Lady Vargrave, "there is nothing

on earth I love like you. Do not

fancy I am ungrateful."
" Why do you say ungrateful ?

—

your own child—your only child !

"

—and Evelyn covered her mother's

face and hands with passionate tears

and kisses.

At that moment certain it is, that

Lady Vargrave's heart reproached her

with not having, indeed, loved this

sweet girl as she deserved. True, no
mother was more mild, more atten-

tive, more fostering, more anxious

for a daughter's welfare ;—but Evelyn
was right !—the gushing fondness,

the mysterious entering into every

subtle thought and feeling, which
should have characterised the love of i

such a mother to such a child, had
\

beea, to outward appearance, wanting.

Even in this present parting, there

had been a prudence, an exercise of

reasoning, that savoured more of duty
than love. Lady Vargrave felt all

this with remorse—she gave way to

emotions new to her—at least to
j

exhibit—she wept with Evelyn, and
returned her caresses with almost
equal fervour. Perhaps, too, she

!

thought at that moment of what love i

that warm nature was susceptible
;

'

and she trembled for her future fate.

It was as a full reconciliation—that

mournful hour—between feelings on
either side, which something myste-

rious seemed to have checked before,

:

—and that last night the mother and

the child did not separate—the same

couch contained them ; and, when
worn out with some emotions which

she could not reveal, Lady Vargrave

fell into the sleep of exhaustion,

Evelyn's arm was round her, and

Evelyn's eyes watched her with pious

and anxious love as the grey morning
dawned.

She left her mother, still sleeping,

when the sun rose, and went silently

down into the dear room below, and

again busied herself in a thousand

little provident cares, which she

wondered she had forgot before.

The carriages were at the door

before the party had assembled at the

melancholy breakfast-table. Lord

Vargrave was the last to appear.

"I have been like all cowards,"

said he, seating himself;— anxious

to defer an evil as long as possible ; a

bad policy, for it increases the worst

of all pains—that of suspense."

Mrs. Merton had undertaken the

duties that appertain to the " hissing

urn." " You prefer coffee, Lord Var-

grave]—Caroline, my dear
"

Caroline passed the cup to Lord

Vargave, who looked at her hand as

he took it—there was a ring on one

of those slender fingers never observed

there before. Their eyes met, and

Caroline coloured. Lord Vargrave

turned to Evelyn, who, pale as death,

but tearless and speechless, sate beside

her mother ; he attempted in vain to

draw her into conversation. Evelyn,

who desired to restrain her feelings,

would not trust herself to speak.

Mrs. Merton, ever undisturbed and

placid, continued to talk on : to offer

congratulations on the weather—it

was such a lovely day—and ther-

should be off so early—it would be sf

well arranged—they should be in sucj

good time to dine at * * *, and the|

go three stages after dinner—thj

moon would be up.
" But," said Lord Vargrave, " aa I

am to go with you as far as * * *

d 2
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where our roads separate, I hope I am
not condemned to go alone, with my
red box, two old newspapers, and the

blue devils. Have pity on me."

"Perhaps you will take grand-

mamma, then i " whispered Caroline,

archly.

Lumley shrugged his shoulders,

and replied in the same tone, " Yes

—

provided you kiep to the proverb,

• Les extremes se touclient,' and the

lovely grandchild accompany the ve-

nerable grandmamma."
"What would Evelyn say]" retorted

Caroline.

Lumley sighed, and made no answer.

Mrs. Merton, who bad hung fire

while her daughter was carrying on

this " aside," now put in,

" Suppose I and Caroline take your

britzka, and you go in our old coach

with Evelyn and Mrs. Leslie ?

"

Lumley looked delightedly at the

speaker, and then glanced at Evelyn

;

but Mrs. Leslie said very gravely,

'•"No, we shall feel too much in leaving

this dear place, to be gay companions

for Lord Vargrave. We shall all meet

at dinner ;—or " she added, after a

pause, " if this be uncourteous to

Lord Vargrave, suppose Evelyn and

myself take his carriage, and he

accompanies you t
"

"Agreed," said Mrs. Merton, quietly;

" and now, I will just go and see about

the strawberry plants and slips—it

was so kind in you, dear Lady Var-

grave, to think of them."

An hour had elapsed—and Evelyn

was gone ! She had left her maiden

home—she had wept her last farewell

on her mother's bosom—the sound of

the carriage-wheels had died away
;

but still Lady Vargrave lingered on

the threshold—still she gazed on the

spot where the last glimpse of Evelyn

had been caught. A sense of dreari-

ness and solitude passed into her

soul :—the very sunlight—the spring

— the songs of the birds—made
loneliness more desolate.

Mechanically, at last, she moved
away, and with slow steps and down-

cast eyes passed through the favourite

walk that led into the quiet burial-

ground. The gate closed upon her

—

aud now the lawn—the gardens—the

haunts of Evelyn—were solitary as

the desert itself;—but the daisy

opened to the sun, and the bee

murmured along the blossoms

—

not the less blithely for the absence

of all human life. In the bosom

of Nature there beats no heart for

man I
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CHAPTER L

•There is continual spring and harvest here-
Continual, both meeting at one time

:

For both the boughs do laughing blossoms bear,

And with fresh colours deck the wanton prime

,

And eke at once the heavy trees they climb,

Which seem to labour under their fruits' load."

Spenser: The Garden of Adoni*.

* * u yjg ton j

In ipsa inesset forma."*—Tbrent.

Beauty, thou art twice blessed ; thou

blessest the gazer and the possessor

;

often, at once the effect and the cause

of goodness! A sweet disposition

—

a lovely soul—an affectionate nature

—will speak in the eyes—the lips

—

the brow—and become the cause of

beauty. On the other hand, they

who have a gift that commands love,

a key that opens all hearts, are ordi-

narily inclined to look with happy
eyes upon the world—to be cheerful

and serene—to hope and to confide.

There is more wisdom than the vulgar

dream cflji our admiration ofa fair face.

Evelyn Cameron was beautiful :—

a

beauty that came from the heart, and
went to the heart—a beauty, the very

spirit of which was love! Love smiled

on her dimpled lips—it reposed on
her open brow—it played in the

* Even in beauty, tl>«»ra exists tha cower
•f virtue.

profuse and careless ringlets of darkest

yet sunniest auburn, which a breeze

could lift from her delicate and virgin

cheek. Love, in all its tenderness,

—

in all its kindness, its unsuspecting

truth, Love coloured every thought

;

murmured in her low melodious voice

;

—in all its symmetry and glorious

womanhood, Love swelled the swan-

like neck, and moulded the rounded

limb.

She was just the kind of person thai

takes the judgment by storm : whe
ther gay or grave, there was so charm
ing and irresistible a grace about her.

She seemed born, not only to captivate

the giddy but to turn tiie heads of

the sage. Roxalana was nothing to

her. How, in the obscure hamlet of

Brook Green, she had learned all the

arts of pleasing it is impossible to say.

In her arch smile, the pretty toss of

her head, the half shyness, half free-

dom of her winning ways, it was as il
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Nature had made her to delight one

heart, and torment all others.

Without being learned, the mind
of Evelyn was cultivated and well

informed. Her heart, perhaps, helped

to instruct her understanding ; for by

a kind of intuition she could appre-

ciate ail that was beautiful and ele-

vated. Her unvitia led and guileless

taste had a logic of its own : no

schoolman had ever a quicker pene-

tration into truth—no critic ever

more readily detected the meretricious

and the false. The book that Evelyn

could admire was sure to be stamped

with the impress of the noble, the

lovely, or the true

!

But Evelyn had faults—the faults

of her age ; or, rather, she had ten-

dencies that might conduce to error.

She was of so generous a nature, that

the very thought of sacrificing herself

for another had a charm. She ever

acted from impulse—impulses pure

and good, but often rash and impru
dent. She was yielding to weakness,

persuaded into any thing—so sensi

tive, that even a cold look from one

moderately liked cut her to the heart

;

and by the sympathy that accom-

panies sensitiveness, no pain to her

was so great as the thought of giving

pain to another. Hence it was that

Vargrave might form reasonable

hopes of his ultimate success, ft was

a dangerous constitution for happi-

ness ! How mam chances must com-

bine to preserve to the mid-day of

characters like this, the sunshine of

their dawn ! The butterfly, that

seems the child of the summer and

the flowers, what wind will not chill

its mirth—what touch will not brush

away its hues?

CHAPTER [I.

"These, on a general survey, are the modes
Of pulpit oratory, which agree

With no unletter'd audience."

—

Polwhelk.

Mrs. Leslie had returned from her

visit to the Rectory to her own home,

and Evelyn had now been some weeks

at Mrs. Merton's. As was natural,

she had grown in some measure

reconciled and resigned to her change

of abode. In fact, no sooner did she

pass Mrs. Merton's threshold, than,

for the first time, she was made aware

of her consequence in life.

Th-3 Rev. Mr. Merton was a man of

the nicest perception in all things

appertaining to worldly consideration

:

the second son of a very wealthy

baronet (who was the first commoner
of his county), and of the daughter of

rich and highly-descended peer,

Mr. Merton had been brought near

enough to rank and power to appre-

ciate all their advantages, in early

life he had been something of a " tuft-

hunter;" but as his understanding

was good, and his passions not very

strong, he had soon perceived that

that vessel of clay, a young man with

a moderate fortune, cannot long sail

down the same stream with the metal

vessels of rich earls and extravagant

dandies. Besides, he was destined

for the church,—because there was

one of the finest livings in England

in the family. He, therefore, tcuk

orders at six-and-twenty ; married

Mrs. Leslie's daughter, who had thirty

thousand pounds; and settled at the

Rectory of Merton, within a mile of

the family seat. He became a very

respectable and extremely popular

man. He was singularly hospitable,

and built a new wing—containing a
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large dining-room, and six capital

bed room?—to the rectory, which had

now much more the appearance of a

country villa than a country parson-

age. His brother succeeding to the

estates, and residing chiefly in the

neighbourhood, became, like his father

before him, member for the county,

and was one of the country gentlemen

most looked up to in the House of

Commons. A sensible and frequent,

though uncommonly prosy speaker,

singularly independent (for he had a

clear fourteen thousand pounds a-year,

and did not desire office), and valuing

himself on not being a party man, so

that his vote on critical questions was

often a matter of great doubt, and,

therefore, of great moment—Sir John
Merton gave considerable importance

to the Reverend Charles Merton. The
latter kept up all the more select of

his old London acquaintances ; and
few country houses, at certain seasons

of the year, were filled more aristo-

cratically than the pleasant rectory-

house. Mr. Merton, indeed, contrived

to make the Hall a reservoir for the

Parsonage, and periodically drafted

off the elite of the visitors at the

former, to spend a few days at the

latter. This was the more easily

done, as his brother was a widower,

and his conversation was all of one

sort—the state of the nation, and the

agricultural interest. Mr. Merton
was upon very friendly terms with

his brother—looked after the property

in the absence of Sir John—kept up
the family interest—was an excellent

electioneerer—a good speaker, at a

pinch—an able magistrate—a man, in

short, most useful in the county :—on
the whole, he was more popular than

his brother, and almost as much looked

up to—perhaps, because he was much
less ostentatious. He had very good
taste, had the Reverend Charles Mer-
ton !—his table plentiful, but plain

—

his manners affable to the low, though
agreeably sycophantic to the high

;

and there was nothing about him that

ever wounded self-love. To add to

the attractions of his house, his wife,

simple and good tempered, could talk

with any body, take off the bores, and

leave people to be comfortable in their

own way ; while he had a large family

of fine children of all ages, that had

long given easy and constant excuse,

under the name of " little children's

parties," for getting up an impromptu
dance, or a gipsy dinner—enlivening

the neighbourhood, in short. Caroline

was the eldest; then came a 6on,

attached to a foreign ministry, and

another, who, though only nineteen,

was a private secretary to one of our

Indian satraps. The acquaintance of

these young gentlemen, thus engaged,

it was therefore Evelyn's misfortune

to lose the advantage of cultivating

—

a loss which both Mr. and Mrs. Mer-

ton assured her was very much to be

regretted. But to make up to her

for such a privation, there were two

lovely little girls ; one ten, and the

other seven years old, who fell in love

with Evelyn at first sight. Caroline

was one of the beauties of the county,

— clever, and conversible— " drew

young men,"' and set the fashion to

young ladies, especially when she

returned from spending the season

with Lady Elizabeth.

It was a delightful family !

In person, Mr. Merton was of the

middle height ; fair, and inclined to

stoutness, with small features, beautiful

teeth, and great suavity of address.

Mindful still of the time when he

had been " about town," he was very

particular in his dress : his black coat,

neatly relieved in the evening by a

white underwaistcoat, and a shirt-front

admirably plaited, with plain studs of

dark enamel—his well-cut trowsers,

and elaborately-polished shoes— (he

was good-humouredly vain of his feet

and hands)—won for him the common
praise of the dandies, (who occasionally

! honoured him with a visit to shoot
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his game, and flirt with his daughter.)

" that old Merton was a most gentle-

manlike fellow—so d d neat for a

parson
!

"

Such, mentally, morally, and physi-

cally, was the Reverend Charles Mer-

ton, rector of Merton, brother of Sir

John, and possessor of an income,

that, what with his rich living, his

wife's fortune, and his own, which

was not inconsiderable, amounted to

between four and five thousand pounds

a-year—which income, managed with

judgment, as well as liberality, could

not fail to secure to him all the good

things of this world—the respect of

his friends amongst the rest. Caroline

was right when she told Evelyn that

her papa was very different from a

mere country parson.

Now this gentleman could not fail

to see all the claims that Evelyn might
fairly advance upon the esteem, nay,

the veneration, of himself and family

:

a young beauty, with a fortune of

about a quarter of a million, was a

phenomenon that might fairly be

called celestial. Her pretensions were

enhanced by her engagement to Lord

Vargrave— an engagement which

might be broken ; so that, as he

interpreted it, the worst that could

happen to the young lady was to

marry an able and rising Minister of

State—a peer of the realm ; but she

was perfectly free to marry a still

greater man, if she could find him

;

and who knows but what perhaps

the attachi, if he could get leave of

absence ? Mr. Merton was too

sensible to pursue that thought further

for the present.

The good man was greatly shocked

at the too-familiar manner in which

Mrs. Merton spoKe to this high-fated

heiress—at Evelyn's travelling so far

without her own maid—at her very

primitive wardrobe— poor, ill-used

child ! Mr. Merton was a connoisseur

in ladies' dress. It was quite painful

to see that the unfortunate girl had

been so neglected. Lady Vargrave
must be a very strange person. He
inquired compassionately, whether she

was allowed any pocket-money] and
finding, to his relief, that in that

respect Miss Cameron was munifi-

cently supplied, he suggested that a

proper Abigail should be immediately

engaged ; that proper orders to

Madame Devy should be immediately

transmitted to London, with one of

Evelyn's dresses, as a pattern for

nothing but length and breadth. He
almost stamped with vexation, when
he heard that Evelyn had been

placed in one of the neat little rooms
generally appropriated to young lady

visitors.

" She is quite contented, my dear

Mr. Merton ; she is so simple ; she

has not been brought up in the style

you think for."

" Mrs. Merton," said the rector,

with great solemnity, " Miss Cameron
may know no better now ; but what

will she think of us hereafter
1

! It is

my maxim to recollect what people

will be, and show them that respect

which may leave pleasing impressions

when they have it in their power to

show us civility in return."

With many apologies, which quite

overwhelmed poor Evelyn, she was
transferred from the little chamber,

with its French bed and bamboo-
coloured washhand-stand, to an apart-

ment with a buhl wardrobe and a

four-post bed with green silk curtains,

usually appropriated to the regular

Christmas visitant, the Dowager
Countess of Chipperton : a pretty

morning-room communicated with

the sleeping apartment, and thence a

private staircase conducted into the

gardens. The whole family were duly

impressed and re-impressed with her

importance. No queen could be

more made of. Evelyn mistook it all

for pure kindness, and returned the

hospitality with an affection that ex-

tended to the whole family, but parti-



ALICE; OR, THE MYSTERIES. 43

cularly to the two little girls, and a

beautiful black spaniel. Her dresses

came down from London—her Abigail

arrived—the buhl wardrobe was duly

filled—and Evelyn at last learned that

it is a fine thing to be rich. An
account of all these proceedings was

forward3d to Lady Vargravc, in a long

and most complacent letter, by the

rector himself. The answer was short,

but it contented the excellent clergy-

man; for it approved of all he had

done, and begged that Miss Cameron
might have everything that seemed

proper to her station.

By the same post came two letters

to Evelyn herself— one from Lady
Vargrave, one from the curate. They
transported her from the fine room
and the buhl wardrobe, to the cottage

and the lawn ;—and the fine Abigail,

when she came to dress her young
lady's hair, found her weeping.

It was a matter of great regret to

the rector that it was that time of

year when—precisely because the

country is most beautiful—every one

worth knowing is in town. Still,

however, some stray guests found

their way to the rectory for a day or

two, and still there were some aristo-

cratic old families in the neighbour-

hood, who never went up to London :

so that two days in the week the

rector's wine flowed, the whist-tables

were set out, and the piano called into

requisition.

Evelyn— the object of universal

attention and admiration— was put

at her °ase by her station itself; for

good manners come like an instinct

to those on whom the world smiles.

Insensibly she acquired self-possession

and the smoothness of society ; and if

her childlike playfulness broke out

from all conventional restraint, it only

made more charming and brilliant the

great heiress, whose delicate and fairy

cast of beauty so well became her

graceful abandon of manner, and who
looked so unequivocally ladylike to the

eyes that rested on Madame Devy's

blondes and satins.

Caroline was not so gay as ae had
been at the cottage. Something
seemed to weigh upon her spirits

:

she was often moody and thoughtful.

She was the only one in the family

not good-tempered ; and her peevish

replies to her parents, when no visitor

imposed a check on the family circle,

inconceivably pained Evelyn, and
greatly contrasted the flow of spirits

which distinguished her when she

found somebody worth listening to.

Still Evelyn— who, where she once

liked, found it difficult to withdraw
regard—sought to overlook Caroline's

blemishes, and to persuade herself of

a thousand good qualities below the

surface ; and her generous nature
found constant opportunity of venting

itself, in costly gifts, selected from
the London parcels, with which the

officious Mr. Merton relieved the

monotony of the rectory. These gifts

Caroline could not refuse, without
paining her young friend. She took
them reluctantly, for, to do her justice,

Caroline, though ambitious, wras not
mean.

Thus time passed in the rectory, in

gay variety and constant entertain-

ment; and all things combined to

spoil the heiress, if, indeed, goodness
ever is spoiled by kindness and
prosperity. Is it to the frost or to

the sunshine that the flower opens its

petals, or the fruit ripens from the

blossom 1
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CHAPTER IIL

* Bod. How sweet these solitary places are—

—

• * • • *

Ped. What strange musick
Was that we heard afar off?

Curio. We 've told you what he is—what time we 've sought him—

-

His nature and his name."
Beaumont and Fletcher : The Pilgrim.

One day, as the ladies were seated in

Mrs. Merton's morning room, Evelyn,

who had been stationed by the window
hearing the little Cecilia go through

the French verbs, and had just finished

that agreeable task, exclaimed,
" Do tell me to whom that old house

belongs—with the picturesque gable-

end, and Gothic turrets—there, just

peeping through the trees— I have

always forgot to ask you."

" Oh, my dear Miss Cameron." said

Mrs. Merton, "that is Burleigh—have

you not been there ] How stupid in

Caroline not to show it to you. It is

one of the lions of the place. It be-

longs to a man you have often heard

of—Mr. Maltravers."

" Indeed !
" cried Evelyn ; and she

gazed with new interest on the grey

melancholy pile, as the sunshine

brought it into strong contrast with

the dark pines around it. " And Mr.

Maltravers himself ?

"

" Is still abroad, I believe ; though

I did hear,^ the other day, that he

was shortly expected at Burleigh. It

is a curious old place, though much
neglected. I believe, indeed, it has

not been furnished since the time of

Charles the First.—(Cissy, my love,

don't stoop so.)—Very gloomy, in my
opinion ; and not any fine room in

the house, except the library, which

was once a chapel. However, people

come miles to see it."

" Will you go there to-day?" said

Caroline, languidly :
" it is a very

pleasant walk through tne glebe-land

and the wood—not above half-a-mile

by the foot-path."

I should like it so much."
" Yes," said Mrs. Met .'on, and

you had better go before ne returns

—he is so strange. He does not

allow it to be seen when he is down.

But, indeed, he has only been once at

the old place since he was of age.

—

(Sophy, you will tear Miss Cameron's

scarf to pieces ; do be rjniet, child.)

—

That was before he was a great man
— he was then very odd—saw no

society—only dined once with us

—

though Mr. Merton paid him every

attention. They show the room in

which he wrote his books."
" I remember him very well, though

I was then but a child," said Caroline,—"a handsome, thoughtful face."

" Did you think so, my dear ] fine

eyes and teeth, certainly, and a com-

manding figure—but nothing more."
'• Well." said Caroline, " if rou like

to go, Evelyn, I am at your service."

" And— I—Evy, dear— < —E2y go,"

saiil Cecilia, clinging to jy;elyn.

" And me, too," lisped Sophia—thi

youngest hope— " there 's such a

pretty peacock."
" Oh, yes—they may go, Mrs. Mer-

ton, we '11 take such c&re of them."
" Very well, my dear— Miss Ca«

meion quite spoils you."

Evelyn tripped away to put on her
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bonnet—and the children ran after

her, clapping their hands,— they

could not bear to lose sight of her

for a moment.
" Caroline," said Mrs. Merton, affec-

tionately, " are you not well 1—you

have seemed pale lately, and not in

your usual spirits."

" Ob, yes, I 'm well enough," an-

swered Caroline, rather peevishly;

" but this place is so dull now—very

provoking that Lady Elizabeth does

not go to London this year."

"My dear, it will be gayer, I hope,

in July, when the races at Knaresdean

begin; and Lord Vargrave has pro-

mised to come."
" Has Lord Vargrave written to you

lately J

" No, my dear."

" Very odd."
" Does Evelyn ever talk of him 1

"

"Not much," said Caroline, rising

and quitting the room.

It was a most cheerful, exhilarating

day ; the close of sweet May ; the

hedges were white with blossoms, a

light breeze rustled the young leaves,

the butterflies had ventured forth, and

the children chased them over the

grass, as Evelyn and Caroline, who

walked much too slow for her com-

panion (Evelyn longed to run) , foliowed

them soberly towards Burleigh.

They passed the glebe-fields; and

a little bridge, thrown over a brawl-

ing rivule.t, conducted them into a

wood.
" Tu'-s ttream," said Caroline,

" forms the boundary between my
uncle's estates and those of Mr. Mal-

travers. It must be very unpleasant

to so proud a man as Mr. Maltravers

is said to be, to have the land of

another proprietor so near his house.

He could hear my uncle's gun from

his very drawing-room. However,

Sir John takes care not to molest

him. On the other side, the Burleigh

estates extend for some miles ; indeed,

Mr. Maltravers is the next great pro- i

prietor to my uncle in this part of the

county. Very strange that he does

not marry ! There, now you can see

the house."

The mansion lay somewhat low,

with hanging woods in the rear ; and
the old-fashioned fish-ponds gleaming
in the sunshine, and over-shadowed
by gigantic trees, increased the vene-

rable stillness of its aspect. Ivy and
innumerable creepers covered one side

of the house ; and long weeds cum-
bered the deserted road.

" It is Badly neglected," said Caro-

line ;
" and was so, even in the last

owner's life. Mr. Maltravers inherits

the place from his mother's uncle.

We may as well enter the house by
the private way. The front entrance

is kept locked up."

Winding by a path that conducted
into a flower-garden, divided from
the park by a ha-ha, over which a

plank and a sm-dl gate, rusting off

its hinges, were laced, Caroline led

the way towards he building. At
this point of view, presented a large

bay-window, that by a flight of four

steps, led into the garden. On one
side rose a square, narrow turret, sur-

mounted by a gilt dome and quaint

weathercock, below the architrave of

which was a sun-dial, set in the stone-

work ; and another dial stood in the

garden, with the common and beau-

tiful motto

—

" Non numero h&ras, nisi serenas ! " *

On the other side of the bay-window,

a huge buttress cast its mass of

shadow. There was something in

the appearance of the whole place

that invited to contemplation and
repose—something a^ost monastic.

The gaiety of the teeming spring-time

could not divest the spot of a certain

sadness, not displeasing, ho never,

whether to the young, to whom there

is a luxury in the vague sentiment

• T number not the hour? unless sunny.
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of melancholy, or to those who, having
known real griefs, seek for an anodyne
in meditation and memory. The low

lead-coloured door, set deep in the

turret, was locked, and the bell beside

itbroktn. Caroline turned impatiently

away. " We must go round to the

other side," said she, " and try to

make the deaf old man hear us."

" Oh, Carry !
" cried Cecilia, " the

great window is open ;
" and she ran

up the steps.

" That ia lucky," said Caroline; and
the rest followed Cecilia.

Evelyn now stood within the library

of which Mrs. Merton had spoken. It

was a large room, about fifty feet in

length, and proportionally wide ; some-

what dark, for the light came only from
the one large window through which

they entered ; and though the window
rose to the cornice of the ceiling, and
took up one side of the apartment, the

daylight was subdued by the heavi-

ness of the stonework in which the

narrow panes were set, and by the

glass stained with armorial bearings

in the upper part of the casement.

The bookcases, too, were of the dark

oak which so much absorbs the light

;

and the gilding, formerly meant to

relieve them, was discoloured by time.

The room was almost disproportion-

ably lofty ; the ceiling, elaborately

coved, and richly carved with gro-

tesque masks, preserved the Gothic

character of the age in which it had
been devoted to a religious purpose.

Two fireplaces, with high chimney-

pieces of oak, in which were inserted

two portraits, broke the symmetry of

the tall bookcases. In one of these

fireplaces were half-burnt logs ; and

a huge arm-chair, with a small read-

ing-desk beside it, seemed to bespeak

the recent occupation of the room.

On the fourth side, opposite the win-

dow, the wall was covered with faded

tapestry, representing the meeting of

Solomon and the Queen of Shcba

;

the arras was nailed over doors, on

either hand ; the chinks between the

door and the wall serving, in one

instance, to cut off in the middle hia

wise majesty, who was making a low

bow ; while in the other it took the

ground from under the wanton queen,

just as she was descending from her

chariot.

Near the window stood a grand

piano, the only modern article in the

room, save one of the portraits, pre-

sently to be described. On all this

Evelyn gazed silently and devoutly :

she had naturally that reference for

genius which is common to the en-

thusiastic and young; and there is,

even to the dullest, a certain interest

in the homes of those who have im-

planted within us a new thought.

But here there was, she imagined, a

rare and singular harmony between

the place and the mental charac-

teristics of the owner. She fancied

she now better understood the sha-

dowy and metaphysical repose of

thought that had distinguished the

earlier writings of Maitravers— the

writings composed or planned in this

still retreat.

But what particularly caught her

attention was one of the two portraits

that adorned the mantelpieces. The
further one was attired in the rich

and fanciful armour of the time of

Elizabeth ; the head bare, the helmet

on a table on which the hand rested.

It was a handsome ami striking

countenance ; and an inscription an-

nounced it to be a Digby, an ancestor

of Maitravers.

But the other was a beautiful girl

of about eighteen, in the now almost

antiquated dress of forty years ago.

The features were delicate, but tue

colours somewhat faded, and there

was something mournful in the ex-

pression. A silk curtain drawn on

one side, seemed to denote how care-

fully it was prized by the possessor.

Evelyn turned for explanation to

her cicerone.
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"This is the second time I have

seen that picture," said Caroline

;

" for it is only by great entreaty, and

as a mysterious favour, that the old

housekeeper draws aside the veil.

Some touch of sentiment in Mal-

travers makes him regard it as sacred.

It is the picture of his mother before

she married ; she died in giviug him
birth."

Evelyn sighed ; how well she under-

stood the sentiment which seemed to

Caroline so eccentric ! The counte-

nance fascinated her ; the eye seemed
to follow her as she turned.

" As a proper pendant to this pic-

ture," said Caroline, "he ought to

have dismissed the effigies of yon
warlike gentleman, and replaced it by
one of poor Lady Florence Lascelles,

for whose loss he is said to have quitted

his country ; but, perhaps, it was the

loss of her fortune."

" How can you say so 1—fie ! " cried

Evelyn, with a burst of generous

indignation.

" Ah, my dear, you heiresses have
a fellow-feeling with each other!

Nevertheless, clever men are less

sentimental than we deem them

—

heigho !—this quiet room gives me
the spleen, I fancy."

" Dearest Evy," whispered Cecilia,

"I think you have a look of that

pretty picture, only you are much
prettier. Do take off your bonnet

;

your hair just falls down like hers."

Evelyn shook her head gravely

;

but the spoiled child hastily untied

the ribands, and snatched away the

hat, and Evelyn's sunny ringlets fell

down in beautiful disorder. There
was no resemblance between Evelyn
and the portrait, except in the colour

of the hair, and the careless fashion

it now by chance assumed. Yet
Evelyn was pleased to think that a

likeness did exist, though Caroline

declared it was a most unflattering

compliment.
" I don't wonder," said the latter,

changing the theme, " I don't wonder

Mr. Maltravers lives so little in this

' Castle Dull ;' yet it might be much
improved. French windows and plate-

glass, for instance ; and if those lum-

bering bookshelves and horrid old

chimneypieces were removed, and the

ceiling painted white and gold, like

that in my uncle's saloon, and a rich,

lively paper, instead of the tapestry,

it would really make a very fine ball-

room."
" Let us have a dance here now,"

cried Cecilia. " Come, stand up,

Sophy
;

" and the children began to

practise a waltz step, tumbling over

each other and laughing in full glee.

"Hush, hush! " said Evelyn, softly.

She had never before checked the

children's mirth, and she could not

tell why she did so now.
" I suppose the old butler has been

entertaining the bailiff here," said

Caroline, pointing to the remains of

the fire.

" And is this the room he chiefly

inhabited—the room that you say

they show as his?"
" No ; that tapestry door to the

right leads into a little study where

he wrote." So saying, Caroline tried

to open the door, but it was locked

from within. She then opened the

other door, which showed a long

wainscoted passage, hung with rusty

pikes, and a few breastplates of the

time of the Parliamentary Wars.
" This leads to the main body of the

house," said Caroline, " from which

the room we are now in and the little

study are completely detached, having,

as you know, been the chapel in

popish times. I have heard that Sir

Kenelm Digby, an ancestral connexion

of the present owner, first converted

them into their present use ; and, in

return, built the village church on the

other side of the park."

Sir Kenelm Digby, the old cava-

lier philosopher!—anew name of inte-

rest to consecrate the place 1 Evelvn
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could have lingered all day in the

room ; and, perhaps, as an excuse

for a longer sojourn, hastened to the

piano— it was open—she ran her fairy

fingers over the keys, and the sound,

from the untuned and neglected in-

strument, thrilled wild and spiritlike

through the melancholy chamber.
" Oh ! do sing us something, Evy,"

cried Cecilia, running up to, and
drawing a chair to, the instrument.

" Do, Evelyn," said Caroline, lan-

guidly ;
" it will serve to bring one of

the servants to us, and save us a jour-

ney to the offices."

It was just what Evelyn wished.

Some verses, which her mother espe-

cially loved; verses written by Mal-

travers upon returning, after absence,

to his own home, had rushed into her

mind as she had touched the keys.

They were appropriate to the place,

and had been beautifully set to music.

So the children hushed themselves,

and nestled at her feet ; and, after a

little prelude, keeping the accompa-

niment under, that the spoiled instru-

ment might not mar the sweet words,

and sweeter voice, she began the

song.

Meanwhile, in the adjoining room,

the little study which Caroline had

spoken of, sate the owner of the

house 1—He had returned suddenly

and unexpectedly the previous night.

The old steward was in attendance at

the moment, full of apologies, con-

gratulations, and gossip ; and Mal-

travers, grown a stern and haughty

man, was already impatiently turning

away, when he heard the sudden

sound of the children's laughter and

loud voices in the room beyond. Mal-

travers frowned.
" What impertinence is this ] " said

he, in a tone that, though very calm,

made the steward quake in his shoes.

" I don't know, really, your honour;

there be so many grand folks come
see the house in the fine weather,

"And you permit your master's

house to be a raree-show
1

!—you do
well, sir."

"Ifyour honour were more amongst
us, there might be more discipline

like," said the steward stoutly ; " but

no one in my time has ™rcd. so little

for the old place as those it belongs

to."

" Fewer words with me, sir," said

Mai travers, haughtily ; "and now go
and inform those people that I am
returned, and wish for no guests but

those I invite myself."
" Sir

!

"

" Do you not hear me ? Say, that

if it so please them, these old ruins

are my property, and are not to be
jobbed out to the insolence of public

curiosity. Go, sir."

" But—I beg pardon, your honour
—if they be great folks ?

"

" Great folks !—great ! Ay, there

it is. Why, if they be great folkt,

they have great houses of their own,

Mr. Justis."

The steward stared. " Perhaps,

your honour," he put in, depreca-

tingly, " they be Mr. Merton's family

they come very often when the Lon
don gentlemen are with them."

" Merton !—oh, the cringing par-

son. Harkye ! one word more with

me, sir, and you quit my service to-

morrow."

Mr. Justis lifted his eyes and hands

to heaven : but there was something

in his master's voice and look which

checked reply, and he turned slowly

to the door—when a voice of such

heavenly sweetness, was heard with-

out, that it arrested his own step, and

made the stern Maltravers start in

his seat. He hel 1 i p his hand to tL.e

Steward to delay his errand, and lis-

tened, charmed and spellbound. His

own words came on his ear—words

long unfamiliar to him, and at first

but imperfectly remembered—words

connected with the early and virgin

.years of poetry and aspiration—word*
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that were as the ghosts of thoughts I dren towards them, to learn who
now far too gentle for his altered could possibly be their enviable

soul. He bowed down his head, and i owner. Evelyn, forgotten for the

the dark shade left his brow. moment, remained alone. She was

The song ceased. Maltravers moved
|

pleased at being so, and once more

with a sigh, and his eyes rested on turned to the picture which had so

the form of the steward with his hand attracted her before. The mild eyes

an the door.

" Shall 1 give your honour's mes-

sage ? " said Mr. Justis, gravely.

" No—take car? for the future

:

leave me now."

Mr. Justis made one leg, and then,

well pleased, took to both.

"Well," thought he, as he departed,
" how foreign parts do spoil a gentle-

man !—so mild as he was once ! I

must botch up the accounts, I see

—

the squire has grown sharp."

As Evelyn concluded her song,

she—whose charm in singing was that

she sang from the heart—was so

touched by the melancholy music of

the air and woids, that her voice

faltered, and the last line died in-

audibly on her lips.

The ihildren sprang up and kissed

her.

" Oh," cried Cecilia, " there is the

beautiful peacock !
" And there, in-

deed, on the steps without—perhaps

attracted by the music, stood the

picturesque bird. The children ran

out to greet their old favourite, who
was extremely tame ; and presently

Cecilia returned.
" Oh, Carry ! do see what beautiful

horses are coming up the park !

"

Caroline, who was a good rider, and
fond of horses, and whose curiosity

was always aroused by things con-

nected with show and station— suf-

fered the little girl to draw her into

the garden. Two grooms, each

mounted on a horse of the pure

Arabian breed, and each leading an-

other, swathed and bandaged, were

riding slowly up the road ; and Caro-

line was so attracted by the novel ap-

pearance of the animals in a place so

deserted, that she followed the chil-

No. 202 i

fixed on her, with an expression that

recalled to her mind her own mother.
" And," thought she, as she gazed,

" this fair creature did not live to

know the fame of her son—to rejoice

in his success—or to soothe his grief.

And he, that son—a disappointed

and solitary exile in distant lands,

while strangers stand within his de-

serted hall
!

"

The images she had conjured up
moved and absorbed her, and she con-

tinued to stand before the picture,

gazing upward with moistened eyes.

It was a beautiful vision as she thus

stood, with her delicate bloom, her

luxuriant hair (for the hat was not

yet replaced)—her elastic form, so

full of youth, and health, and hope-

the living form beside the faded can

vass of the dead—once youthful, ten-

der, lovely as herself ! Evelyn turned

away with a sigh—the sigh was re-

echoed yet more deeply. She started

:

the door that led to the study was
opened, and in the aperture was the

figure of a man, in the prime of life.

His hair, still luxuriant as in his

earliest youth, though darkened by
the suns of the East, curled over a

forehead of majestic expanse. The
high and proud features, that well

became a stature above the ordinary

standard—the pale but bronzed com-
plexion—the large eyes of deepest

blue, shaded by dark brows and
lashes—and, more than all, that ex-

pression at once of passion and re-

pose which characterises the ola

Italian portraits, and seems to denote

the inscrutable power that experience

imparts to intellect—constituted an
ensemble which, if not faultlessly

handsome, was eminently striking
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and formed at once to interest and
command. It tras a face, once seen,

never to be :iter* .: was a face

thai had long, half uncon>.

haunted Evelyn's young dreams : it

was a face she had seen before, though

then younger, and milder, and fairer,

it wore a different aspect.

*a stood rooted to the spot,

feeling herself blush to her very
^|J« a—an enchanting picture of

oashful confusion, and innocent alarm.
m Do not let me regret my return,'

said tit approaching after

a short pause, and with much gentle-

v and smile

think that the owner is doomed to

scare away the fair spirits that haunt-

ed the spot in his absence."

The owner !

" repeated Evelyn,

almost inaudibly, and in increased

embarrassment : are you then the

—the?"
'•' Yes," courteously interrupted the

stranger, seeing her confusion ; my
name is Maitravers : and I am to

blame for not having informed you

of my sudden return, or for now tres-

passing on your presence. But you

see my excuse
;
" and he pointed to

the instrument. "You have the magic

that draws even the serpent from his

hole. But you are not alone ?"

Oh, no ! no, indeed! Miss Mer-

ton is with me. I know not where

she is gone. I will seek her."

Miss Merton ! You are not then

one of that family 1

"

" Ifo, only a guest. I will find her

—she must apologise for us. We
were not aware that you were here

—indeed we were not."

" That is a cruel excuse," said Mal-

travers, smiling at her eagerness

:

and the smile and the look reminded

her vet more forcibly of the time

•hen he had carried her in his arms,

and soothed her suffering, and praised

her courage, and pressed the kiss al-

most of a lover on her hand,

thought she blushed yet more deeply,

and yet more eagerly -*rned tc

Maltravers did detain

her. but silently followed he:

She had scarcely gained the window,
..inpered in,

_—
" Only think I Mr. Maltravtrs Las

come back, and brought such beauti-

ful he:

-: pped abruptly, as she

. .. - " - . - .nd the

.noment Caroline herself ap-

peared. Her rperienoe and

quick sense saw immediately what had
. : and she I apolo-

gise to I -ululate

him on his return, with an ease that

astonished poor Evelyn, and by no
means seemed appreciated by Mal-

himself. He replied with

brief and haughty court
•• My father," continued Caroline,

" will be so glad To hear you ar

back. He will hasten to pay you his

respects, and apologise for his Truants.

Bat I have not formally introduced

yon to my fellow-offender. My dear,

let me preseni to you one whom Fame
has already made known to you—Mr.

Maltravers. Miss Cameron, daughter-

in-law," she added, in a lower voice,

" to the late Lord

At the first part of this introduction

Maltravers frowned—at the last, he

forgot all displeasure,

" Is it possible ! I thought I had

seen you before, but in a dream. Ah .'

then we are not quiTe strangers !

"

Evelyn's eye met his, and though

she coloured and strove to look grave,

a half smile brought out the dimples

thaT played round her arch lips.

" But you do not remember me!"
added Maltravers.

" Oh, yes !
" exclaimed Evelyn, wiih

a sudden impulse ; and then checked

herself.

Caroline came to her friend's relief.

" What is this ?—you surprise me
—where did you ever see Mr. Mal-

travers before
!

"
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" I can answer that question, Miss

Merton. When Miss Cameron was

bat a child,as high aa my little friend

here, an accident on the road procured

me her acquaintance ; and the aweet-

ness and fortitude she then d

.

left an impression on me not worn

out even to thia day. And thus we
meet again," added Maltravers, in a

mattered voice, as to himaelf. How
strange a thing I.:

" Well,'* said Miss Merton, " we
mrst intrude on you no more—you
have ao much to do. I am so 3orry

Sir John is not down to welcome job;

bat I hope we ahall be good neigh-

bours. A u reroir !
"

And, fancying herself most charm-
ing, Caroline bowed, amiled, and
walked off with her train. Maltravers

paused irresolute. If Evelyn had
looked back, he would have accom-

panied them home ; but Evelyn did

not look back,—and he stayed.

Via« Merton rallied her

! friend unmercifully, as they walked

homeward, and she ei*..

a

brief and imperfect history of the
1

adventure that had formed I

acquaintance, and of the interview by
which it had been renewed. Bat
Evelyn did not heed her; and the

moment they arrived a~

ahe haatened to shut herself in her

room, and write the account of'Ler

adventure to her mother

in her gji I -ought

of that incident—that strange

:

now, by such a chance, and B
many years, to n -

. -cnowa,

by his own hearth ! and that Unknown
to be Maltravers ! It was as if a dream
had come true. While

musing—and the letter

—ahe heard the sound of joy-

the distance—at once ahe divined the

cause; it was the welcome
wanderer to his soliwv home !
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CHAPTER IV.

" Mais en connaissant votre condition naturelle, usez des moyens qui lui sont propres,
et ne pretendez pas regner par une autre voie que par celle qui vous fait roi."

—

Pascal.

Is the heart, as in the ocean, the

great tides ebb and flow. The waves
which had once urged on the spirit

of Ernest Maltravers to the rocks and
shoals of active life, had long since

receded back upon the calm depths,

and left the strand bare. With a

melancholy and disappointed mind,
he had quitted the land of his birth ;

and new scenes, strange and wild, had
risen before his wandering gaze.

Wearied with civilisation, and sated

with many of the triumphs for which
civilised men drudge and toil, and
disquiet themselves in vain, he had
plunged amongst hordes, scarce re-

deemed from primaeval barbarism.

The adventures through which he had

desire to overpass the limits of the

Great and Good, was seemingly as

far as heretofore from the grand

secret of life. It was not so in reality

—his mind had acquired what before

it wanted

—

hardness; and we are

nearer to true virtue and true happi-

ness when we demand too little from

men, than when we exact too much.
Nevertheless, partly from the strange

life that had thrown him amongst
men whom safety itself made it neces-

sary to command despotically, partly

from the habit of power, and disdain

of the world, his nature was incrusted

with a stern imperiousness of manner,

often approaching to the harsh and

morose, though beneath it lurked

passed, and in which life itself could I generosity and benevolence
only be preserved by wary vigilance,

and ready energies, had forced him,
for a while, from the indulgence of

morbid contemplations. His heart,

indeed, had been left inactive ; but
his intellect and his physical powers
had been kept in hourly exercise. He
returned to the world of his equals

with a mind laden with the treasures

of a various and vast experience, and
with much of the same gloomy moral
as that which, on emerging from the

Catacombs, assured the restless specu-

lations of Rasselas of the vanity of

human life and the folly of moral
aspirations.

Ernest Maltravers, never a faultless

or completed character, falling short

in practice of his own capacities,

moral and intellectual, from his very

* But in understanding your natural con-

dition, use the means which are proper to it
•

and pretend not to govern by any other way,
than by thrt whichconstitutes .you governor.

Many of his younger feelings, more
amiable and complex, had settled into

one predominant quality, which more
or less had always characterised him

—

Pride ! Self-esteem made inactive, and

Ambition made discontented, usually

engender haughtiness. In Maltravers

this quality, which, properly controlled

and duly softened, is the essence and

life of honour, was carried to a vice.

He wa3 perfectly conscious of its

excess, but he cherished it as a virtue.

Pride had served to console him in

sorrow, and, therefore, it was a friend

;

it had supported him when disgusted

with fraud, or in resistance to violence,

and, therefore, it was a champion and

a fortress. It was a pride of a peculiar

sort—it attached itself to no one point

in especial— not to talent, knowledge,

mental gifts—still less to the vulgar

common-places of birth and fortune
;

it rather resulted from a supreme and

wholesale contenuH of all other mm,
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and all their objects—of ambition—of

glory—of the hard business of life.

His favourite virtue was fortitude ; it

was on this that he now mainly valued

himself. He was proud of his struggles

against others—prouder still of con-

quests over his own passions. He
looked upon fate as the arch enemy
agaiust whose attacks we should ever

prepare. He fancied that against fate

he had thoroughly schooled himself.

In the arrogance of his heart he said,

" I can defy the future." He believed

in the boast of the vain old sage—" I

am a world to myself !
" In the wild

career through which his later man-
hood had passed, it is true that he

had not carried his philosophy into a

rejection of the ordinary world. The
shock occasioned by the death of

Florence yielded gradually to time

and change ; and he had passed from
the deserts of Africa and the East to

the brilliant cities of Europe. But
neither his heart nor his reason had
ever again been enslaved by his

passions. Never again had he known
the softness of affection. Had he done
so, the ice had been thawed, and the

fountain had flowed once more into

the great deeps. He had returned to

England ; he scarce knew wherefore,

or with what intent; certainly not

with any idea of entering again upon
the occupations of active life ;—it was,

perhaps, only the weariness of foreign

scenes and unfamiliar tongues, and
the vague, unsettled desire of change,

that brought him back to the father-

land. But he did not allow so un-

philosophical a cause to himself ; and,

what was strange, he would not allow

one much more amiable, and which
was, perhaps, the truer cause—the

increasing age and infirmities of his

old guardian Cleveland, who prayed
him affectionately to return. Mal-
travers did not like to believe that

his heart was still so kind. Singular

form of pride ! No, he rather sought

to persuade himself that he intended

to sell Burleigh, to arrange his affairs

finally, and then quit for ever his

native land. To prove to himself that

this was the case, he had intended at

Dover to hurry at once to Burleigh,

and merely write to Cleveland that

he was returned to England. But
his heart would not suffer him to enjoy

this cruel luxury of self-mortification,

and his horses' heads were turned to

Richmond, when within a stage of

London. He had spent two days with

the good old man, and those two days

had so warmed and softened his feel-

ings, that he was quite appalled at his

own dereliction from fixed principles!

However, he went before Cleveland

had time to discover that he was

changed ; and the old man had

promised to visit him shortly.

This, then, was the state of Ernest

Maltravers, at the age of thirty-six

—

an age in which frame and mind are

in their fullest perfection.—an age in

which men begin most keenly to feel

that they are citizens. With all his

energies braced and strengthened

—

with his mind stored with profusest

gifts—in the vigour of a constitution

to which a hardy life had imparted a

second and fresher youth—so trained

by stern experience as to redeem
with an easy effort, all the deficiencies

and faults which had once resulted

from too sensitive an imagination,

and too high a standard for human
actions ;—formed to render to his race

the most brilliant and durable service,

and to secure to himself the happi-

ness which results from sobered fancy

—a generous heart, and an approving

conscience ;—here was Ernest Mal-

travers, backed, too, by the appliances

and gifts of birth and fortune—per-

versely shutting up genius, life., and

soul, in their own thorny leaves—and

refusing to serve the fools and rascals,

who were formed from the same clay,

and gifted by the same God. Morbid
and morose philosophy, begot by a

proud spirit on a lonely heart

!
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CHAPTER V.

" Let such amongst us as are willing to be children again, if it be only for an hour,

resign ourselves to the sweet enchantment that steals upon the spirit when it inc ulges in

the memory of early and innocent enjoyment."—D. L. Richardson.

A.T dinner, Caroline's lively recital of

their adventures was received with

much interest, not only by the Merton
family, but by some of the neighbour-

ing gentry who shared the rector's

hospitality. The sudden return of

any proprietor to his old hereditary

seat after a prolonged absence makes
some sensation in a provincial neigh-

bourhood. In this case, where the

proprietor was still young, unmarried,

celebrated, and handsome, the sensa-

tion was of course proportionably

increased. Caroline and Evelyn were

beset by questions, to which the

former alone gave any distinct reply.

Caroline's account was, on the whole,

gracious and favourable, and seemed
complimentary to all but Evelyn, who
thought that Caroline was a very

indifferent portrait-painter.

It seldom happens that a man is a

prophet in his own neighbourhood
;

but Maltravers had been so little in

the county, and in his former visit.,

his life had been so secluded, that he

was regarded as a stranger. He had
neither outshone the establishment,

nor interfered with the sporting, of

his fellow-squires ; and, on the whole,

they made just allowance for his

habits of distant reserve. Time, and
his retirement, from the busy scene,

long enough to cause him to be missed,

not long enough for new favourites to

supply his place, had greatly served

to mellow and consolidate his reputa-

tion, and his country was proud to

claim him. Thus (though Maltravers

would not hav<» believed it, had an

angel told him) he was not spoken ill

of behind his back : a thousand little

anecdotes of his personal habits, of

his generosity, independence of spirit,

and eccentricity, were told. Evelyn

listened in rapt delight to all ; she

had never passed so pleasant an even-

ing ; and she smiled almost gratefully

on the rector, who was a man that

always followed the stream, when he

said with benign affability, " We must-

really show our distinguished neigh-

bour every attention—we must be in-

dulgent to his little oddities : his

politics are not mine, to be sure : but

a man who has a stake in the country

has a right to his own opinion—that

was always my maxim : — thank

Heaven, I am a very moderate man

—

we must draw him amongst us : it

will be our own fault, I am sure, if

he is not quite domesticatea at the

rectory."

" With such attraction—yes," Baid

the thin curate, timidly bowing to

the ladies.

" It would be a nice match for Miss

Caroline," whispered an old lady
;

Caroline overheard, and pouted her

pretty lip.

The whist-tables were now set out

—

the mnsic begun—and Maltravers was

left in peace.

The next day Mr. Merton rode his

pony over to Burleigh. Maltravers

was not at home. He left his card,

and a note of friendly respect, begging

Mr. Maltravers to wave ceremony,

and dine with them the next day.

.Somewhat to the surprise of the rector
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he found that the active spirit of

Maltravers was already at work. The
long deserted grounds were filled with

labourers ; the carpenters were busy

at the fences ; the house looked alive

and stirring ; the grooms were exer-

cising the horses in the park : all

betokened the return of the absentee.

This seemed to denote that Maltravers

had come to reside; and the rector

thought of Caroline, and was pleased

at the notion.

The next day was Cecilia's birth-

day ; and birthdays were kept at

Merton Rectory:—the neighbouring

children were invited. They were to

dine on the lawn, in a large marquee,

and to dance in the evening. The
hothouses yielded their early straw-

berries, and the cows, decorated with

blue ribands, were to give syllabubs.

The polite Caroline was not greatly

fascinated by pleasure of this kind :

she graciously appeared at dinner

—

kissed the prettiest of the children

—

helped them to soup, and then, having

done her duty, retired to her room to

write letters. The children were not

sorry, for they were a little afraid of

the grand Caroline ; and they laughed

much more loudly, and made much
more noise, when she was gone—
and the cakes and strawberries

appeared.

Evelyn was in her element ; she

had, as a child, mixed so little with

children—she had so often yearned

for playmates—she was still so child-

like :—besides, she was so fond of

Cecilia—she had looked forward with

innocent delight to the day; and a
week before had taken the carriage

to the neighbouring town, to return

with a carefully concealed basket of

toys— dolls, sashes, and picture-books.

But, somehow or other, she did not

feel so childlike as usual that morn-
ing; her heart was away from the

pleasure before her ; and her smile

was at first languid. But in chil-

dren's mirth there is something so

contagious to those who love chil

', dren ;—and now, as the party scai

tered themselves on the ejrass, and

Evelyn opened the baske "uid bade

them with much gravity k» r* quiet,

and be good children, she \ as the

happiest of the whole group. But

she knew how to give pleasure : and

the basket was presented to Cecilia,

that the little queen of the day might

enjoy the luxury of being generous
;

and to prevent jealousy, the notable

expedient of a lottery was suggested.

" Then Evy shall be Fortune !

"

cried Cecilia ; " nobody will be sorry

to get any thing from Evy—and if

any one is discontented, Evy sha'n't

kiss her."

Mrs. Merton, whose motherly heart

was completely won by Evelyn's

kindness to the children, forgot all

her husband's lectures, and willingly

ticket ted the prizes, and wrote the

numbers of the lots on slips of paper

carefully folded. A large old Indian

jar was dragged from the drawing-

room and constituted the fated urn

—

the tickets were deposited therein,

and Cecilia was tying the handker-

chief round Evelyn's eyes— while

Fortune struggled archly not to be

as blind as she ought to be—and the

children, seated in a circle, were in

full joy and expectation, when—there

was a sudden pause— the laughter

stopped—so did Cissy's little hands.

—What could it be 1 Evelyn slipped

the bandage, and her eyes rested on

Maltravers

!

" Well, really, my dear Miss

Cameron," said the rector, who was

by the side of the intruder, and who,

indeed, had just brought him to the

spot, " I don't know what these little

folks will do to you next."

" I ought rather to be their victim,"

said Maltravers, goodhumouredly

;

" the fairies always punish us grown-

up mortals for trespassing on their

revels."

While he spoke, his eyes— those
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';yes, the most eloquent in the world

—dwelt on Evelyn (as, to cover her

blushes, she took Cecilia in her arms,

and appeared to attend to nothing

else), with a look of such admiration

and delight as a mortal might well be

supposed to cast on some beautiful

fairy.

Sophy, a very bold child, ran up

to him. "How do, sirV she lisped,

putting up her face to be kissed

—

" how 's the pretty peacock ]

"

This opportune audacity served

at once to renew the charm that had

been broken—to unite the stranger

with the children. Here was ac-

quaintance claimed and allowed in

an instant. The next moment Mal-

travei-s was one of the circle—on the

turf with the rest—as gay, and almost

as noisy—that hard, proud man, so

disdainful of the trifles of the world !

" But the gentleman must have a

prize, too," said Sophy, proud of her

tall new friend :
" what 's your other

name 1—why do you have such a long,

hard name ]

"

" Call me Ernest." said Maltravers.
" Why don't we begin ? " cried the

children.

" Evy, come, be a good child, miss,"

said Sophy, as Evelyn, vexed and

ashamed, and half ready to cry,

resisted the bandage.

Mr Merton interposed his antho-

thovity ; but the children clamoured,

and Evelyn hastily yielded. It was
Fortune's duty to draw the tickets

from the urn, and give them to each

claimant, whose name was called

:

when it came to the turn of Mal-

travers, the bandage did not conceal

the blush and smile of the enchanting

goddess ; and the hand of the aspirant

thrilled as it touched hers.

The children burst into screams of

laughter when Cecilia gravely awarded

to Maltravers the worst prize in the

lot— a blue riband—which Sophy,

however, greedily insisted on having

;

but Maltravers would not yield it.

Maltravers remained all day at the

rectory, and shared in the ball—yes,

he danced with Evelyn— he—Mal-
travers—who had never been known
to dance since he was twontytwo

!

The ice was fairly broken—Maltravers

was at home with the Mortons. And
when he took his solitary walk to his

solitary house—over the little bridge,

and through the shadowy wood

—

astonished, perhaps, with himself

—

every one of the guests, from vne

oldest to the youngest, pronounced

him delightful. Caroline, perhaps,

might have been piqued some months
ago, that he did not dance witn fier;

but now, her heart—such as i, was

—

felt pre-occupied.
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CHAPTER VI.

*' L'esprit de lTiomme est plus penetrant que consequent, et embrasse plus qu'il ne pent

Her."

—

Vauvbna robes.

And now Maltravers was constantly

with the Merton family ; there was

no need of excu.-e for familiarity on

his part. Mr. Merton, charmed to

find his advances not rejected, thrust

intimacy upon him.

One day they spent the afternoon

at Burleigh, and Evelyn and Caroline

finished their survey of the house

—

tapestry and armour, pictures, and
all. This led to a visit to the Arabian

horses. Caroline observed that she

was very fond of riding, and went

into ecstacies with one of the animals

—the one, of course, with the longest

tail. The next day the horse was

in the stables at the rectory, and a

gallant epistle apologised for the

costly gift.

Mr. Merton demurred, but Caroline

always had her own way ; and so the

horse remained (no doubt, in much
amazement and disdain) with the

parson's poney and the brown carriage

horses. The gift naturally conduced

to parties on horseback—it was cruel

entirely to separate the Arab from
his friends—and, how was Evelyn to

be left behind?—Evelyn, who had
never yet ridden any thing more
spirited than an old pony 1 A beau-

tiful little horse belonging to an
elderly lady—now growing too stout

to ride, was to be sold hard by. Mal-
travers discovered the treasure, and
apprised Mr. Morton of it—he w&s
too delicate to affect liberality to the

rich heiress. The horse was bought

;

* The spirit of man is more penetia'inj;

than logical, and gathers more than it can
garner.

nothing could go quieter— Evelyn
was not at all afraid. They made
two or three little excursions. Some-
times only Mr. Merton and Maltravers

accompanied the young ladies— some-

times the party was more numerous.

Maltravers appeared to pay equal

attention to Caroline and her friend— still Evelyn's inexperience in

equestrian matters was an excuse for

his being ever by her side. They
had a thousand opportunities to con-

verse ; and Evelyn now felt more at

home with him ; her gentle gaiety,

her fanciful yet chastened intellect,

found a voice. Maltravers was not
slow to discover that beneath her

simplicity there lurked sense, judg
ment, and imagination. Insensiblj

his own conversation took a higher

flight. With the freedom which his

mature years and reputation gave
him, he mingled eloquent instruction

with lighter and more trifling sub-

jects: he directed her earnest and
docile mind, not only to new fields of

written knowledge, but to many of

the secrets of nature—subtle or sub-

lime. He had a wide range of

scientific as well as literary lore :—

the stars, the flowers, the phenomena
of the physical world, afforded themes
on which he descanted with the fervent

love of a poet and the easy knowledge

of a sage.

Mr. Merton, observing that little

or nothing of sentiment mingled

with their familiar intercourse, fell

perfectly at ease; and knowing that

Maltravers had been intimate with

Lnmlev, he naturally concluded that
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he was aware of the engagement be-

tween Evelyn and his friend. Mean-

while Maltravers appeared uncon-

scious that such a being as Lord

Vargrave existed.

It is not to be wondered at, that

the daily presence—the delicate flat-

tery of attention from a man like

Maltravers—should strongly impress

the imagination, if not the heart, of

a susceptible girl. Already prepos-

sessed in his favour, and wholly unac-

customed to a society which combined

so many attractions, Evelyn regarded

him with unspeakable veneration ; to

the darker shades in his character

she was blind—to her, indeed, they did

not appear. True that, once or twice in

mixed society, his disdainful and impe-

rious temper broke hastilyand harshly

forth. To folly—to pretension—to

presumption—he showed but slight

forbearance. The impatient smile,

the biting sarcasm, the cold repulse,

that might gall, yet could scarce be

openly resented, betrayed that he was

one who affected to free himself from
\

the polished restraints of social in-

tercourse. He had once been too

scrupulous in not wounding vanity;

he was now too indifferent to it. But

if sometimes this unamiable trait of

character, as displayed to others,

chilled or startled Evelyn, the con-

trast of his manner towards herself

was a flattery too delicious not to

efface all other recollections. To her

ear his voice always softened its tone

— to her capacity his mind ever bent

as by sympathy—not condescension ;

to her—the young, the timid, the

half-informed—to her alone he did

not disdain to exhibit all the stores

of his knowledge—all the best and

brightest colours of his mind. She

modestly wondered at so strange a

preference. Perhaps a sudden and

blunt compliment which Maltravers

once addressed to her may explain

it : one day, when she had conversed

more freely and more fully than

usual, he broke in upon her with this

abrupt exclamation

—

"Miss Cameron, you must have
associated from your childhood with

beautiful minds. I see already, that

from the world, vile as it is, you have

nothing of contagion to fear. I have

heard you talk on the most various

matters—on many of which your
knowledge is imperfect; but you
have never uttered one mean idea, or

one false sentiment. Truth seems
intuitive to you."

It was, indeed, this singular purity

of heart which made to the world-

wearied man the chief charm in

Evelyn Cameron. From this purity

came, as from the heart of a poet,

a thousand new and heaven-taught

thoughts, which had in them a wis-

dom of their own— thoughts that

often brought the stern listener back"

to youth, and reconciled him with

life. The wise Maltravers learned

more from Evelyn, than Evelyn did

from Maltravers.

There was, however, another trait

—deeper than that of temper—in

Maltravers, and which was, unlike

the latter, more manifest to her than

to others; his contempt for all the

things her young and fresh enthu-

siasm had been taught to prize—the

fame that endeared and hallowed bim
to her eyes—the excitement of ambi-

tion, and its rewards. He spoke with

such bitter disdain of great names
and great deeds— "Children of a

larger growth they were," said he,

one daj', in answer to her defence of

the luminaries of their kind ; " allured

by baubles as poor as the rattle and

the doll's house—how many have

been made great, as the word is, by
their vices! Paltry craft won com-

mand to Themistocles. To escape

his duns, the profligate Caesar heads

an army, and achieves his laurels.

Brutus, the aristocrat, stabs his patron,

that patricians might again trample

on plebeians, and that posterity might
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talk of him. The love of posthumous

fame— what is it hut as puerile a pas-

sion for notoriety, as that which made
a Frenchman I once knew lay out

two thousand pounds in sugar-plums ]

—To be talked of—how poor a de-

sire ! Does it matter whether it be

by the gossips of this age or the next
1

!

Some men are urged on to fame by

poverty—that is an excuse for their

trouble ; but there is no more noble-

ness in the motive, than in that

which makes yon poor ploughman
sweat in the eye of Phoebus. In fact,

the larger part of eminent men, in-

stead of being inspired by any lofty

desire to benefit their species, or

enrich the human mind, have acted

or composed, without any definite

object beyond the satisfying a restless

appetite for excitement, or indulging

the dreams of a selfish glory. And,
wheu nobler aspirations have fired

them, it has too often been but to

wild fanaticism and sanguinary crime.

What dupes of glory ever were ani-

mated by a deeper faith, a higher

ambition, than the frantic followers

of Mahomet ]—taught to believe that

it was virtue to ravage the earth, and
that they sprang from the battle-

field into Paradise. Religion and
liberty—love of country—what splen-

did motives to action ! Lo, the results,

when the motives are keen— the

action once commenced ! Behold the

Inquisition ; the Days of Terror ; the

Council of Ten : and the Dungeons
of Venice !

"

Evelyn was scarcely fit to wrestle

with these melancholy fallacies; but
her instinct of truth suggested an
answer.

" What would society be, if all men
thought as you do, and acted up to

the theory ! No literature, no art, no
glory, no patriotism, no virtue, no
civilisation ! You analyse men's mo-
tives—how can you be sure you judge
rightly? Look to the results— our

beuefit, our enlightenment ! If the

results be great, Ambition is a virtue,

no matter what motive awakened it.

Is it not so ?

"

Evelyn spoke blushinglyand timidly.

Maltravers, despite his own tenets, waa
delighted with her reply.

" You reason well," said he, with a

smile. " But how are we sure that

the results are such as you depict

them 1 Civilisation— enlightenment
— they are vague terms— hollow
sounds. Never fear that the world
will reason as I do. Action will never
be stagnant while there are such

things as gold and power. The vessel

will move on—let the galley-slaves

have it to themselves. What I have
seen of life convinces me that progress

is not always improvement. Civilisa-

tion has evils unknown to the savage

state; and vice versd. Men in all

states seem to have much the same
proportion of happiness. We judge
others with eyes accustomed to dwell

on our own circumstances. I have
seen the slave, whom we commiserate,

enjoy his holiday with a rapture un-

known to the grave freeman. I have
seen that slave made free, and enriched

by the benevolence of his master ; and
he has been gay no more. The masses

of men in all countries are much the

same. If there are greater comforts

in the hardy North, Providence be-

stows a fertile earth and a glorious

heaven, and a mind susceptible to

enjoyment as flowers to light, on the

voluptuous indulgence of the Italian,

or the contented apathy ofthe Hindoo.
In the mighty organisation of good
and evil, what can we vain individuals

effect 1 They who labour most, how
doubtful is their reputation !—Who
shall say whether Voltaire or Napo-
leon, Cromwell or Csesar, Walpole or

Pitt, has done most good or most
evil. It is a question casuists may
dispute on. Some of us think that

poets have been the delight and the

lights of men. Another school of

philosophy has treated them as the
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corrupters of the species—panders to

the false glory of war, to the effemina-

cies of taste, to the pampering of

the passions above the reason. Nay,

even those who have effected inven-

tions that change the face of the earth

—the printing-press, gunpowder, the

steam-engine,—men hailed as bene-

factors by the unthinking herd, or

the would-be sages—have introduced

ills unknown before; adulterating and

often counterbalancing the good. Each

new improvement in machinery de-

prives hundreds of food. Civilisation

is the eternal sacrifice of one genera-

tion to the next. An awful sense of

the impotence of human agencies has

crushed down the sublime aspirations

for mankind which I once indulged.

For myself, I float on the great waters,

without pilot or rudder, and trust

passively to the winds, that are the

breath of God."

This conversation left a deep im-

pression upon Evelyn ; it inspired

her with a new interest in one in

whom so many noble qualities lay

dulled and torpid, by the indulgence

of a self-sophistry, which, girl as she

was, she felt wholly unworthy of his

powers. And it was this error in

Maltravers that, levelling his supe-

riority, brought him nearer to her

heart. Ah ! if she could restore him

to his race !—it was a dangerous

desire— but it intoxicated and ab-

sorbed her.

Oh ! how sweetly were those fair

evenings spent— the evenings of

happy June ! And then, as Maltra-

vers suffered the children to tease

him into talk about the wonders he

had seen in the regions far away, how
did the soft and social hues of hit

character unfold themselves ! There

is in all real genius so much latent

playfulness of nature, it almost seems

as if genius never could grow old.

The inscription that youth writes

upon the tablets of an imaginative

mind are, indeed, never wholly oblite-

rated—they are as an invisible writ-

ing, which gradually becomes clear

in the light and warmth. Bring

genius familiarly with the young, and

it is as young as they are. Evelyn

did not yet, therefore, observe the

disparity of years between herself and

Maltravers. But the disparity of

knowledge and power served for the

present to interdict to her that sweet

feeling of equality in commune, with-

out which love is rarely a very intense

affection in women. It is not so with

men. But by degrees she grew more
and more familiar with her stern

friend ; and in that familiarity there

was perilous fascination to Maltravers.

She could laugh him at any moment
out of his most moody reveries—con-

tradict with a pretty wilfulness his

most favourite dogmas— nay, even

scold him, with bewitching gravity,

if he was not always at the command
of her wishes—or caprice. At thi?

time it seemed certain that Maltra-

vers would fall in love with Evelyn

;

but it rested on more doubtful pro-

babilities whether Evelyn would fal

in love with him
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CHAPTER VII.

* * * " Contrahe vela

Et te littoribus cymba propinqua vehat"

—

Senbca.

" Has not Miss Cameron a beautiful

countenance ] " said Mr. Merton to

Maltravers, as Evelyn, unconscious of

the compliment, sate at a little dis-

tance, bending down her eyes to

Sophy, who was weaving daisy-chains

on a stool at her knee, and whom she

was 'telling not to talk loud—for

Merton had been giving Maltravers

some useful information respecting

the management of his estate ; and
Evelyn was already interested in all

that could interest her friend. She
had one excellent thing in woman,
had Evelyn Cameron : despite her

sunny cheerfulness of temper she was

quiet; and she had insensibly ac-

quired, under the roof of her musing
and silent mother, the habit of never

disturbing others. What a blessed

secret is that in the intercourse of

domestic life

!

" Has not Miss Cameron a beautiful

countenance 1
"

Maltravers started at the question

—

it was a literal translation of his own
thought at that moment—he checked

the enthusiasm that rose to his lip,

and calmly re-echoed the word

—

" Beautiful, indeed !

"

" And so sweet-tempered and un-

affected— she has been admirably

brought up. I believe Lady Vargrave

is a most exemplary woman. Miss
Cameron, will, indeed, be a treasure

to her betrothed husband. He is to

be envied."

» Furl your 6ails, and let the next boat

'

tarry you to the shore.

" Her betrothed husband !
" said

Maltravers, turning very pale.

" Yes ; Lord Vargrave. Did you
not know that she was engaged to

him from her childhood ? It was the

wish, nay, command, of the late lord,

who bequeathed her his vast fortune,

if not on that condition, at least, on
that understanding. Did you never

hear of this before 7
"

While Mr. Merton 6poke, a sudden
recollection returned to Maltravers.

He had heard Lumley himself refer

to the engagement, but it had been

in the sick chamber of Florence

—

little heeded at the time, and swept

from his mind by a thousand after-

thoughts and scenes. Mr. Merton
continued

—

" We expect Lord Vargrave down
soon. He is an ardent lover, I con-

clude ; but public life chains him
so much to London. He made an
admirable speech in the Lords last

night ; at least, our party appear ta

think so. They are to be married

when Miss Cameron attains the age

of eighteen."

Accustomed to endurance, and
skilled in the proud art of concealing

emotion, Maltravers betrayed to the

eye of Mr. Merton no symptom of

surprise or dismay at this intelligence.

If the rector had conceived any pre-

vious suspicion that Maltravers was

touched beyond mere admiration for

beauty, the suspicion would have

vanished, as he heard his guest coldly

reply—
" I trust Lord Vargrave may deserve
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his happiness. But, to return to

Mr. Justis—you corroborate my own
opinion of that smooth-spoken gentle-

j

man."
The conversation flowed back to

business. At last, Maltravers rose to

depart.
" Will you not dine with us to-day ?

"

said the hospitable rector.

" Many thanks—no ; I have much
business to attend to at home for some
days to come."

"Kiss Sophy, Mr. Ernest—Sophy

very good girl to-day. Let the pretty

butterfly go, because Evy said it was

cruel to put it in a card-box—Kiss

Sophy."

Maltravers took the child (whose

heart he had completely won) in his

arms, and kissed her tenderly ; then,

advancing to Evelyn, he held out his

hand, while his eyes were fixed upon

her with an expression of deep and

mournful interest, which she could

not understand.
" God bless you, Miss Cameron !

"

he said, and his lip quivered.

Days passed, and they saw no more

of Maltravers. He excused himself

on pretence, now of business—now of

other engagements—from all the in-

vitations of the rector. Mr. Merton,

unsuspectingly, accepted the excuse
;

for he knew that Maltravers was neces-

sarily much occupied.

His arrival had now spread through-

out the country ; and such of his

equals as were still in B shire

hastened to offer congratulations, and

press hospitality. Perhaps it was the

desire to make his excuses to Merton

valid, which prompted the master of

Jiurleigh to yield to the other invita-

tions that crowded on him. But this

was not all—M;iltravers acquired in

the neighbourhood the reputation of

a man of business. Mr. Justis was

abruptly dismissed ; with the help of

the bailiff, Maltravers became his own
steward. His parting address to this

personage waa characteristic of the

mingled harshness and justice of

Maltravers.
" Sir," said he, as they closed their

accounts, " I discharge you because

you are a rascal—there can be no
dispute about that : you have plun-

deredyour owner, yei you have ground
his tenants, and neglected the poor.

My villages are filled with paupers

—

my rentroll is reduced a fourth—and

yet, while some of my tenants appear

to pay nominal rents (why, you best

know !), others are screwed up higher

than any man's in the county. You
are a rogue, Mr. Justis—your own
account-books show it : and if I send

them to a lawyer, you would have to

refund a sum that I could apply very

advantageously to the rectification of

your blunders."
" I hope, sir," said the steward,

conscience-stricken and appalled,

—

" I hope you will not ruin me ; indeed,

—indeed, if I was called upon to re-

fund, I should go to gaol."

"Make yourself easy, sir. It is

just that I should suffer as well as

you. My neglect of my own duties

tempted you to roguery. You were

honest under the vigilant eye of Mr.

Cleveland. Retire with your gains :

if you are quite hardened, no punish-

ment can touch you ; if you are not,

it is punishment enough to stand

there grey-haired, with one foot in

the grave, and hear yourself called a

rogue, and know that you cannot

defend yourself—go !

"

Maltravers next occupied himself

in all the affairs that a mismanaged
estate brought upon him. He got

rid of some tenants—he made new
arrangements with others—he called

labour into requisition by a variety of

improvements—he paid minute atten-

tion to the poor, not in the weakness

of careless and indiscriminate charity,

by which popularity is so cheaply

purchased, and independence so easily

degraded ; no, his main care was to

stimulate industry and raise hope
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The ambition and emulation that he
so vainly denied in himself, he found

his most useful levers in the humble
labourers whose characters he had
studied, whose condition he sought to

make themselves desire to elevate.

Unconsciously hiswhole practice began
to refute his theories. The abuses of

the old Poor-Laws were rife in his

neighbourhood; his quick penetration,

and, perhaps, his imperious habits of

decision, suggested to him many of

the best provisions of the law now
called into operation ; but he was too

wise to be the Philosopher Square of a

system. He did not attempt too much

;

and he recognised one principle, which,

as yet, the administrators of the new
Poor-Laws have not sufficiently dis-

covered. One main object of the new
code was, by curbing public charity,

to task the activity of individual

benevolence. If the proprietor or the

clergyman find under his own eye

isolated instances of severity, oppres-

sion, or hardship, in a general and
salutary law, instead of railing against

the law, he ought to attend to the
individual instances ; and private

benevolence ought to keep the balance
of the scales even, and be the make-
weight wherever there is a just defi-

ciency of national charity.* It was
thiswhich.in the modified and discreet

regulations that he sought to establish

on his estates, Maltravers especially

and pointedly attended to. Age, in-

firmity, temporary distress, unmerited
destitution, found him a steady,

watchful, indefatigable friend. In
these labours, commenced with extra-

ordinary promptitude, and the energy
of a single purpose and stern mind,

* The object of parochial reform is not
that of economy alone ; not merely to reduce
poor-rates. The rate-payer ought to remem-
ber, that the more he wrests from the gripe
of the sturdy mendicant, the more he ought
to bestow on undeserved distress. Without
the mitigations of private virtue, every law
that benevol ists could make would be harsh.

Maltravers was necessarily brought

into contact with the neighbouring

magistrates and gentry. He was
combating evils and advancing objects

in which all were interested ; and his

vigorous sense, and his past parlia-

mentary reputation, joined with the

respect which in provinces always

attaches to ancient birth, won unex-

pected and general favour to his views.

At the rectory they heard of him con-

stantly, not only through occasional

visitors, but through Mr. Merton, who
was ever thrown in his way ; but be

continued to keep himself aloof from
the house. Every one (Mr. Merton
excepted) missed him ; even Caroline,

whose able though worldly mind
could appreciate his conversation

;

the children mourned for their play-

mate, who was so much more affable

than their own stiff-neckclothed bro-

thers ; and Evelyn was at least more
serious and thoughtful than she had
ever been before; and the talk of

others seemed to her wearisome, trite,

and dull.

Was Maltr" happy in his new
pursuits? 1 e of mind at that

time it is not easy to read. His
masculine spirit and haughty temper
were wrestling bard against a feeling

that had been fast ripening into

passion ; but at night, in his solitary

and cheerless home, a vision, too

exquisite to indulge, would force itself

upon him, till he started from the

revery, and said to his rebellious heart,
" A few more years, and thou wilt be
still. What in this brief life is a pang
more or less ? Better to have nothing
to care for, so wilt thou defraud Fate,

thy deceitful foe ! Be contented that

thou art alone
!

"

Fortunate was it, then, for Mal-

travers, that he was in his native land

!

not in climes where excitement is in

the pursuit of pleasure rather than in

the exercise of duties ! In the hardy
air of the liberal England he waa
already, though unknown to himself.
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bracing and ennobling his dispositions

and desires. It is Che boast of this

island, that the slave whose foot

touches the soil is free. The boast

may be enlarged. Where so much is

'eft to the people—where the life of

civilisation, not locked up in the

tyranny of Central Despotism, spreads,

vivifying, restless, ardent, through

every vein of the healthful body, the

most distant province, the obscurest

village, has claims on our exertions,

our duties, and forces us into energy

and citizenship. The fioirii of liberty.

that strikes the chain fro_ che Blavd,

binds the freeman to his brother.

This is the Religion of Freedom.
And hence it is that the stormy
struggles of free states have been
blessed with results of Virtue, of

Wisdom, and of Genius—by Him who
bade us love one another—not only

that love in itself is excellent, but

that from love, which in its widest

sense is but the spiritual term for

liberty, whatever is worthiest of our

solemn nature has its birth
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CHAPTER I.

• Ton still are what you were, sir I

* # * *
..." With most quick agility could turn

And return ; make knots and undo them

—

Give forked counsel."— Volpone, or the Fox.

Bk?ork a large table, covered with

parliamentary papers, sate Lumley
Lord Vargrave. His complexion,

though still healthy, had faded from

the freshness of hue which distin-

guished him in youth. His features,

always sharp, had grown yet more
angular : his brows seemed to project

more broodingly over his eyes, which,

though of undiminished brightness,

were sunk deep in their sockets, and
had lost much of their quick restless-

ness. The character of his mind had

begun to stamp itself on the physi-

ognomy, especially on the mouth when
in repose ;—it was a face, striking for

acute intelligence— for concentrated

energy—but there was a something
written in it, which said

—
" Bewake !"

Ct would have inspired any one, who
had mixed much amongst men, with
a vague suspicion and distrust.

Lumley had been always careful,

though plain, in dress ; but there was
now a more evident attention bestowed
on his person than he had ever mani-
fested in youth;—while there was

something of the Roman's celebrated

foppery in the skill with which his

hair was arranged on his high fore-

head, so as either to conceal or relieve

a partial baldness at the temples.

Perhaps, too, from the possession of

high station, or the habit of living

only amongst the great, there was a

certain dignity insensibly diffused

over his whole person, that was not

noticeable in his earlier years—wheD
a certain ton de garnison was blended
with his ease of manners; yet, even
now, dignity was not his prevalent

characteristic : and in ordinary occa-

sions, or mixed society, he still found

a familiar frankness, a more useful

species of simulation. At the time

we now treat of, Lord Vat-grove was
leaning his cheek on one hand, while

the other rested idly on the papers

methodically ananged betore him.

He appeared to have suspended his

labours, and to be occupied in ; hought.

It was, in truth, a critical period in

the career of Lord Vargrave.

From the date of his accession to
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the peerage, the rise of Lumley Ferrers

had been less rapid and progressive

than he himself could have foreseen.

At first, all was sunshine before him
;

he had contrived to make himself

useful to his party—he had also made
himself personally popular. To the

ease and cordiality of his happy
address, he added the seemingly care-

less candour so often mistaken for

honesty ; while, as there was nothing

Bhowy or brilliant in his abilities or

oratory— nothing that aspired far

above the pretensions of others, and
aroused envy by mortifying self-love

—he created but little jealousy even

amongst the rivals before whom he
obtained precedence. For some time,

therefore, he went smoothly on, con-

tinuing to rise in the estimation of

his party, and commanding a certain

respect from the neutral public, by
acknowledged and eminent talents in

the details of business ; for his quick-

ness of penetration, and a logical

habit of mind, enabled him to grapple

with and generalise the minutiae of

official labour, or of legislative enact-

ments, with a masterly success. But
as the road became clearer to his steps,

his ambition became more evident

and daring. Naturally dictatorial

and presumptuous, his early supple-

ness to superiors was now exchanged

for a self-willed pertinacity, which

often displeased the more haughty

leaders of his party, and often wounded
the more vain. His pretensions were

canned with eyes more jealous and
/ess tolerant than at first. Proud
aristocrats began to recollect that a

'

mushroom peerage was supported hut

by a scanty fortune—the men of more
dazzling genius began to sneer at the

red-tape minister as a mere official

manager of details ;—he lost much of
(

the personal popularity which had

been one secret of his power. But
j

what principally injured him in the

eyes of his party and the public, were

certain ambiguous and obscure cir-

cumstances connected with a short

period, when himself and his asso-

ciates were thrown out of office. At
this time, it was noticeable that the
journals of the Government that suc-

ceeded were peculiarly polite to Lord
Vargrave, while they covered all his

coadjutors with obloquy ; and it was
more than suspected, that secret

negotiations between himself and the

new ministry were going on, when,
suddenly, the latter broke up, and
Lord Vargrave's proper party wert
reinstated. The vague suspicions that

attached to Vargrave were somewhat
strengthened in the opinion of the

public, byr the fact, that he was at first

left out of the restored administration

;

and when subsequently, after a speech

which showed that he could be mis-

chievous if not propitiated, he was
readmitted,—it was precisely to the

same office he had held before—an
office which did not admit him into

the Cabinet. Lumley, burning with

resentment, longed to decline the

offer : but, alas ! he was poor ; and
what was worse, in debt ;

— " his

poverty, but not his will, consented."

He was reinstated ; but though pro-

digiously improved as a debater, he

felt that he had not advanced as a

public man. His ambition inflamed

by his discontent, he had, since his

return to office, strained every nerve

to strengthen his position. He met
the sarcasms on his poverty, by greatly

increasing his expenditure ' and by-

advertising every where his engage-

ment to an heiress whose fortune,

great as it was, he easily contrived to

magnify. As his old house in Great

George Street— well fitted for the

bustling commoner—was no h nger

suited to the official and fashionable

peer, he had, on his accession to the

title, exchanged that respectable resi-

dence for a large mansion in Hamilton

Place : and his sober dinners were

succeeded by splendid banquets.

Naturally, he had no taste for such
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things; his mind was too nervous,

and his temper too hard, to take

pleasure in luxury or ostentation.

But now, as ever—he acted upon a

system. Living in a country governed

by the mightiest and wealthiest aris-

tocracy in the world, which, from the

first class almost to the lowest, osten-

tation pervades—the very backbone

and marrow of society—he felt that

to fall far short of his rivals in display

was to give them an advantage which

he could not compensate, either by

the power of his connexions or the

surpassing loftiness of his character

and genius. Playing for a great game,

and with his eyes open to all the

consequences, he cared not for in-

volving his private fortunes in a

lottery in which a great prize might
be drawn. To do Vargrave justice,

money with him had never been an
object, but a means—he was grasping,

but not avaricious. If men much
richer than Lord Vargrave find state

distinctions very expensive, and often

ruinous, it is not to be supposed that

his salary, joined to so moderate a

private fortune, could support the

style in which he lived. His income
was already deeply mortgaged, and
debt accumulated upon debt. Nor
had this man, so eminent for the

management of public business, any
of that talent which springs from
justice, and makes its possessor a

skilful manager of his own affairs.

Perpetually absorbed in intrigues and
schemes, he was too much engaged
in cheating others on a large scale, to

have time to prevent being himself

cheated on a small one. He never
looked into bills till he was compelled
to pay them ; and he never calculated

the amount of an expense that seemed
the least necessary to his purposes.

But still Lord Vargrave relied upon
his marriage with the wealthy Evelyn

to relieve him from all his embarrass-

ments; and if a doubt of the realisa-

tion of that vision ever occurred [*<

him, still public life had splendid

prizes. Nay, should he fail with

Miss Cameron, he even thought that,

by good management, he might ulti-

mately make it worth while to his

colleagues to purchase his absence

with the gorgeous bribe of the Gover-

nor-Generalship of India.

As oratory is an art in which prac-

tice and the dignity of station produce

marvellous improvement, so Lumley
had of late made effects in the House
of Lords of which he had once been

judged incapable. It is true that no

practice and no station can give men
qualities in which they are wholly

deficient ; but these advantages can

bring out in the best light all the

qualities they do possess. The glow

of a generous imagination—the grasp

of a profound statesmanship— the

enthusiasm of a noble nature—these

no practice could educe from the elo-

quence of Lumley Lord Vargrave,

for he had them not :—but bold wit

—fluent and vigorous sentences—
effective arrangement of parliament-

ary logic—readiness of retort—plausi-

bility of manner, aided by a delivery

peculiar for self-possession and ease

—

a clear and ringing voice (to the only

fault of which, shrillness without

passion, the ear of the audience had
grown accustomed)— and a counte-

nance impressive from its courageous

intelligence;— all these had raised

the promising speaker into the ma-
tured excellence of a nervous and for-

midable debater. But precisely as

he rose in the display of his talents,

did he awaken envies and enmities

hitherto dormant. And it must be

added, that, with all his craft and
coldness, Lord Vargrave was often a
very dangerous and mischievous

speaker for the interests of his party.

His colleagues had often cause to

tremble when he rose ; nay, even

when the cheers of his own faction

shook the old tapestried walls. A
man who has no sympathy with thp
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public must commit many and fatal

indiscretions when the public, as well

as his audience, is to be his judge.

Lord Vargrave's utter incapacity to

comprehend political morality— his

contempt for all the objects of social

benevolence—frequently led him into

the avowal of doctrines, which, if they

did not startle the men of the world

whom he addressed (smoothed away,

as such doctrines were, by sp<_ nous-

ness of manner and delivery), created

deep disgust in those, even of his own
politics, who read their naked exposi-

tion in the daily papers. Never did

Lord Vargrave utter one of those

generous sentiments which, no matter

whether propounded by Radical or

Tory, sink deep into the heart of the

people, and do lasting service to the

cause they adorn. But no man de-

fended an abuse, however glaring,

with a more vigorous championship,

or hurled defiance upon a popular

demand with a more courageous

scorn. In some times, when the anti-

popular principle is strong, such a

leader may be useful ; but at the

moment of which we treat, he was a

most equivocal auxiliary. A con-

siderable proportion of the ministers,

headed by the Premier himself, a

man of wise views and unimpeachable

honour, had learned to view Lord
Vargrave with dislike and distrust

—

they might have sought to get rid of

him ; but he was not one whom slight

mortifications could induce to retire

of his own accord : nor was the sar-

castic and bold debater a person whose

resentment and opposition could be

despised. Lord Vargrave, moreover,

had secured a p'irty of his own—

a

party more formidable than himself.

He went largely into society—he was
the special favourite of the female

diplomats, whose voices at that time

were powerful suffrages, and with

whom, by a thousand links of gal-

lantry and intrigue, the agreeable and
courteous minister formed a close

alliance. All that salons could do

for him was done. Added to this, he

was personally liked by his royal

master ; and the Court gave him their

golden opinions ; while Pne poorer,

the corrupter, and the more bigoted

portion of the ministry, regarded him
with avowed admiration.

In the House of Commons, too, and
in the Bureaucracy, he had no incon-

siderable strength ; for Lumley never

contracted the habits of persona!

abruptness and discourtesy common
to men in power, who wish to keep
applicants aloof. He was bland and
conciliating to all men of all ranks

:

his intellect and self-complacency

raised him far above the petty

jealousies that great men feel for

rising men. Did any tyro earn the

smallest distinction in r arliament, n©
man sought his acquaintance so

eagerly as Lord Vargrave ; no man
complimented, encouraged, "brought

on" the new aspirants of his party,

with so hearty a good-will.

Such a minister could not fail of

having devoted followers among the

able, the ambitious, and the vain. It

must also be confessed that Lord
Vargrave neglected no baser and less

justifiable means to cement his power,

by placing it on the sure rock of self-

interest. No jobbing was too gross

for him. He was shamefully corrupt

in the disposition of his patronage
;

and no rebuffs, no taunts from his

official brethren, could restrain him
from urging the claims of any of his

creatures upon the public purse. His
followers regarded this charitable

selfishness as the stanchness and zeal

of friendship ; and the ambition o_f

hundreds was wound up in the ambi-

tion of the unprincipled minister.

But besides the notoriety of his

public corruption, Lord Vargrave was

secretly suspected by some of personal

dishonesty—suspected of selling his

state information to stock-jobbers—of

having pecuniary interests in some of
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the claims he urged with so obstinate

a pertinacity. And though there was

not the smallest evidence of such

utter abandonment of honour; though

it was probably but a calumnious

whisper
;
yet the mere suspicion of

such practices served to sharpen the

aversion of his enemies, and justify

the disgust of his rivals.

In this position now stood Lord

Vargrave; supported by interested,

but able and powerful partisans

;

hated in the country, feared by some
of those with whom he Served, des-

pised by others, looked up to by the

rest. It was a situation that less

daunted than delighted him ; for *t

seemed to render necessary and e?ju j

the habits of scheming and ma -jei.vre

which were so genial to his crafty and

plotting temper. Like an ancient

Greek, bis spirit loved intrigue for

intrigue's sake. Had it led to no

end, it would still have been sweet to

him as a means. He rejoiced to

surround himself with the most com-
plicated webs and meshes ; to sit in

the centre of a mdlion plots. He
cared not how rash and wild some of

them were. He relied on his own
ingenuity, promptitude, and habitual

good fortune, to make every spring

he handled conducive to the purpose

of the machine

—

self.

His last visit to Lady Vargrave, and
his conversation with Evelyn, had left

on his mind much dissatisfaction and
fear. In the earlier years of his inter-

course with Evelyn, his good-humour,
gallantry, and presents, had not failed

to attach the child to the agreeable

and liberal visitor she had been taught
to regard as a relation. It was only

as she grew up to womanhood, and
learned to comprehend the nature of

the tie between them, that she shrunk
from his familiarity ; ami then only

had he learned to doubt of the fulfil-

ment of his uncle's wish. The last

eisit had increased this doubt to a

painful apprehension ; he saw that he

was not loved ; he saw that it required

great address, and the absence of

happier rivals, to secure to him the

hand of Evelyn ; and he cursed the

duties and the schemes which neces-

sarily kept him from her side. He
had thought of persuading Lady
Vargrave to let her come to London,
where he could be ever at hand ; and
as the season was now set in, hi3

representations on this head would
appear sensible and just. But then
again, this was to incur greater

dangers than those he would avoid.

London !—a beauty and an heiress,

in her first debut in London !—What
formidable admirers would flock

around her ! Vargrave shuddered to

think of the gay, handsome, well-

dressed, seductive young elcgans, who
might seem, to a girl of seventeen,

suitors far more fascinating than the

middle-aged politician. This was pe-

rilous; norwasthisall
; Lord Vargrave

knew that in London—gaudy, bab-

bling, and rei_orseless London— all

that he could most wish to conceal

from the young lady would be dragged
to day. He had been the lover, not
of one, but of a dozen women, for

whom he did not care three straws
;

but whose favour had served to

strengthen him in society ; or whose
influence made up for his own want
of hereditary political connexions.

The manner in which he contrived to

shake off these various Ariadnes,

whenever it was ad viable, was not

the least striking proof of his diplo-

matic abilities. He never left them
enemies. According to his own solu-

tion of the mystery, he took care

never 'co play the gallant with Dulci

neas under a certain age—"middle-

aged women," he was wont to say,

" are very little different from middle-

aged men ; they see things sensibly,

and take things coolly." Now Evelyn

could not be three weeks, perhap.-

three days, in London, without learn

ing of une ortheotherof these liaison*
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What an excuse, if she sought one, to

break with him ! Altogether, Lord

Vargrave was sorely perplexed, but

not despondent. Evelyn's fortune

was more than ever necessary to him,

and Evelyn he was resolved to obtain,

since to that fortune she was an indi*

pensable appendage.

CHAPTER II.

1 You shall be Horace, and Tibullus I."—Pop*.

Lord Varorave was disturbed from

his revery by the entrance of the

Earl of Saxingham.
,

" You are welcome ! " said Lumley,
" welcome !—the very man I wished

to see."

Lord Saxingham, who was scarcely

altered since we met with him in the

last series of this work, except that

he had grown somewhat paler and

thinner, and that his hair had changed

from iron-grey to snow-white, threw

himself in the arm-chair beside

Lumley, and replied

—

" Vargrave, it is really unpleasant,

our finding ourselves always thus

controlled by our own partisans. I

do not understand this new-fangled

policy—this squaring of measures, to

please the opposition, and throw sops

to that many-headed monster called

Public Opinion. I am sure it will

end most mischievously."
" I am satisfied of it," returned Lord

Vargrave. " All vigour and union

seem to have left us ; and if they

carry the * * * * question against us,

1 know not what is to be done."

" For my part I shall resign," said

Lord Saxingham, doggedly ;
" it is

the only alternative left to men of

honour."
" You are wrong— I know another

alternative."

"What is thatr
" Make a Cabinet of our own. Look

ye, my clear lord
;
you have been ill-

used—your high character, your long

experience, are treated with contempt.

It is an affront to you—the situation

you hold. You Privy Seal!—you
ought to be Premier—ay, and, if you
are ruled by me, Premier you shall be

yet."

Lord Saxingham coloured, and
breathed hard.

" You have often hinted at this

before, Lumley; but you are so

partial, so friendly."

" Not at all. You saw the leading

article in the to day ?—that will

be followed up by two evening papers

within five hours of this time. We
have strength with the Press, with

the Commons, with the Court—only

let us hold fast together. This * * * *

question, by which they hope to get

rid of us, shall destroy them. You shall

be Prime-minister before the year is

over—by Heaven, you shall !—and
then, I suppose, / too may be admitted

to the Cabinet !

"

"But how—how, Lumley 1— You
are too rash, too daring."

" It has not been my fault hitherto

—but boldness is caution in our cir-

cumstances. If they throw us out

now, I see the inevitable march of

events— we shall be out for years,

perhaps for life. The Cabinet will

recede more and more from our prin-

ciples, our party. Now is the time

for a determined stand—now can we
make or mar ourselves. I will not

resign—the King is with us—our

streugth shall be known. These
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haughty imbeciles shall fall in the

trap they have dug for us."

Lumley spoke warmly, and with

the confidence of a mind firmly

assured of success. Lord Saxingham
was moved— bright visions flashed

across him— the premiership— a

dukedom. Yet he was old and child-

less, and his honours would die with

the last Lord of Saxingham !

" See," continued Lumley, " I have

calculated our resources as accurately

as an electioneering agent would cast

up the list of voters. In the press, I

have secured and ; and in

the Commons we have the subtle ,

and the vigour of , and the

popular name of , and all the

boroughs of ; in the Cabinet we
have , and at Court you know
our strength. Let us choose our

moment—-a sudden coup—an inter-

view with the King—a statement of

our conscientious scruples to this

atrocious measure. I know the vain,

stiff mind of the Premier ; he will lose

temper—he will tender his resignation

—to his astonishment it will be ac-

cepted. You will be sent for— we
will dissolve parliament— we will

strain every nerve in the elections

—

we shall succeed, I know we shall.

But be silent in the meanwhile—be

cautious : let not a word escape you

—

let them think us beaten— lull sus-

picion asleep— let us lament our

weakness, and hint, only hint at our

resignation, but with assurances of

continued support. I know how
to blind them, if you leave it to

me."

The weak mind of the old earl was
as a puppet in the hands of his bold

kinsman. He feared one moment,
hoped another—now his ambition was

flattered—now his sense of honour
was alarmed. There was something

in Lumley's intrigue to oust the

government, with which he served,

that had an appearance of cunning

and baseness, of which Lord Saxing-

ham, whose personal character was

high, by no means approved. But
Vargrave talked him over with con-

summate address, and when they

parted, the earl carried his head two

inches higher—he was preparing him-

self for his rise in life.

" That is well—that is well
!

" said

Lumley, rubbing his hands when he

was left alone ;
" the old driveller will

be my locum tenens, till years and
renown enable me to become his suc-

cessor. Meanwhile, I shall be really

what he will be in name."

Here Lord Vargrave's well-fed

servant, now advanced to the dignity

of own gentleman and house-steward,

entered the room with a letter ; it had
a portentous look -it was wafered

—

the paper was blue, the hand clerk-

like—there was no envelope—it bore

its infernal origin on the face of it

—

it was a dun's !

Lumley opened the epistle with an

impatient pshaw ! The man, a silver-

smith (Lumley's plate was much
admired !), had applied for years in

vain ; the amount was large—an
execution was threatened !—an execu-

tion !—it is a trifle to a rich man

:

but no trifle to one suspected of being

poor— one straining at that very

moment at so high an object—one to

whom public opinion was so necessary

—one who knew that nothing but his

title, and scarcely that, saved him
from the reputation of an adventurer

!

He must again have recourse to the

money-lenders—his small estate was

long since too deeply mortgaged to

afford new security. Usury, usury,

again !—he knew its price, and he

sighed—but what was to be done 1

" It is but for a few months, a few

months, and Evelyn must be mine.

Saxingham has already lent me what
he can ; but he is embarrassed. This

d—d office, what a tax it is I and the

rascals say we are too well paid ! I,

too, who could live happy in a garret,

if this purse-proud England would
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but allow one to exist within one's

income. — My fellow -trustee, the

banker, my uncle's old correspondent

—ah, well thought of! He knows

the conditions of the will—he knowe
that, at the worst, I must have thirty

thousand pounds if I live a few months
longer. I will go to him."

CHAPTER III.

' Animum nunc hoc celerem, nunc dividit illuc."*

—

Viroil.

The late Mr. Templeton had been a

banker in a provincial town, which

was the centre of great commercial

and agricultural activity and enter-

prise. He had made the bulk of his

fortune in the happy days of paper

currency and war. Besides his country

bank, he had a considerable share in

a metropolitan one of some eminence.

At the time of his marriage with the

present Lady Vargrave he retired

altogether from business, and never

returned to the place in which his

wealth had been amassed. He had

still kept up a familiar acquaintance

with the principal and senior partner

of the metropolitan bank I have re-

ferred to ; for he was a man who

always loved to talk about money

matters with those who understood

them. This gentleman, Mr. Gustavus

Douce, had been named, with Lumley,

joint trustee to Evelyn's fortune.

They had full powers to invest it in

whatever stock seemed most safe or

advantageous. The trustees appeared

well chosen ; as one, being destined

to share the fortune, would have the

deepest interest in its security ; and

the other, from his habits and pro-

fession, would be a most excellent

adviser.

Of Mr. Douce, Lord Vargrave had

seen but little ; they were not thrown

together. But Lord Vargrave, who

thought every rich man might, some

time or other, become a desirable

• Now this, now that, distracts the active

mind.

acquaintance, regularly asked him
once every year to dinner ; and twice

in return he had dined with Mr.
Douce, in one of the most splendid

villas, and off some of the most
splendid plate it had ever been his

fortune to witness and to envy !—so

that the little favour he was about to

ask was but a slight return for Lord
Vargrave's condescension.

He found the banker in his private

sanctum—his carriage at the door

—

for it was just four o'clock, an hour
in which Mr. Douce regularly de-

parted to Caserta, as his aforesaid

villa was somewhat affectedly styled.

Mr. Douce was a small man, a

nervous man—he did not seem quite

master of his own limbs : when he
bowed, he seemed to be making you

a present of his legs ; when he sate

down, he twitched first on one side,

then on the other—thrust his hands
in his pockets, then took them out,

and looked at them, as if in astonish-

ment—then seized upon a pen, by
which they were luckily provided

with incessant occupation. Mean-
while, there was what might fairly be

called a constant pl:\y of countenance:

first, he smiled, then looked grave

—

now raised his eyebrow*, till they rose

like rainbows, to the horizon of his

pale, straw-coloared hair—and next

darted them down, like an avalanche.

over the twinkling, restless, fluttering,

little blue eye-, which then became
almost invisible. Mr. Douce had, in

fact, all the appearance of a painfully-
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shy man; which was the more strange,

as he had the reputation of enterprise,

and even audacity, in the business of

his profession, and was fond of the

society of the great.

" I have called on you, my dear

sir," said Lord Vargrave, after the

preliminary salutations, "to ask a

little favour, which, if the least incon-

venient, have uo hesitation in refusing.

You know how I am situated with

regard to my ward, Miss Cameron ; in

a few months I hope she will be Lady
Vargrave."

Mr. Douce shewed three small teeth,

which were all that in the front of his

mouth fate had left him ; and then,

as if alarmed at the indelicacy of a

smile upon such a subject, pushed

back his chair, and twitched up his

blotting-paper coloured trousers.

" Yes, in a few months I hope she

will be Lady Vai-grave ; and you
know then, Mr. Douce, that I shall be

in no want of money."
" I hope—that is to say, I am sure

—that— I trust that never will be the

ca-ca-case with your lordship," put
in Mr. Douce, with timid hesitation.

Mr. Douce, in addition to his other

good qualities, stammered much in

the delivery of his sentences.
" You are very kind, but it is the

case just at present ; I have great

need of a few thousand pounds upon
my personal security. My estate is

already a little mortgaged, and I don't

wish to encumber it more ; besides,

the loan would be merely temporary :

you know, that if at the age of

eighteen Miss Cameron refuse me

—

(a supposition out of the question,

but in business we must calculate on
improbabilities)—I claim the forfeit

she incurs—thirty thousand pounds

—

you remember."

"Oh, yes—that is— upon my word
— I— I don't exactly— but— your
lord—1-1-1-lord-lordship knows best—

I

have been so— so busy— I forget the
exact—hem—hem I

"

" If you just turn to the will you

will see it is as I say. Now, could you

conveniently place a few thousands

to my account, just for a short time ]

—But I see you don't like it. Never

mind, I can get it elsewhere ; only, aa

you were my poor uncle's friend
"

" Your lord—1-1-1-lordship is quite

mistaken," said Mr. Douce, with

trembling agitation ; " upon my word;

yes, a few thou-thou-thousands— to

be sure—to be sure. Your lordship's

banker is— is
"

" Drummond—disagreeable people

—by no means obliging. I shall

certainly change to your house when
my accounts are better worth keep-

ing."

" You do me great—great honour
;

I will just—step—step—step out, for

a moment—and—and speak to Mr.

Dobs :—not but what you may depend

on—Excuse me ! Morning Chron-

chron-Chronicle, my lord !

"

Mr. Douce rose, as if by galvanism,

and ran out of the room, spinning

round as he ran, to declare, again and

again, that he would not be gone a

moment.
" Good little fellow that—very like

an electrified frog ! " murmured Tar-

grave, as he took up the Morning
Chronicle, so especially pointed out to

his notice; and, turning to the leading

article, read a very eloquent attack

on himself. Lumley was thick-skinned

on such matters—he liked to be

attacked—it showed that he was up
in the world.

Presently Mr. Douce returned. To
Lord Vargrave's amazement and de-

light, he was informed that ten thou-

sand pounds would be immediately

lodged with Messrs. Drummond. His

bill of promise to pay in three months
—five per cent interest—was quite

sufficient : three months was a short

date ; but the bill could be renewed

on the same terms, from quarter

to quarter, till quite convenient to

his lordship to pay. " Would Lord
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Vargrare do him the honour to dine

with him at Caserta next Monday 1

"

Lord Vargrave tried to affect apathy

at his sudden accession of ready

money ; but, really, it almost turned

his head : he griped both Mr. Douce's

thin, little shivering hands, and was

speechless with gratitude and ecstasy.

The sum, which doubled the utmost

he expected, would relieve him from

all his immediate embarrassments.

When he recovered his voice, he

thanked his dear Mr. Douce with a

warmth that seemed to make the

little man shrink into a nutshell

;

and assured him that he would dine

with him every Monday in the year

—

if he was asked ! He then longed to

depart ; but he thought, justly, that

to go as soon as he had got what he

wanted, would look selfish ; accord-

ingly, he reseated himself, and so did

Mr. Douce, and the conversation

turned upon politics and news : but

Mr. Douce, who seemed to regard all

things with a commercial eye, con-

trived, Vargrave hardly knew how,

to veer round from the change in the

French ministry to the state of the

English money-market.
" It really is indeed, my lord—I say

it, I am sure, with concern, a very

bad ti-ti-ti-ti-time for men in business

—indeed, for all men—such poor

interest in the English fu-fun-funds

—

and yet speculations are so unsound.

I recommended my friend Sir Giles

Grimsby to— to invest some money in

the American canals; a most rare

resres-respons-responsibility, I may
say, for me ; I am cautious in—in

recommending ; but Sir Giles was an
old friend—con-con-connexion, I may
say ; but most providentially, all

turned out— that is—fell out—as I

was sure it would—thirty per cent

—

and the value of the 6h-sh-sh-shares

doubled. But such tilings are

very rare—quite god-sends, I maj
say!"

" Well, Mr. Douce, whenever
have money to lay out, I must come
and consult you."

" I shall be most happy at all times

to—to advise your lordship ; but it is

not a thing I 'm very fond of;

—

there's Miss Cameron's fortune quite

1-1-locked up—three per cents and

Exchequer bills ;—why it might have

been a milmil-million by this ti-ti-

time, if the good old gentleman—

I

beg pardon—old—old nobleman, my
poor dear friend, had been now
alive !

"

" Indeed !
" said Lumley, greedily,

and pricking up his ears ;
" he was a

good manager, my uncle !

"

" None better, none better. I may
say a genius for busi—hem—hem !

Miss Cameron a young woman of bus-

bus-business, my lord ]

"

" Not much of that, I fear. A
million, did you say]

"

" At least ! — indeed, at least

—

money so scarce—speculation so sure

in America—great people the Ameri-

cans—rising people— gi-gi giants-

giants !

"

"I am wasting your whole morn-

ing—too bad in me," said Vargrave,

as the clock struck five ;
" the Lords

meet this evening—important busi-

ness—once more a thousand thanks

to you—good day."

" A very good day to you, my lord
;

don't mention it
;

glad at any time

to ser-ser-serve you," said Mr. Douce,

fidgeting, curveting, and prancing

round Lord Vargrave, as the latter

walked through the outer office to th*

carriage.

"Not a step more
;
you will catch

cold. Good-by—on Monday, then,

seven o'clock. The HouseofLords."
And Lumley threw himself back in

his carriage in high spirits.
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CHAPTER IV.

- Oublie" de Tullie, et brave du Senat."*

Voltaire : Brutus, act IL, 8C. 1.

In the Lords that evening the discus-

sion was animated and prolonged—it

was the last party debate of the session.

The astute opposition did not neglect

to bring prominently, though inci-

dentally, forward, the question on

which it was whispered that there

existed some growing difference in

the Cabinet. Lord Vargrave rose

late ; his temper was excited by the

good fortune of his day's negotiation
;

he felt himself of more importance

than usual, as a needy man is apt to

do when he has got a large sum at

his banker's ; moreover, he wa3 exas-

perated by some personal allusions to

himself, which had been delivered by

a dignified old lord who dated his

family from the ark, and was as rich

as Croesus. Accordingly, Vargrave

spoke with more than his usual vigour.

His first sentences were welcomed

with loud cheers— he warmed— he

grew vehement—he uttered the most

positive and unalterable sentiments

upon the question alluded to—he

greatly transgressed the discretion

which the heads of his party were de-

sirous to maintain ;—instead of con-

ciliating without compromising, he

irritated, galled, and compromised.

The angry cheers of the opposite party

Mere loudly re-echoed by the cheers

of the more hot-headed on his own side.

The Premier and some of hiscolleagues

observed, however, a moody silence.

The Premier once took a note, and

then reseated himself, and drew his

* Forgotten by Tully and bullied by the

Senate.

hat more closely over his brows. It

was an ominous sign for Lumley ; but

he was looking the opposition in the

face, and did not observe it. He sate

down in triumph ; he nad made a

most effective and a most mischievous

speech— a combination extremely

common. The leader of the opposi-

tion replied to him with bitter calm-

ness ; and, when citing some of his

sharp sentences, he turned to the

Premier, and asked. " Are these

opinions those also of the noble Lord ]

— I call for a reply—I have a right

to demand a reply." Lumley was

startled to hear the tone in which his

chief uttered the comprehensive and

significant " Hear, hear !
"

At midnight the Premier wound
up the debate. His speech was short,

and characterised by moderation. He
came to the question put to him—the

House was hushed—you might have

heard a pin drop—the Commoners
behind the throne pressed forward

with anxiety and eagerness on their

countenances.
" I am called upon," said the

minister, " to declare if those senti-

ments, uttered by my noble friend,

are mine also, as the chief adviser of

the Crown. My Lords, in the heat of

debate, every word is not to be scru-

pulously weighed, and rigidly

preted." (" Hear, hear,"' ironically

from the opposition— approvingly

from the Treasury benches.) " My
noble friend will doubtless be anxious

to explain what he intended to say.

I hope, nay, 1 doubt not, that his ex-

planation will be satisfacti;.y to the
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noble lord, to the House, and to the

Country. But since I am called upon

for a distinct reply to a distinct in-

terrogatory, I will say at once, that if

those sentiments be rightly inter-

preted by the noble lord who spoke

last, those sentiments are not mine,

and will never animate the conduct

of any Cabinet of which I am a

member." (Long continued cheering

from the opposition.) " At the same

time, I am convinced that my noble

friend's meaning has not been rightly

construed ; and till 1 hear from him-

self to the contrary, I will venture to

state what I think he designed to

convey to your Lordships." Here the

Premier, with a tact that nobody

could be duped by, but every one

could admire, stripped Lord Yar-

grave's unlucky sentences of every

syllable that could give offence to any

one; and left the pointed epigrams

and vehement denunciations a most

harmless arrangement of common-
place.

The House was much excited

;

there was a call for Lord Vargrave,

and Lord Vargrave promptly rose. It

was one of those dilemmas out of

which Lumley was just the man to

extricate himself with address. There

was so much manly frankness in his

manner—there was so much crafty

subtlety in his mind ! He complained,

with proud and honest bitterness, of

the construction that had been forced

upon his words by the opposition.

" If," he added (and no man knew

better the rhetorical effect of the

tu quoque form of argument),—" if

every sentence uttered by the noble

lord opposite in his zeal for liberty,

had, in days now gone by, been con-

strued with equal rigour, or perverted

with equal ingenuity, that noble lord

had long ninee been prosecuted as an

incendiary, perhaps executed as a

traitor !
" Vehement cheers from the

ministerial benches; cries of " Order!

"

from the opposition. A military

lord rose to order, and appealed to

the Woolsack.

Lumley sate down, as if chafed at

the interruption ;—he had produced

the effect he had desired—he had
changed the public question at issue

into a private quarrel : a new excite-

ment was created— dust was thrown

into the eyes of the House. Several

speakers rose to accommodate matters;
and, after half-an-hour of public time

had been properly wasted, the noble

lord on one side and the noble lord

on the other duly explained ;—paid

each other the highest possible com-
pliments, and Lumley was left to

conclude his vindication, which nour

seemed a comparatively flat matter
after the late explosion. He com-
pleted his task so as to satisfy, appa-

rently, all parties—for all parties were
now tired of the thing, and wanted

to go to bed. But the next morning
there were whispers about the town
— articles in the different papers,

evidently by authority— rejoicings

among the opposition—and a general

feeling, that, though the Government
might keep together that session, its

dissensions would break out before

the next meeting of parliament.

As Lumley was wrapping himself

in his cloak after this stormy debate,

the Marquess of Raby— a peer of

large possessions, and one who entirely

agreed with Lumley's views—came
up to him, and proposed that they

should go home together in Lord

Raby's carriage. Vargrave willingly

consented, and dismissed his own
servants.

" You did that admirably, my dear

Vargrave !
" said Lord Raby, when

they were seated in the carriage. " I

quite coincide in all your sentiments
;

I declare my blood boiled when 1

heard * * * * (the Premier) appear

half inclined to throw you over. Your
hit upon ***** was first-rate

—

he will not get over it for a mouth
;

and you extricated yourself well."
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* 1 am glad you approve my conduct

—it comforts me," said Vargrave,

feelingly; "at the same time I see

all the consequences : but I can brave

all for the sake of character and con-

science
'

" i feel just as you do !

" replied

Lord Raby, with some warmth ; "and
if I thought that * * * * meant to

"ield this question, I should certainly

ippose his administration."

Vargrave shook his head, and held

his tongue, which gave Lord Raby a

high idea of his discretion.

After a few more observations on

political matters, Lord Raby invited

Lumley to pay him a visit at his

country-seat.

" I am going to Knaresdean next

Monday
;
you know we have races in

the park—and really they are some-

times good sport : at all events, it is

a very pretty sight. There will be

nothing in the Lords now—the recess

is just at hand ; and if you can spare

the time, Lady Raby and myself will

be delighted to see you."
" You may be sure, my dear lord, I

cannot refuse your invitation ; indeed,

I intended to v^sit your county next

week. You know, perhaps, a Mr
Merton ?

"

" Charles Merton ?—to be sure

—

most respectable man—capital fellow

—the best parson in the county—no
cant, but thoroughly orthodox ;—he

certainly keeps in his brother, who,

though a very active member, is what
I call a waverer on certain questions.

Have you known Merton long]"
" I dun't know him at all as yet

—

my acquaintance is with his wife and
daughter,—a very fine girl, by the

by. My ward, Miss Cameron, is

staying with them."
" Miss Cameron !— Cameron—ah !

— I understand ; I think I have heard

that—but gossip does not always tell

the truth !

"

Lumley smiled significantly, and
the carriage now stopped at his door.

" Perhaps you will take a seat in

our carriage on Monday 1 " said Lord
Raby.

" Monday ?— unhappily I am en-

gaged ; but on Tuesday your lordship

may expect me."
" Very well—the races begin on

Wednesday : we shall have a full

house—good night 1

"
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CHAPTER V.

"Homunculi quant i 6unt, cum recoijito."*

—

Pladtus.

It is obvious that, for many reasons,

we must be brief upon the political

intrigue in which the scheming spirit

of Lord Vargrave was employed. It

would, indeed, be scarcely possible to

preserve the necessary medium be-

tween too plain a revelation, and too

complex a disguise. It suffices, there-

fore, very shortly to repeat what the

reader has already gathered from

what has gone before—namely, that

the question at issue was one which
has happened often enough in all

governments— one on which the

Cabinet was divideu, and in which the

weaker party was endeavouring to

out-trick the stronger.

The malcontents, foreseeing that

sooner or later the head of the gather-

ing must break, were again divided

among themselves whether to resign

or to stay in, and strive to force a
resignation on their dissentient col-

leagues. The richer and the more
honest were for the former course

;

the poorer and the more dependent
for the latter. We have seen that the

latter policy was that espoused and
recommended by Vargrave — (who,

though not in the Cabinet, always

contrived somehow or other to worm
out its secrets)—at the same time, he
by no means rejected the other string

to his bow. If it were possible so to

arrange and to strengthen his faction,

that, by the coup d'itat of a sudden
resignation in a formidable body, the

whole government might be broken
up, and a new one formed from among
the resignees, it would obviously

• When I reflect, how great your litiiu

men are in their own consideration.

be the best plan. But then Lore

Vargrave was doubtful of his owi

strength, and fearful to play into thi

hands of his colleagues, who migh
be able to stand even better withou
himself and his allies, and, ty

conciliating the opposition, take i

step onward in political move
ment, which might leave Vargrav<

placeless and powerless for years t<

come.

He repented his own rashness i:

the recent debate, which was, indeed
a premature boldness that had sprun|

out of momentary excitement — fo:

the craftiest orator must be indiscree

sometimes. He spent the next feT

days in alternately seeking to explaii

away to one party, and to sound
unite, and consolidate the other. Hii

attempts in the one quarter were re

ceived by the Premier with the cole

politeness of an offended but carefu

statesman, who believed just as mucl
as he chose, and preferred taking hii

own opportunity for a breach with i

subordinate, to risking any impru
dence by the gratification of resent

ment. In the last quarter, the pene
trating adventurer saw that his ground
was more insecure than he had anti

cipated. He perceived in dismay anc
secret rage, that many of those inos,

loud in his favour while lie was uitr.

the Government would desert hhr.

the soonest if thrown out. Liked at

a subordinate minister, he was viewed
with very different eyes the moment
it was a question, whether, instead ol

cheering his sentiments, men should

trust themselves to his guidance,
Some did not wish to displease the

Government; others did not seek U
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.veakcn, but to correct them. One of To this young nobleman Lord Var-

his stanchest allies in the Commons grave was singularly attentive ; he

was a candidate for a peerage—an- was well formed to attract men younger

other suddenly remembered that he than himself; and he eminently suc-

was second cousin to the Premier ;

—

ceeded in his designs upon L">rd

some laughed at the idea of a puppet Doltimore's affection,

premier in Lord Saxingham— others His lordship was a small pale man,
insinuated to Vargmve that he him- with a very limited share of under-

self was not precisely of that standing standing, supercilious in manner,

in the country which would command elaborate in dress, not ill-natured an
respect to a new party, of which, if fond, and with much of the English

not the head, he would be the mouth- gentleman in his disposition ;—thai

piece ;—for themselves they knew, is, he was hcnourable in his ideas and
admired, and trusted him; but those actions, whenever his natural dulness

d—d country gentlemen— and the and neglected education enabled him
dull public ! clearly to perceive (through the midst

Alarmed, wearied, and disgusted, of prejudices, the delusions of others,

the schemer saw himself reduced to and the false lights of the dissipated

submission, for the present at least; society in which he had lived,) what
and more than ever he felt the neces- was right and what wrong. But his

sity of Evelyn's fortune to fall back leading characteristics were vanity

upon, if the chance of the cards should and conceit. He had lived much with

rob him of his salary. He was glad younger sons, cleverer than himself,

to escape for a breathing while from who borrowed his money, sold him
the vexations and harassmeuts that their horses, and won from him at

beset him, and looked forward with card-. In return, they gave him all that

the eager interest of a sanguine and species of flattery which young men
elastic mind—always escaping from can give with so hearty an appearance

one scheme to another—to his excur- of cordial admiration. " You cer-

sion into B shire. tainly have the best horses in Paris.

At the villa of Mr. Douce, Lord —You are really a devilish good fel

Vargrave met a young nobleman who low, Doltiinore. Oh, do you know,
had just succeeded to a property not Doltimore, what little Desire, says of

only large and unencumbered, but of you ! You have certainly turned the

a nature to give him importance in girl's head."

the eyes of politicians. Situated in a ' This sort of adulation from one sex

very small county, the estates of Lord
| was not corrected by any great acer-

Doltimore secured to his nomination
at least one of the representatives,

while a little village at the back of

his pleasure-grounds constituted a

borough, and returned two mem-
bers to parliament. Lord Doltimore,

just returned from the Continent,

had not even taken his seat in

the Lords ; and though his family

connexions, such as they were —
and they were not very high, and
by no means in the fashion—were
ministerial, his own opinions were as

yet unrevealed.

Ho. 204.

bity from the other. Lord Doltimore,

at the age of twenty-two, was a very

good parti; and, whatever his other

deficiencies, he had sense enough to

perceive that he received much greater

attention—whether from opera-dan-

cers in search of a friend, or virtuous

young ladies in search of a husband
—than any of the companions, good-
looking though many of them were,

with whom he had habitually lived.

" You will not long remain in town
now the season is over?" said Var
grave, as aftci dinner he found him

6
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self, by the departure of the ladies,

next to Lord Doltimore.
" No, indeed ; even in the season,

I dont much like London. Paris has

rather spoiled me for any other

place."

" Paris is certainly very charming

—the ease of French life has a fasci-

nation that our formal ostentation

wants. Nevertheless to a man like

you, London must, have many at-

tractions."

" Why, I have a g*i^l many friends

here ; but still, after Ascot, it rather

bores me."
" Have you any horseo on the turf]"
" Not yet ; but Regard (you know

Legard, perhaps—a very good fellow)

is anxious that I should try my luck.

I was very fortunate in the races at

Paris—you know we have established

racing there. The French take to it

quite naturally."

" Ah, indeed !—it is so long since

I have been in Paris—most exciting

amusement ! A propos of races—

1

am going down to Lord Raby's to-

morrow ; I think I saw in one of the

morning papers, that you had very

largely backed a horse entered at

Knaresdean."
" Ye*. Thunderer—I think of buy-

ing Thunderer. Legard — Colonel

Legard—(he was in the Guards, but

he sold out)—is a good judge, and

recommends the purchase. How verj

odd that you too should be going tc

Knaresdean !

"

" Odd, indeed, but most lucky !

—

we can go together, il you are not

better engaged."

Lord Doltimore coloured and hesi-

tated. On the one hand, he was a

little afraid of being alone with so

clever a man ; on the other hand, it

was an honour—it was something for

him to talk of to Legard. Neverthe-

less, the shyness got the better of

the vanity—he excused himself—he
feared he was engaged to take down
Legard.

Lumley smiled, and changed the

conversation ; and so agreeable did he

make himself, that when the party -

broke up, and Lumley had justshaken

hands with his host, Doltimore came
to him, and said in a little confusion

—

"I think I can put off Legard— if

—if you "

"That's delightful !—What tin;.!

shall we start?—need not get down
much before dinner—one o'clock !

"

" Oh, yes !—not too long before

dinner—one o'clock will be a little too

early."

" Two, then. Where are you
staying?"

" At Fenton's."

"I will call for you—good night!

— I long to see Thunderer!"
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CHAPTER VI.

"Lasantede l'ame n'est pas plu9 assuree que celle du corps; et quoique Ton paraisse

eloign e des passions, on n'est pas rnoins en danger de s'y laisser emporter, que de tomber
malade quand on se porte bien."*

—

La Rochefoucauld.

In spite of the efforts of Maltravers

to shun all occasions of meeting

Evelyn, they were necessarily some-

times thrown together in the round

of provincial hospitalities ; and, cer-

tainly, if either Mr. Merton or Caro-

line (the shrewder observer of the

two) had ever formed any suspicion

that Evelyn had made a conquest of

Maltravers, his manner at such times

effectually removed it.

Maltravers was a man to feel deep-

ly ; but no longer a boy to yield to

every tempting impulse. I have said

that fortitude was his favourite vir-

tue—but fortitude is the 'virtue of

great and rare occasion > ; there was

another, equally hard-favoured and
unehowy, which he tock as the staple

of active and everyday duties—and
that virtue was just^w. Now, in

earlier life, he had beta enamoured
of the conventional Florimel that we

call hosour—a shifting and shadowy

phantom, that is but the reflex of the

opinion of the time and clime. But
justice has in it something perma
nent and solid ; and out of justice

arises the real, not the false honour.

"Honour!" said Maltravers—
"honour is to justice as the flower to

the plant—its efflorescence, its bloom,

its consummation ! But honour that

does not spring from justice is but a

piece of painted rag, an artificial rose,

• The health of the soul is not more sure

than that of the body, and although we may
appear free from passions, there is not the

less danger of their at tuck, than of falling

tick, at the moment we are well.

which the men-milliners of society

would palm upon us as more natural

than ihe true."

This principle ofjustice Maltravers

sought to carry out in all things

—

not, perhaps, with constant success ;

for what practice can always embody
theory 1—but still, at least, his en-

deavour at success was constant. This,

perhaps, it was which had ever kept

him from the excesses to which exu-

berant and liberal natures are prone

—from the extravagancies of pseudo-

genius.
" No man," for instance, he was

wont to say, " can be embarrassed in

his own circumstances, and not cause

embarrassment to others. Without

economy, who can be just 1 And
what are charity— generosity—but

the poetry and the beauty of justice]"

No man ever asked Maltravers

twice for a just debt ; and no man
ever once asked him to fulfil a pro-

mise. You felt that, come what

would, you might rely upon his word.

Fo him might have been applied the

witty eulogium passed by Johnson

*apon a certain nobleman :

—
" If he

had promised you an acorn, and the

acorn-season failed in England, he

would have sent to Norway for one .'

"

It was not, therefore, the mere

Norman and chivalrous spirit of

honour, which he had worshipped in

youth as a part of the Beautiful and

Becoming, but which in youth had

yielded to temptation, as a sentiment

ever must ywM to a yassijn—but it

was the ni^ e hud, stul born "•'
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reflective principle, which was the

later growth of deeper and nobler

wisdom, that regulated the conduct

of Maltravers in this crisis of his life.

Certain it is, that he had never but

once loved as he loved Evelyn ; and
yet that he never yielded so little to

the passion.

" If engaged to another," thought

he, " that engagement it is not for a

third person to attempt to dissolve.

I am the last to form a right judg-

ment of the strength or weakness of

the bonds which unite her to Var-

grave—for my emotions would pre-

judice me despite myself. I may
fancy that her betrothed is not

worthy of her—but that is for her to

decide. While the bond lasts, who
can be justified in tempting her to

break it ?

"

Agreeably to these notions, which

the world may, perhaps, consider

over-strained, whenever Maltravers

met Evelyn, he entrenched himself

in a rigid and almost a chilling form-

ality. How difficult this was with

one so simple and ingenuous ! Poor
Evelyn ! she thought she had offended

him—she longed to ask him her

offence—perhaps, in her desire to

rouse his genius into exertion, she

had touched some secret sore, some
latent wound of the memory ? She
recalled all their conversations again

and again. Ah ! why could they not

be renewed ] Upon her fancy and
her thoughts Maltravers had made an
impression not to be obliterated. She
wrote more frequently than ever to

LadyVargrave, and the name of Mal-

travers was found in every page of her

correspondence.

One evening, at the house of a

neighbour, Miss Cameron (with the

Mertons) entered the room almost in

the same instant as Maltravers. The
party was small, and so few had yet

arrived, that it was impossible for

Maltraven, without marked rudeness,

to avoid his friends from the rec-

tory ; and Mrs. Merton, placing her-

self next to Evelyn, graciously mo-
tioned to Maltravers to occupy the

third vacant seat on the sofa, of which
she filled the centre.

" We grudge all your improve-

ments, Mr. Maltravers, since they

cost us your society. But we know
that our dull circle must seem tame

to one who has seen so much. How-
ever, we expect to offer you an in-

ducement soon in Lord Vargrave.

What a lively, agreeable person he

is!"

Maltravers raised his eyes to Evelyn,

calmly and penetratingly, at the latter

part of this speech. He observed

that she turned pale, and sighed in-

voluntarily.

" He had great spirits when I knew
him," said he ;

" and he had then

less cause to make him happy."

Mrs. Merton smiled, and turned

rather pointedly towards Evelyn.

Maltravers continued—" I never

met the late lord. He had none of

the vivacity of his nephew, I believe."

" I have heard that he was very

severe," said Mrs. Merton, lifting her

glass towards a party that had just

entered.

" Severe !" exclaimed Evelyn. "Ah,

if you could have known him —the

kindest—the most indulgent— no

one ever loved me as he did." She

paused, for she felt her lip quiver.

" I beg your pardon, my dear,"

said Mrs. Merton, coolly. Mrs. Mer-

ton had no idea of the pain inflicted

by treading upon a feeling. Maltra

vers was touched, and Mrs. Mertoii

went on. " No wonder he was kind

to you, Evelyn—a brute would be

that ; but he was generally considered

a stern man."
" I never saw a stern look—I never

heard a harsh word ; nay I do not

remember that he ever even used the

word • command,' " said Evelyn, al-

most angrily.

Mrs. Merton was about to reply,
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alien, suddenly, seeing a lady whose

little girl had been ill of the measles,

her motherly thoughts flowed into a

new channel, and she fluttered away

in that sympathy which unites all

the heads of a growing family. Evelyn

and Mai travers were left alone.

' You do not remember your father,

I believe ] " said Maltravers.

" No father but Lord Vargrave
;

while he lived, I never knew the loss

of one."
" Does your mother resemble you?"
" Ah, I wish I could think so ; it is

the sweetest countenance !

"

" Have you no picture of her )
"

" None—she would never consent

to sit."

" Your father was a Cameron ; I

have known some of that name."
" No relations of ours : my mother

says we have none living."

" And have we no chance of seeing

Lady Vargrave in B shire ]

"

" She never leaves home ; but I

hope to return soon to Brook Green."

Maltravers sighed, and the conver-

sation took a new turn.

" I have to thank you for the books

you so kindly sent— I ought to have

returned them ere this," said Evelyn.
" I have no use for them. Poetry

has lost its charm for me ; especially

that species of poetry which unites

with the method and symmetry some-

thing of the coldness of Art. How
did you like Alfieri?"

" His language is a kind of Spartan

French," answered Evelyn, in one of

those happy expressions which every
now and then showed the quickness
af her natural talent.

"Yea," said Maltravers, smiling;
" the criticism is acute. Poor Alfieri

!

—in his wild life and his stormy pas-

sions, he threw out all the redundance

of his genius ; and his poetry is but

the representative of his thoughts—
not his emotions. Happier the ma&
of genius who lives upon his reason,

and wastes feeling only on his verse
!

"

" You do not think that we wash
feeling upon human beings?" said

Evelyn, with a pretty laugh.
" Ask me that question when you

have reached my years, and can look

upon fields on which you have lavished

your warmest hopes—your noblest

aspirations—your tenderest affections

—and see the soil all profitless and
harren. ' Set not your heart on the

things of earth,' saith the Preacher."

Evelyn was affected by the tone,

the words, and the melancholy coun-

tenance of the speaker.
" You, of all men, ought not to

think thus," said she, with a sweet

eagerness ;
" you who have done so

much to awaken and to soften the

heart in others—you—who— " she

stopped short, and added, more grave-

ly, " Ah, Mr. Maltravers, I cannot

reason with you, but I can hope you
will refute your own philosophy."

'Were your wish fulfilled," answered

Maltravers, almost with sternness
1

and with an expression of great pain

in his compressed lips, " I should

have to thank you for much misery."

He rose abruptly, and turned away.
" How have I offended him ?

*

thought Evelyn, sorrowfully ;
" I

never speak but to wound him—what
liave I done ?

"

She could have wished, in her sim-

ple kindness, to follow him, and make
peace; but he was now in a coterie of

strangers ; and shortly afterwards he
left the room, and she did not see him
again for weeks.
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CHAPTER VII.

Nihil est aliud magnum quam multa minuta. ' *

—

Vet. Auct.

Ah anxious event disturbed the

smooth current of cheerful life at

Merton Rector}'. One morning when
Evelyn came down she missed little

Sophy, who had contrived to establish

for herself the undisputed privilege

3f a stool beside Miss Cameron at

breakfast. Mrs. Merton appeared

with a graver face than usual. Sophy
was unwell, was feverish ; the scarlet

fever had been in the neighbourhood.

Mrs. Merton was very uneasy.

" It is the more unlucky, Caroline,"

added the mother, turning to Miss

Merton, " because to-morrow, you

know, we were to have spent a few

days at Knaresdean, to see the races.

If poor Sophy does not get better, I

fear you and Miss Cameron must, go

without me. I can send to Mr3.

Hare to be your chaperon ; she would

be delighted."

" Poor Sophy !
" said Caroline ;

" I

am very sorry to hear she is unwell

;

but I think Taylor would take great

care of her
;
you surely need not stay,

unless she is much worse."

Mrs. Merton, who, tame as she

seemed, was a fond and attentive

mother, shook her head and said

nothing : but Sophy was much worse

before noon. The doctor was sent

for, and pronounced it to be the

scarlet fever.

It was now necessary to guard

against the infection. Caroline hud

had the complaint, an. she willingly

shared in her mother's watch of love

for two or three hours. Mrs. Merton

« There is nothing so great, as the collec-

tion of the minute.

gave up the party. Mrs. Hare (the

wife of a rich squire in the neighbour-

hood) was written to, and that lady

willingly agreed to take charge of

Caroline and her friend.

Sophy had been left, asleep. Whe:.
Mrs. Merton returned to her bed, she

found Evelyn quietly stationed there.

This alarmed her, for Evelyn had

never had the scarlet fever, and had

been forbidden the sick room. But
poor little Sophy had waked and
querulously asked for her dear Evy •

and Evy, who had been hovering

round the room, heard the inquiry

from the garrulous nurse, and come
in she would ; and the child gazed

at her so beseechingly, when Mrs.

Merton entered, and said so piteously,

" Don't take Evy away," that Evelyn

stoutly7 declared that she was not the

least afraid of infection, and stay she

must. Nay, her share in the nursing

would be the more necessary, since

Caroline was to go to Knaresdean the

next day.

" But you go too, my dear Miss

Cameron ]

"

" Indeed I could not ; I don't care

for races, I never wished to go; I

would much sooner have stayed ; and
I am sure Sophy will net get well

without me— will you, dear ?

"

" Oh, yes, yes—if I 'm to keep you

from the nice races— I should be

worse if I thought that."

" But I don't like the nice races,

Sophy, as your sister Carry does ; she

must go ; they can't do without her
;

— but nobody knows me, so I shall

not be missed."
" I can't hear of such a thing," said
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Airs. Merton, with tears in her eyes
;

and Evelyn said no more then ;—but

the next morning Sophy was still

worse, and the mother was too anxious

and too sad to thiak more of ceremony

and politeness,—so Evelyn stayed.

A momentary pang shot across

Evelyn's breast when all was settled
;

but she suppressed the sigh which

accompanied the thought that she

had lost the only opportunity she

might have for weeks of seeing Mal-

travers ; to that chance she had indeed

looked forward, with interest and

timid pleasure,—the chance was lost

—but why should it vex her—what

was he to her?

Caroline's heart smote her, as she

came into the room in her lilac

bonnet and new dress ; and little

Sophy, turning on her, eyes which,

though languid, still expressed a

child's pleasure at the sight of finery,

exclaimed, " How nice and pretty you

look, Carry !—do take Evy with you

—Evy looks pretty too !

"

Caroline kissed the child in silence,

and paused irresolute
;
glanced at her

dress, and then at Evelyn, who smiled

on her without a thought of envy
;

and she had half a mind to stay too,

when her mother entered with a

letter from Lord Vargrave. It was

short : he should be at the Knares-

dean races—hoped to meet them
there, and accompany them home.
This information re-decided Caroline,

while it rewarded Evelyn. In a few

minutes more, Mrs. Hare arrived

;

and Caroline, glad to escape, perhaps,

her own compunction, hurried into

the carriage, with a hasty " God bless

you all !—don't fret— I 'in sure she

will be well to-morrow—and mind,
Evelyn, you don't catch the fever

!

"

Mr. Merton looked grave and sighed,

as he handed her into the carriage
;

but when, seated there, she turned

round and kissed her hand at him,
she looked so handsome and dis-

tinguished, that a sentiment of pater-

nal pride smoothed down his vexation

at her want of feeling. He himself

gave up the visit ; but a little time

after, when Sophy fell into a tranquil

sleep, he thought he might venture to

canter across the country to the race-

ground, and return to dinner.

Days—nay. a whole week passed

—

the races were over—but Caroline

had not returned. Meanwhile Sophy's

fever left her ; she could quit her bed
—her room—she could come down
stairs again—and the family was

happy. It is astonishing how the

least ailment in those little things

stops the wheels of domestic life !

Evelyn fortunately had not caught

the fever : she was pale, and somewhat
reduced by fatigue and confinement:

but she was amply repaid by the

mother's swimming look of quiet

gratitude—the father's pressure of the

hand—Sophy's recovery—and her

own good heart. They had heard

twice from Caroline, putting off her

return :—Lady Kaby was so kind, she

could not get away till the party broke

up ;—she was so glad to hear such an
account of Sophy.

Lord Vargrave had not yet arrived

at the rectory to stay ; but he had
twice ridden over, and remained there

some hours. He exerted himself to

the utmost to please Evelyn ; and she

—who, deceived by his manners, and
influenced by the recollections of long

and familiar acquaintance, was blinded

to his real character—reproached her-

self more bitterly than ever for her

repugnance to his suit and her un-

grateful hesitation to obey the wishes

of her stepfather.

To the Mertons, Lumley spoke with

good-natured praise of Caroline ; she

was so much admired ; she was the

beauty at Knaresdean. A certain

young friend of his, Lord Doltimore,

was evidently smitten. The parents

thought much over the ideas conjured

up by that last sentence.
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One morning, the garrulous Mrs.

Hare—the gossip of the neighbour-

hood—called at the rectory ; she had
returned, two days before, from
Knaresdean ; and she, too, had her

tale to tell of Caroline's conquests.

"I assure you, my dear Mrs. Merton,

if we had not all known that his heart

was pre-occupied, we should have

thought that Lord Yargrave was her

warmest admirer. Most charming
man, Lord Yargrave !—but as for

Lord Doltimore, it was quite a flirta-

tion. Excuse me—no scandal, you
know, ha, ha !—a fine young man,
but stiff and reserved—not the. fasci-

nation of Lord Yargrave."
" Does Lord Raby return to town,

or is he now at Knaresdean for the

autumn ]

"

" He goes on Friday, I believe :

very few of the guests are left now.

Lady A., and Lord B., and Lord Yar-

grave and your daughter, and Mr.
Legard, and Lord Doltimore, and
Mrs. and the Misses Cipher ;—all the

rest went the same day I did."

" Indeed ! " said Mr. Merton, in

some surprise.

' Ah, I read your thoughts : you
wonder that Miss Caroline has not

come back—is not that it ] But per-

haps Lord Doltimore—ha, ha !—no
scandal now—do excuse me !

"

" Was Mr. Maltravers at Knares-

deanV asked Mrs. Merton, anxious

to change the subject, and unprepared

with any other question. Evelyn was

cutting out a paper horse for Sophy,

who—all her high spirits flown—was
lying on the sofa, and wistfully follow-

ing her fairy fingers — "Naughty
Evy, you have cut off the horse's

head !

"

"Mr. Maltravers —no, I think not;

no, he was not there. Lord Baby
asked him pointedly to come, and
was, I know, much disappointed that

he did not. But dpropoa of Mr.

Maltravers : I met him not a quarter

of hour ago, this morning, as I was
,

coming to you. You know we have

leave to come through his park, and

as I was in the park at the time, 1

stopped the carriage to speak to him.

I told him that I was coming here,

and that you had had the scarlet

fever in the house, which was the

reason you had not gone to the races

;

and he turned quite pale, and seemed
so alarmed. I said we were all afraid

that Miss Cameron should catch it

;

and, excuse me—ha, ha !—no scandal,

I hope—but
"

•' Mr. Maltravers," said the butler,

throwing open the door.

Maltravers entered with a quick and
even a hurried step ; he stopped short

when he saw Evelyn ; and his whole

countenance was instantly lightened

up by a joyous expression, which as

suddenly died away.

"This is kind, indeed," said Mrs.

Merton ;
" it is so long since we have

seen you."
" I have been very much occupied,"

muttered Maltravers, almost inaudi-

bly, and seated himself next Evelyn.
" I only just heard—that—that you

had sickness in the house—Miss

Cameron, you look pale—you—you

have not suffered, I hope )

"

" No— I am quite well," said Eve-

lyn, with a smile ; and she felt happy

that her friend was kind to her once

more.
" It 's only me, Mr. Ernest," said

Sophy ;
" you have forgot me !

"

Maltravers hastened to vindicate

himself from the charge, and Sophy

and he were soon made excellent

friends again.

Mrs. Hare, whom surprise at this

sudden meeting had hitherto silenced,

and who longed to shape into elegant

periphrasis the common adage, " Talk

of, &c," now once -more opened her

budget. She tattled on : first to one,

then to the other, then to all ; till she

had tattled herself out of breath ; and

then the orthodox half-hour had ex-

pired, and the bell was rung, and the
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carriage ordered, and Mrs. Hare rose

to depart.
" Do just come to the door, Mrs.

Merton," said she, " and look at my
pony-phaeton, it is so pretty—Lady
Raby admires it so much

;
you ought

to have just such another." As she

spoke, she favoured Mrs. Merton with

a significant glance, that said, as

plainly as glance could say, " I have

something to communicate." Mrs.

Merton took the hint, and followed

the good lady out of the room.
" Do you know, my dear Mrs.

Merton," said Mrs. Hare, in a whisper,

when they were safe in the billiard-

room, that interposed between the

apartment they had left and the hall

;

" do you know whether Lord Yar-

grave and Mr. Maltravers are very

good friends 1

"

'.' No, indeed ; why do you ask ?

"

" Oh, because when I was speaking

to Lord Vargrave about him, he shook
his head ; and really I don't remem-
ber what his lordship said ; but he

seemed to speak as if there was a

little soreness. And then he inquired

very anxiously, if Mr. Maltravers was

much at the rectory ! and looked dis-

omposed when he found you were

such near neighbours. You '11 excuse

me, you know—ha, ha !—but we 're

such old friends !—and if Lord Yar-

grave is coming to stay here, it might
be unpleasant to meet—you '11 excuse

me. I took the liberty to tell him, he

need not be jealous of Mr. Maltravers

—ha, ha !—not a marrying man at

all. But I did think. Miss Caroline

was the attraction—you'll excuse me
—no scandal—ha, ha ! But, after all,

Lord Doltimore must be the man ;

—

well, good morning. I thought I d

just give you this hint. Is not the

phaeton pretty ] Kind compliments

to Mr. Merton."

And the lady drove off.

During this confabulation, Maltra-

vers and Evelyn were left alone with

Sophy. Maltravers had continued to

lean over the child, and appeared list-

ening to her prattle ; while Evelyn,

having risen to shake hands with Mrs.

Hare, did not reseat herself, but went
to the window, and busied herself with

a flower-stand in the recess.

" Oh, very fine, Mr. Ernest," said

Sophy (always pronouncing that pro-

per name as if it ended in th), "you
care very much for us to stay away so

long—don't he, Evy ? I've a great

mind not to speak to you, sir, that I

have !

"

" That would be too heavy a punish-

ment, Miss Sophy—only, luckily, it

would punish yourself; you could not

live without talking—talk—talk

—

talk !

"

"But I might never have talked more,
Mr. Ernest, if mamma and pretty Evy
had not been so kind to me ;

" and the

child shook her head mournfully, as if

she had pitie tie soi-meme. " But you
won't stay away so long again, will

you 1 Sophy play to-morrow—come
to morrow, and swing Sophy—no nice

swinging since you 've been gone."

While Sophy spoke, Evelyn turned

half round, as if to hear Maltravers

answer ; he hesitated and Evelyn
spoke

" You must not tease Mr. Maltra-

vers so : Mr. Maltravers has too much
to do to come to us."

Now this was a very pettish speech

in Evelyn, and her cheek glowed
while she spoke ; but an arch, pro-

voking smile was on her lips.

" It can be a privation only to me,
Miss Cameron," said Maltravers,

rising, and attempting in vain to re-

sist the impulse that drew him to-

wards the window. The reproach in

her tone and words at once pained

and delighted him ; and then this

scene—the suffering child—brought

back to him his first interview with

Evelyn herself. He forgot, for the

moment, the lapse of time—the new
ties she had formed—his own resolu

tions.
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" That is a bad compliment to us,"

answered Evelyn ingenuously; "do you

think we are so little worthy your

society as not to value it? But, per-

haps " (she added, sinking her voice)

" perhaps you have been offended

—

perhaps I— 1—said—something that

—that hurt you !

"

" You !." repeated Maltravers, with

emotion.

Sophy, who had been attentively

listening, here put in
—

" Shake hands

and make it up with Evy—you 've

been quarrelling, naughty Ernest !

"

Evelyn laughed, and tossed back

her sunny ringlets. " I think Sophy
is right," said she, with enchanting

simplicity ;
" let us make it up ;" and

she held out her band to Maltravers.

Maltravers pressed the fair hand to

his lips. "Alas
!

" said he, affected

with various feelings which gave a

tremor to bis deep voice, "your only

fault is, that your society makes me
discontented with my solitary home

;

and as solitude must be my fate in

life, I seek to enure myself to it be-

times."

Here, whether opportunely or not,

it is for the reader to decide—Mrs.

Merton returned to the room.

She apologised for her absence-
talked of Mrs. Hare, and the little

Master Hares—fine boys, but noisy
;

and then she asked Maltravers if he

had seen Lord Vargrave since his lord-

ship had been in the county.

Maltravers replied with coldness,

that he had not had that honour

;

that Vargrave had called on him in

his way from the rectory the other

day, but that he was from home, and

that he had not seen him fur some
years.

" He is a person of most prepos-

sessing manners," said Mrs. Merton.
" Certainly—most propossessing."

" And very clever."

" He has great talents."

" He seems most amiable."

Maltravers bowed, and glanced to-

wards Evelyn, whose face, however,

was turned from him.

The turn the conversation had
taken was painful to the visitor, and
he rose to depart.

" Perhaps," said Mrs. Merton, " you
will meet Lord Vargrave at dinner

to-morrow ; he will stay with us a

few days — as long as he can be

spared."

Maltravers meet Lord Vargrave

!

—the happy Vargrave ! — the be-

trothed to Evelyn !—Maltravers wit-

ness the familiar rights—the enchant-

ing privileges accorded to another !

—

and that other one whom he could

not believe worthy of Evelyn ! He
writhed at the picture the invitation

conjured up.

" You are very kind, my dear Mrs.

Merton, but I expect a visitor at Bur-

leigh—an old and dear friend, Mr.

Cleveland."
" Mr. Cleveland !—we shall be de-

lighted to see him too. We knew him
many years ago, during your mino-

rity, when he used to visit Burleigh

two or three times a-year."

" He is changed since then ; he is

often an invalid. I fear I cannot an-

swer for him ; but he will call as soon

as he arrives, and apologise for himself."

Maltravers then hastily took his

departure. He would not trust himself

to do more than bow distantly to Evelyn;

—she looked at him reproachfully. So,

then, it was really premeditated and
resolved upon— his absence from the

rectory—and why ?- she was grieved

—she was offended—but more grieved

than offended — perhaps because

esteem, interest, admiration, are more
tolerant and charitable than Love

!
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CHAPTER VIIL

" Arethuta. Tis well, my lord, you 're courting of ladiea.******
ClaremonL Sure this lady has a good turn done her against her will.'*

—

Pbilabtkr.

In the breakfast-room at Knaresdean,

the same day, and almost at the same
hour, in which occurred the scene and

conversation at the rectory recorded

in our last chapter, sate Lord Var-

grave and Caroline alone. The party

had dispersed, as was usual, at noon.

They heard at a distance the sounds

of the billiard balls. Lord Doltiniore

was playing with Colonel Legard, one

of the best players in Europe, but

who, fortunately for Doltimore, had,

of late, made it a rule never to play for

money. Mrs. and the Misses Cipher,

and most of the guests, were in the

billiard-room looking on. Lady Raby
was writing letters, and Lord Raby
riding over his home farm. Ca.oline

and Lumley had been for some time in

close and earnest conversation. Miss
Merton was seated in a large arm-

chair, much moved, with her hand-

kerchief to her eyes. Lord Yargrave,

with his back to the chimney-piece,

was bending down, and speaking in a

very low voice, while his quick eye

glanced, ever and anon, from the

lady's countenance to the windows

—

to the doors, to be prepared against

any interruption.

" >>"o, my dear friend," said he, " be-

lieve me that I am sincere. My feel-

ings for you are, indeed, such as no
words can paint."

" Then why "

** Why wish you wedded to another

—why wed another myself] Caro-

line, I have often before explained to

you that we are in this the victims of

an inevitable fate It is absolutely

necessary that I should wed Miss Ca-

meron. I never deceived you from
the first. I should have loved her,

—

my heart would have accompanied my
hand, butfor your too seductive beauty,

—your superior mind !—yes, Caro-

line, your mind attracted me more
than your beauty. Your mind seemed
kindred to my own—inspired with the

proper and wise ambition which re-

gards the fools of the world as pup-

pets—as counters—as chessmen. For
myself, a very angel from heaven

could not make me give up the great

game of lift ;—yielc to my ener^.c.3

—

slip from the laddei -»> nruavel the

web I have woven ! Share my heart

—my friendship—my schemes ! this

is the true and dignified affection that

should exist between minds like

ours; all the rest is the prejudice of

children."

" Yargrave, I am ambitions —
worldly : I own it, but I could give

up all for you !

"

" You think so, for you do not

know the sacrifice. You see me now
apparently rich—in power—courted

;

and this fate you are willing to share;

—and this fate you should share, were

it the real one I could bestow on you.

But reverse the medal. Deprived of

office— fortune gone— debts pres-

sing— destitution notorious—the ridi-

cule of embarrassments—the disrepute

attached to poverty and defeated am-
bition—an exile in some foreign town

on the poor pension to which alone I

should be entitled— a mendicant on

the public purse ; and that, too, so eat



92 ALICE; OR, THE MYSTERIES.

into by demands and debts, that there

is not a grocer in the next market-
town who would envy the income of

the retired minister ! Retire, fallen

—despised,—in the prime of life—in

the zenith of my hopes ! Suppose
that I could bear this for myself

—

could I bear it for you ? You, born
to be the ornament of courts ! and
you,—could you see me thus? life

embittered—career lost— and feel,

generous as you are, that your love

had entailed on me—on us both—on
our children—this miserable lot

!

Impossible, Caroline ! we are too wise

for such romance. It is not because
we love too little, but because our love

is worthy of each other, that we dis-

dain to make love a curse ! We can-

not wrestle against the world, but we
may shake hands with it, and worm
the. miser out of its treasures. My
heart must be ever yours—my hand
must be Miss Cameron's. Money 1

must have !—my whole career de-

pends on it. It is literally with me the

highwayman's choice—money or life."

Vargrave paused, and took Caro-

line's hand.
" I cannot reason with you," said'

she; "you know the strange empire
you have obtained over me, and,

certainly, in spite of all that has
passed (and Caroline turned pale) I

could bear anything rather than that

you should hereafter reproach me for

selfish disregard of your interests

—

your just ambition."
" My noble friend ! I do not say

that I shall not feel a deep and sharp
pang at seeing you wed another,

—

but I shall be consoled by the thought
that I have assisted to procure for

you a station worthier of your merits
than that which I can offer. Lord
Doltimore is rich— you will teach

him to employ his riches well—he is

weak—your intellect will govern him
;

he is in love—your beauty will suf-

fice to preserve his regard. Ah, we
shall be dear friends to the last

!

More—but to the same effect— did

this able and crafty villain continue

to address to Caroline, whom he alter-

|

nately soothed, irritated, flattered,

I

and revolted. Love him she certainly
' did, as far as love in her could extend

;

but perhaps his rank, his reputation,

had served to win her affection ; and,

not knowing his embarrassments, she

had encouraged a worldly hope, that

if Evelyn should reject his hand it

might be offered to her. Under this

impression she had trifled—she had
coquetted—she had played with the

serpent till it had coiled around her

—and she could not escape its fasci-

nation and its folds. She was sin-

cere—she could have resigned much
for Lord Vargrave ; but his picture

startled and appalled her. For diffi-

culties in a palace she might be

prepared— perhaps even for some
privations in a cottage ornee— but

certainly not for penury in a lodging-

house ! She listened by degrees with

more attention to Vargrave's descrip-

tion of the power and homage that

would be hers if she could secure

Lord Doltimore : she listened, and
was in part consoled. But the thought

of Evelyn again crossed her; and,

perhaps, with natural jealousy was

mingled some compunction at the

fate to which Lord Vargrave thus

coldly appeared to condemn one so

lovely and so innocent.
" But do not, Vargrave," she said,

" do not be too sanguine ; Evelyn may
reject you. She does not see you

with my eyes ; it is only a sense of

honour that, as yet, forbids her openly

to refuse the fulfilment of an engage-

ment from which I know that she

shrinks ; and if she does refuse,—and

you be free,—and I another's
"

" Even in that case," interrupted

Vargrave, " I must turn to the Golden

Idol ; my rank and name must buy
me an heiress, if not so endowed as

Evelyn, wealthy enough, at least, to

take from my wheel? the drag-chain
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oi disreputable debt. But Evelyn

—

I will not doubt of her !—her heart is

still unoccupied 1

"True, as yet her affections are

not engaged ."

" And this Maltravers—she is ro-

mantic, I fancy—did he seem capti-

vated by her beauty or her fortune ?

"

" No, indeed, I think not ; ne nas

been very little with us of late. He
talked to her more as to a child

—

there is a disparity of years."

" I am many years older than Mal-

travers," muttered Vargrave, moodily.
" You !—but your manner is live-

lier, and, therefore, younger !

"

" Fair flatterer ! Maltravers does

not love me : I fear his report of my
character

"

" I never heard him speak of you,

Vargrave ; and I will do Evelyn the

justice to say, that precisely as she

dos3 not love she esteems and respects

you."
" Esteems—respects—these are the

feelings for a prudent Hymen," said

Vargrave, with a smile. " But, hark !

I don't hear the billiard balls ; they

may find us here—we had better

separate."

Lord Vargrave lounged into the

billiard-room. The young men had
just finished playing, and were about

to vUit Thunderer, who had won the

race, and was now the property of

Lord Doltimore.

Vargrave accompanied them to the

stables ; and, after concealing his

ignorance of horse-flesh as well as he

could, beneath a profusion of compli-

ments on fore-hand, hindquarters,

breeding, bone, substance, and famous
points, he contrived to draw Doltimore

into the court-yard, while Colonel

Legard remained in converse high

with the head-groom.
" Doltimore, I leave Knaresdean to-

morrow
;
you go to London, I suppose 1

Will you take a little packet for me to

the Home Office ]

"

" Certainly, when I go ; but I think

of staying a few days with Legard's

uncle— the old admiral— he has a

hunting-box in the neighbourhood,

and has asked us both over."

"Oh i I can detect the attraction

—

but certainly it is a fair one— the

handsomest girl in the county
;
pity

she has no money."
" I don't care for money," said Lord

Doltimore, colouring and settlii. his

chin in his neckcloth ;
" but yoi ar6

mistaken ; I have no thoughts cnat

way. Miss Merton is a very fine girl;

but I doubt much if she cares for me.
I would never marry any woman who
was not very much in love with me."

And Lord Doltimore laughed rather

foolishly.

" You are more modest than clear-

sighted," said Vargrave, smiling; " but

mark my words— I predict that

the beauty of next season will be a

certain Caroline Lady Doltimore !

"

The conversation dropped.

" I think that will be settled well,"

said Vargrave to himself, as he was
dressing for dinner. " Caroline will

manage Doltimore, and I shall manage
one vote in the Lords and three in the

Commons. I have already talked him
into proper politics ; a trifle all this,

to be sure : but I had nothing else to

amuse me, and one must never lose an
occasion. Besides, Doltimore is rich,

and rich friends are always useful. I

have Caroline, too, in my power, and
she may be of service with respect to

this Evelyn, whom, instead of loving,

I half hate : she has crossed my path,

robbed me of wealth ; and now—if

she does refuse me but no, I will

not think of thai I
"
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CHAPTER IX.

" Out of our reach the gods have laid

Of time to come the event

;

And laugh to see the fools afraid

Of what the knaves invent."

—

Skdlby, from Lycophron.

The next day Caroline returned to the

rectory in Lady Raby's carriage ; and

two hours after her arrival came Lord
Vargrave. Mr. Merton had secured

the principal persons in the neigh-

bourhood to meet a guest so distin-

guished, and Lord Vargrave, bent on

shining in the eyes of Evelyn, charmed
all with his affability and wit. Evelyn

he thought seemed pale and dispirited.

He pertinaciously devoted himself to

her all the evening. Her ripening

understanding was better able than

heretofore to appreciate his abilities;

yet, inwardly, she drew comparisons

between his conversation and that of

Maltravers, not to the advantage of

the former. There was much that

amused, but nothing »,hat interested,

in Lord Vargrave's fluent ea^e. When
he attempted sentiment, the vein was

hard and hollow ;—he was only at

home on worldly topics. Caroline's

spirits were, as usual in society, high,

but her laugh seemed forced, and her

eye absent.

The next day, after breakfast, Lord

Vargrave walked alone to Burleigh :

as he crossed the copse that bordered

the park, a large Persian greyhound

sprang towards him, barking loudly
;

and, lifting his eyes, he perceived the

form of a man walking slowly along

one of the paths that intersected the

wood. He recognised Maltravers.

They had not till then encountered

since their meeting a few weeks before

Florence's death , and a pang of con-

science came across the schemer's cold

heart. Years rolled away from the

past—he recalled the young, generous,

ardent man, whom, ere the character

or career of either had been developed,

he had called his friend. He remem-
bered their wild adventures and gay
follies, in climes where they had been

all in all to each other ;—and the

beardless boy, whose heart and purse

were ever open to him, and to whose

very errors of youth and inexperienced

passion, he, the elder and the wiser,

had led and tempted, rose before him
in contrast to the grave and melan-

choly air of the baffled and solitary

man, who now slowly approached him
—the man whose proud career he had
served to thwart— whose heart his

schemes had prematurely soured

—

whose best years had been consumed
in exile- -a sacrifice to the grave,

which a selfish and dishonourable

villainy had prepared !— Cesarini, the

inmate of a mad-house—Florence in

her shroud :—such were the visions

the sight of Maltravers conjured up.

And to the soul which the unwonted
and momentary remorse awakened,

a boding voice whispered— "And
thinkest thou that thy schemes shall

prosper, and thy aspirations succeed !"

For the first time in his life, perhaps,

the unimaginative Vargrave felt the

mystery of a presentiment of warning

and of evil.

The two men met ; and with an

emotion which seemed that of honest
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and real feeling, Lumley silently held

out his hand, and half turned away
his head.

" Lord Vargrave ! " said Maltravers,

with an equal agitation, " it is long

since we have encountered,"
" Long — very long," answered

Lumley, striving hard to regain his

self-possession ;
" years have changed

us both ; but I trust it has still left in

you, as it has in me, the remembrance
of our old friendship."

Maltravers was silent, and Lord
Vargrave continued

—

"You do not answer me, Maltra-

vers : can political differences, oppo-

site pursuits, or the mere lapse of

time, have sufficed to create an irre-

vocable gulf between us ] Why may
we not be friends again ?

"

Friends !" echoed Maltravers ; "at
our age that word is not so lightly

spoken—that tie is not so unthink-

ingly formed — as when we were

younger men."
" But may not the old tie be re-

newed 1

"

" Our ways in life are different

;

and were I to scan your motives and

career with the scrutinising eyes of

friendship, it might only serve to

separate us yet more. I am sick of

the great juggle of ambition, and I

have no sympathy left for those who
creep into the pint-bottle, or swallow

the naked sword."
" Ifyou despise the exhibition, why,

then, let us laugh at it together, for I

am as cynical as yourself."

"Ah !" said Maltravers with a smile,

half mournful, half bitter, "but are

you not one of the Impostors 1

"

" Who ought better to judge of the

Eleusiniana than one of the Initiated 1

But, seriously, why on earth should

political differences part private friend-

ships ? Thank Heaven ! such has

never been my maxim."
" If the differences be the result of

honest convictions on either side, No.

But are you honest, Lumley 1

"

"Faith, I have got into the habit

! of thinking so ; and habit 's a second

nature. However, I dare say we shall

I

meet yet in the arena, so I must not

I

betray my weak points. How is it,

j

Maltravers, that they see so little of

I

you at the rectory ? you are a great

i

favourite there. Have you any living

that Charley Merton could hold with

his own ]—You shake your head. And
what think you of Miss Cameron, m\
intended?"

" You speak lightly. Perhaps you

" Feel deeply—you were going to

say. I do. In the hand of my ward,

Evelyn Cameron, I trust to obtain at

once the domestic happiness to which

I have as yet been a stranger, and the

wealth necessary to my career."

Lord Vargrave continued, after a

short pause, " Though my avocations

have separated us so much, I have no
doubt of her steady affection,—and I

may add of her sense of honour. She
alone can repair to me what else had
been injustice in my uncle." He then

proceeded to repeat the moral obliga-

tions which the late lord had imposed

on Evelyn;— obligations that he
greatly magnified. Maltravers listened

attentively, and said little.

" And these obligations being fairly

considered," added Vargrave, with a

smile, " I think, even had I rivals,

that they could scarcely in honour
attempt to break an existing engage-

ment."

"Not while the engagement lasted,"

answered Maltravers; "not till one

or the other had declined to fulfil it,

and therefore left both free : but I

trust it will be an alliance in which
all but affection will be forgotten

—

that of honour alone would be but a

harsh tie."

" Assuredly," said Vargrave ; and,

as if satisfied with what had passed,

he turned the conversation—praised

Burleigh—spoke of county matters —
resumed his habitual gaiety, though
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it was somewhat subdued—and, pro-

mising to call again soon, he at last

took his leave.

Maltravers pursued his solitary

rambles : and his commune with him-

self was stern and searching.

" And so," thought he, " this prize

is reserved for Vai grave ! W hy should

] deem him unworthy of the treasure ]

May he not be worthier, at all event*,

than this soured temper and erring

heart ? And he is assured too of her

affection! Why this jealous pangl
Why can the fountain within never

be exhausted ] Why, through so many
scenes and sufferings, have I still re-

tained the vain madness of my youth

—the haunting susceptibility to love)

This is my latest folly."
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BOOK IV.

CHAPTER L

" Abroad uneasy, nor content at home.*****
And Wisdom shows the ill without the cure."

—

Hammond : Elegit*.

Two or three days after the interview

between Lord Vargrave and Maltra-

vers, the solitude of Burleigh was

relieved by the arrival of Mr. Cleve-

land. The good old gentleman, when
free from attacks of the gout, which

were now somewhat more frequent

than formerly, was the same cheerful

and intelligent person as ever. Ami-

able, urbane, accomplished, and bene-

volent—there was just enough world-

liness in Cleveland's nature to make
his views sensible as far as they went,

but to bound their scope. Every

thing he said was so rational—and yet,

to an imaginative person, his conver-

sation was unsatisfactory, and his

philosophy somewhat chilling.

" I cannot say how pleased and sur-

prised I am at your care of the fine

old place," said he to Maltravers, as,

leaning on his cane and his ci-devant

pupil's arm, he loitered observantly

through the grounds—" I see every

where the presence of the Master."

And certainly the praise was de-

served !—the gardens were now in

order—the dilapidated fences were

repaired—the weeds no longer encum-

bered the walks—Nature was just

assisted and relieved by Art, without
being oppressed by too officious a ser-

vice from her handmaid. In the

house itself, some suitable and appro-

priate repairs and decorations—with
such articles of furniture as combined
modern comfort with the ancient and
picturesque shapes of a former fashion

—had redeemed the mansion from aL
appearance of dreariness and neglect

while still was left to its quaint halls

and chambers the character which
belonged to their archit aire and
associations. It was surp^.sing how
much a little exercise of simple iaste

had effected.

" I am glad you approve «bat I

have done," said Maltravers. - 1 know
not how it was, but the desolation of

the place, when I returned to it, re-

proached me. We contract friendship

with places as with human beings,

and fancy they have claims upon us ;

—at least that is my weakness."
" And an amiable one it is, too—

I

share it. As for me, I look upon
Temple Grove as a fond husband
upon a fair wife. I am always

anxious to adorn it, and as proud of

its beauty as if it could understand

2
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and thank me for my partial admira-

tion. When I leave you, I intend

going to Paris, for the purpose of

attending a sale of the pictures and
j

effects of Monsieur De . These

auctions are to me what a jeweller's

Bhop is to a lover ; but then, Ernest,

1 am an old bachelor."

" And I, too, am an Arcadian," said

Maltravers, with a smile.

" Ah, but you are not too old for

repentance. Burleigh now requires

nothing but a mistress."

" Perhaps it may soon receive that

addition. I am yet undecided whether

I shall sell it."

" Sell it !—sell Burleigh !—the last

memorial of your mother's ancestry !

—the classic retreat of the graceful

Digbys ! Sell Burleigh !

"

"I had almost resolved to do so

.Then I came hither ; then I foreswore

the intention : now again I sometimes

sorrowfully return to tfie
!

fc&."

"And in Heaven's name, why]"
" My old restlessness returns. Busy

myself as I will here, I find the range

of action monotonous and confined.

I began too soon to draw around me
the large circumference of literature

and action; and the small provincial

sphere seems to me a sad going back

in life. Perhaps I should not feel

this, were my home less lonely ; but

as it is—no, the wanderer's ban is on

•ne, and I again turn towards the lands

of excitement and adventure."
" I understand this, Ernest ; but

why is your home so solitary? You
are still at the age in which wise and
congenial unions are the most fre-

quently formed
;
your temper is do-

mestic—your easy fortune and sobered

ambition allow you to choose without

reference to worldly considerations.

Look round the world, and mix with

the world again ; and give Burleigh

the mistress it requires."

Maltravers shook his head, and

righed.

" I do not say," continued Cleve-

land, wrapt in the glowing interest of

the theme, " that you should marry a

mere girl—but an amiable woman,
who, like yourself, has seen something

of life, and knows bow to reckon on
its cares, and to be contented with its

enjoyments."
" You have said enough," said

Maltravers, impatiently; w an expe-

rienced woman of the world, whose

freshness of hope and heart is gone 1

What a picture ! Xo ; to me there

is something inexpressibly beautiful

in innocence and youth. But you
say justly—my years are not those

that would make an union with youth

desirable, or well suited."

" I do not say that," said Cleveland,

taking a pinch of snuff; " but you
should avoid great disparity of age

—

not for the sake of that disparity

itself, but because with it is involved

discord of temper—pursuits, A very

young woman, new to the world, will

not be contented with home alone

;

you are at once too gentle to curb her

wishes, and a little too stern and re-

served—(pardon me for saying so)

—

to be quite congenial to very early

and sanguine youth."

"It is true," said Maltravers, with

a tone of voice that showed he was
struck with the remark : " but how
have we fallen on this subject? let

us change it—I have no idea of

marriage—the gloomy reminiscence

of Florence Lascelles chains me to

the past."

" Poor Florence !—she might once

have suited you, but now you are

older, and would require a calmer and
more malleable temper."

" Peace, I implore you
!

"

The conversation was changed ; and
at noon Mr. Merton, who had heard

of Cleveland's arrival, called at Bur-

leigh to renew an old acquaintance.

He invited them to pass the evening

at the rectory ; and Cleveland, hearing

that whist was a regular amusement,
accepted the invitation for his host
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and himself. But when the evening

came, Maltravers pleaded indisposi-

tion, and Cleveland was obliged to go
alone.

When the old gentleman returned,

about midnight, he found Maltravers

awaiting him in the library; and
Cleveland, having won fourteen

points, was in a very gay, conversible

humour.
" You perverse hermit

!

" said he,

"talk of solitude, indeed, with so

pleasant a family a hundred yards

distant! You deserve to be solitary

—I have no patience with you. They
complain bitterly of your desertion,

and say you were, at first, the enfant

de la maison."

"So you like the Mertons? The
clergyman is sensible, but common-
place."

" A very agreeable man, despite

your cynical definition, and plays a

very fair rubber. But Vargrave is a

first-rate player."

" Vargrav-e is there still ?

"

" Yes, he breakfasts with us to-

morrow—he invited himself."
" Humph !

"

" He played one rubber; the rest of

the evening he devoted himself to the

prettiest girl I ever saw—Miss Ca-

meron. What a sweet face !— so

modest, yet so intelligent ! I talked

with her a good deal during the deals,

in which I cut out. I almost lost my
heart to her."

" So Lord Vargrave devoted himself

to Miss Cameron ]

"

" To be sure,—yon know they are

to be married soon. Merton told me
so. She is very rich. He is the

luckiest fellow imaginable, that Var-

grave ! But he is much too old for

her : she seems to think 60 too. I

can't explain why I think it ; but by
her pretty reserved manner I saw that

she tried to keep the gay minister at

a distance : but it would not do.

Now, if you were ten years younger,

or Miss Cameron ten .years older, you

might have had some chance of cutting

out your old friend."
'' So you think I also am too old

for a lover ?
"

" For a lover of a girl of seventeen,

certainly. You seem touchy on the

score of age, Ernest."

"Not I ;" and Maltravers laughed.
" No ! There was a young gentle-

man present, who, I think, Vargrave

might really find a dangerous rival

—

a Colonel Legard—one of the hand-

somest men I ever saw in my life

;

just the style to turn a romantic

young lady's head ; a mixture of the

wild and the thoroughbred; black

curls—superb eyes—and the softest

manners in the world. But, to be

sure, he has lived all his life in the

best society. Not so his friend, Lord
Doltimore, who has a little too much
of the green-room lounge and French

cafe manner for my taste."

" Doltimore—Legard—names new
tome; Inevermetthemattherectory."

" Possibly ; they are staying at

Admiral Legard's, in the neighbour-

j

hood. Miss Merton made their ac-

quaintance at Knaresdean. A good
• old lady— the most perfect Mrs.

Grundy one would wish to meet with

—who owns the monosyllabic appella-

tion of Hare (and who, being my
partner, trumped my king !), assured

me that Lord Doltimore was des-

perately in love with Caroline Merton.

By the way, now, there is a young
lady of a proper age for you—hand-

some and clever, too."

" You talk of antidotes to matri-

mony :—and so Miss Cameron "

" Oh, no more of Miss Cameron
now, or I shall sit up all night

;

she has half turned my head. I

can't help pitying her—married to

one so careless and worldly as LorH

Vargrave—thrown so young into the

whirl of London. Poor thing ! she

had better have fallen in love with

Legard ; which I dare say she will do,

after alL Well, good night I

"
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CHAPTER II.

" Passion, as frequently is seen,

Subsiding, settles into spleen :

Hence, as the plague of happy life,

I ran away from party strife."

—

Matthew Greun.

" Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate

The dark decrees and will of fate."

—

Ibid.

According to his engagement, Var-

grave breakfasted the next morning

at Burleigh. Maltravers, at first,

struggled to return his familiar cor-

diality with equal graciousness. Con-

demning himself for former and un-

founded suspicions, he wrestled against

feelings which he could not, or would

not, analyse, but which made Lumley

an unwelcome visitor, and connected

him with painful associations, whether

of the present or the past. But there

were points on which the penetration

of Maltravers served to justify his

prepossessions.

The conversation, chiefly sustained

<4y Cleveland and Vargrave, fell on

public questions ; and, as one was

opposed to the other, Vargrave's ex-

position of views and motives had in

them so much of the self-seeking of

the professional placeman, that they

might well have offended any man
tinged by the lofty mania of political

Quixotism It was with a strange

mixture of feelings that Maltravers

listened : at one moment, he proudly

congratulated himself on having

quitted a career where such opinions

seemed so well to prosper; at another,

his better and j uster sentiments awoke

the long-dormant combative faculty,

and he almost longed for the turbulent

but sublime arena, in which truths

are vindicated and mankind advanced.

The interview did not serve for

that renewal of intimacy which Yar*
grave appeared to seek ; and Maltra-

vers rejoiced when the placeman took
his departure.

Lumley, who was about to pay a

morning visit to Lord Doltimore, had
borrowed Mr. Merton's stanhope, as

being better adapted than any state--

lier vehicle to get rapidly through the

cross-roads which led to Admiral
Legard's house; and as he settled

himself in the seat, with his servant

by his side, he said, laughingly, '•'
I

almost fancy myself naughty Master
Lumley again in this young-man-
kind-of two-wheeled cockle-boat : not

dignified, but rapid, eh?"
And Lumley's face, as he spoke,

had in it so much of frank gaiety,

and his manner was so simple, that

Maltravers could with difficulty fancy

him the same man who, five minutes

before, had been uttering sentiments

that might have become the oldest-

hearted intriguer whom the hot-bed

of ambition ever reared.

As soon as Lumley was gone, Mal-

travers left Cleveland alone to write

letters (Cleveland was an exemplary

and voluminous correspondent), and
strolled with his dogs into the village.

The effect which the presence of Mal-

travers produced among his peasantry

was one that seldom failed to refresh

and soothe his more hitter and dis-

turbed thoughts. They had gradually
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(for the poor are quick sighted) he-

come sensible of his justice—a finer

quality than many that seem more
amiable. They felt that his real

object was to make them better and
happier ; and they had learned to see

that the means he adopted generally

advanced the end. Besides, if some-

times stern, he was never capricious

or unreasonable ; and then, too, he

would listen patiently and advise

kindly. They were a little in awe of

him, but.the awe only served to make
them more industrious and orderly

;

to stimulate the idle man—to reclaim

the drunkard. He was one of the

favourers of the small-allotment sys-

tem ; not, indeed as a panacea, but

as one excellent stimulant to exertion

and independence : and his chosen

rewards for good conduct were in

such comforts as served to awaken,

am ngst those hitherto passive,

dogged, and hopeless, a desire to bet-

ter and improve their condition.

Somehow or other, without direct

alms, the good-wife found that the

little savings in the cracked tea-pot,

or the old stocking, had greatly in-

creased since" the squire's return
;

while her husband came home from
his moderate cups at the ale-house

more sober and in better temper.

Having already saved something was

a great reason why he should save

more. The new school, too, was
bo much better conducted than the

old one ; the children actually liked

going there ; and now and then there

were little village feasts connected

with the school-room
;
play and work

were joint associations.

"And Maltravers looked into his

cottages, and looked at the allotment-

ground ; and it was pleasant to him
to say to himself, " I am not altogether

without use in life." But as he pur-

Bued his lonely walk, and the glow of

self-approval died away with the

scenes that called it forth, the cloud

again settled on his brow ; and again

he felt that, in solitude, the passions

feed upon the heart. As he thus

walked along the green lane, and the

insect life of summer rustled audibly

among the shadowy hedges, and along

the thick grass that sprang up on
either side, he came suddenly upon a

little group, that arrested all his

attention.

It was a woman, clad in rags,

bleeding, and seemingly insensible,

supported by the overseer of the

parish and a labourer.

" What is the matter 1
" asked

Maltravers.
" A poor woman ha3 been knocked

down and run over by a gentleman in

a gig, your honour," replied the over-

seer. " He stopped, half an hour ago,

at my house, to tell me that she was

lying on the road ; and he has given

me two sovereigns for her, your
honour. But, poor cretur! she was

too heavy for me to carry her, and I

was forced to leave her and call Tom
to help me."

" The gentleman might have stayed

to see what were the consequences of

his own act," muttered Maltravers, as

he examined the wound in the temple,

whence the blood flowed copiously.
" He said he was in a great hurry,

your honour," said the village official,

overhearing Maltravers. " I think it

was one of the grand folks up at the

Parsonage ; for I know it was Mr.

Merton's bay horse—he is a hot'un!"
" Does the poor woman live in the

neighbourhood]—Do you know her?"

asked Maltravers, turning from the

contemplation of this new instance of

Vargrave's selfishness of character.

" No ; the old body seems quite a

stranger here—a tramper, or beggar,

I think, sir. But it won't be a set-

tlement if we take her in ; and we
can carry her to the Chequers, up the

village, your honour."
" What is the nearest house—your

own ?

"

" Ye3 ;—but we be so busy now I

"



104 ALICE; OR, THE MYSTERIES.

"She shall not go to your house,

and be neglected. And as for the

public-house, it is too noisy : we must
move her to the Hall."

" Your honour !
" ejaculated the

overseer, opening his eyes.

" It is not very far ; she is severely

hurt. Get a hurdle—lay a mattress

on it. Make haste, both of you ; )

will wait here till you return."

The poor woman was carefullj

placed on the grass by the road-side,

and Maltravers supported her head,

while the men hastened to obey his

orders.

CHAPTER III.

' Alse from that forked hill, the boasted seat

Of studious Peace and mild Philosophy,

Indignant murmurs mote be heard to threat.'
-—West.

Mr. Cleveland wanted to enrich one

of his letters with a quotation from

Ariosto, which he but imperfectlj

remembered. He had seen the book

he wished to refer to in the little

study, the day before ; and he quitted

the library to search for it.

As he was tumbling over some
volumes that lay piled ou the writing-

table, he felt a student's curiosity to

discover what now constituted his

host's favourite reading. He was sur-

prised to observe, that the greater

portion of the works that, by the

doubled leaf and the pencilled refer-

ence, seemed most frequently con

suited, were not of a literary nature-

-

they were chiefly scientific ; and

astronomy seemed the chosen science.

He then remembered that he had

heard Maltravers speaking to a

builder, employed on the recent re-

pairs, on the subject of an observatory.

" This is very strange," thought

Cleveland ;
" he gives up literature,

the rewards of which are in his reach,

and turns to science, at an age too

late to discipline his mind to its

austere training."

Alas ! Cleveland did not understand

that there are times in life when
imaginative minds seek to numb and

to blunt imagination. Still less did

he feel that, when we perversely refuse

to apply our active faculties to the
catholic interests of the world, they
turn morbidly into channels of re-

search, the least akin to their real

genius. By the collision of minds
alone does each mind discover what,

is its proper product : left to ourseives,

our talents become but intellectual

eccentricities.

Some scattered papers, in the hand-

writing of Maltravers, fell from one of

the volumes. Of these, a few were
but algebraical calculations, or short

scientific suggestions, the value of

which Mr. Cleveland's studies did

not enable him to ascertain : but in

others they were wild snatches of

mournful and impassioned verse,

which showed that the old vein of

poetry still flowed, though no longer

to the daylight. These verses Cleve-

land thought himselfjustified in glanc-

ing over ; they seemed to portray a
state of mind which deeply interested,

and greatly saddened him. They ex-

pressed, indeed, a firm determination

to bear up against both the memory
and the fear of ill; but mysterious

and hinted allusions here and there

served to denote some recent and yet

existent struggle, revealed by the

heart only to the genius. In these

pari lal and imperfect self-communings

and confessions, there was the evidence
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of the pining affections, the wasted

life, the desolate hearth of the lonely

man. Yet, so calm was Maltravers

himself, even to his early friend, that

Cleveland knew not what to think of

the reality of the feelings painted.

Had that fervid and romantic spirit

heen again awakened by a living

object]—if so, where was the object

found ? The dates affixed to the

verses were most recent. But whom
had Maltraver3 seen? Cleveland's

thoughts turned to Caroline Merton
—to Evelyn ; but, when he had spoken

of both, nothing in the countenance,

the manner, of Maltravers had be-

trayed emotion. And once the heart

of Maltravers had so readily betrayed

itself! Cleveland knew not how pride,

years, and suffering, school the fea-

tures, and repress the outward signs

of what pass within. While thus

engaged, the door of the study opened

abruptly, and the servant announced
Mr. Merton.

" A thousand pardons," said the

courteous rector. " I fear we disturb

you ; but Admiral Legard and Lord
Doltimore, who called on us this morn-
ing, were so anxious to see Burleigh,

I thought I might take the liberty.

We have come over quite in a large

party—taken the place by storm. Mr.
Maltravers is out, I hear ; but you
will let us see the house. My allies

are already in the hall, examining
the armour."

Cleveland, ever sociable and urbane,

answered suitably, and went with Mr.

Merton into the hall, where Caroline,

her little sisters, Evelyn, Lord Dolti-

more, Admiral Legard, and his nephew,
were assembled.

" Very proud to be my host's repre-

sentative and your guide," said Cleve-

land. " Your visit, Lord Doltimore,

is indeed an agreeable surprise. Lord
Vargrave left us an hour or so since,

to call on you at Admiral Legard's

:

we buy our pleasure with his dis-

appointment

"

"It is very unfortunate," said the

admiral, a bluff, harsh-looking old

gentleman ;
" but we were not aware,

till we saw Mr. Merton, of the honour
Lord Vargrave has done us. I can't

think how we missed him on the

road."

"My dear uncle," said Colonel

Legard, in a peculiarly sweet and agree-

able tone of voice, "you forget; we
came three miles round by the high
road ; and Mr. Merton says that Lord
Vargrave took the short cut by Lang-
ley End. My uncle, Mr. Cleveland,

never feels in safety upon land, unless

the road is as wide as the British

Channel, and the horses go before

the wind at the rapid pace of two
knots and a half an hour !

"

" I just wish I had you at sea, Mr.
Jackanapes," said the admiral, looking

grimly at his handsome nephew,
while he shook his cane at him.

The nephew smiled ; and, falling

back, conversed with Evelyn.

The party were now shown over the

house ; and Lord Doltimore was loud
in its praises. It was like a chateau
he had once hired in Normandy—it

had a French character; those old

chairs were in excellent taste—quite

the style of Francis the First.

" I know no man I respect more
than Mr. Maltravers," quoth the

admiral. " Since he has been amongst
us this time, he has been a pattern to

us country gentlemen. He would
make an excellent colleague for Sir

John. We really must get him to

stand against that young puppy, who
is member of the House of Commons
only because his father is a peer,

and never votes more than twice a

session."

Mr. Merton looked grave.
" I wish to Heaven you could per-

suade him to stay amongst you," said

Cleveland. " He has half taken it

into his head to part with Burleigh I"

" Part with Burleigh ! " exclaimed

Fivelyn, turning abruptly from the
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handsome colonel, in whose conver-

sation she had hitherto seemed

absorbed.
" My very ejaculation when I heard

him say so, my dear young lady."

" I wish he would," said Lord Dolti-

more, hastily, and glancing towards

Caroline. " I should much like to

buy it. What do you think would be

the purchase-money 1

"

" Don't talk so cold-bloodedly,"

said the admiral, letting the point of

his cane fall with great emphasis on

the floor. " I can't bear to see old

families deserting their old places

—

quite wicked. You buy Burleigh

!

have not you got a country-seat of

your own, my lord ] Go and live

there, and take Mr. Maltravers for

your model—you could not have a

better."

Lord Doltimore sneered—coloured

—settled his neckcloth—and, turning

round to Colonel Legard, whispered,
" Legard, your good uncle is a bore."

Legard looked a little offended, and

made no reply.

" But," said Caroline, coming to

the relief of her admirer, " if Mr.

Maltravers will sell the place, surely

he could not have a better successor."

" He sha'n't sell the place, ma'am,

and that's poz ! " cried the admiral.

" The whole county shall sign a round

robin to tell him it's a shame ; and if

any one dares to buy it, we '11 send

him to Coventry."

Miss Morton laughed ; but looked

round the old wainscot walls with

unusual interest : she thought it

would be a fine thing to be Lady of

Burleigh

!

" And what is that picture so care-

fully covered up ?
" said the admiral,

as they now stood in the library.

"The late Mrs. Maltravers, Ernest's

mother," replied Cleveland, slowly.

" He dislikes it to be shown— to

strangers: the other is a Digby."

Evelyn looked towards the veiled

portrait, and thought of her first

interview with Maltravers ; but the

soft voice of Colonel Legard murmured
in her ear, and her revery was
broken.

Cleveland eyed the colonel, and
muttered to himself, "Vargrave should

keep a sharp look-out."

They had now finished their round

of the show-apartments—which, in-

deed, had little but their antiquity

and old portraits to recommend them
—and were in a lobby at the back of

the house, communicating with a

court-yard, two sides of which were

occupied with the stables. The sight

of the stables reminded Caroline of

the Arab horses; and at the word
" horses," Lord Doltimore seized

Legard's arm, and carried him off to

inspect the animals; Caroline, her

father, and the admiral, followed.

Mr. Cleveland happened not to have

on his walking-shoes; and the flag-

stones in the court-yard looked damp
;

and Mr. Cleveland, like most old

bachelors, was prudently afraid of

cold : so he excused himself, and

stayed behind. He was talking to

Evelyn about the Digbys, and full of

anecdotes about Sir Kenelm, at the

moment the rest departed so abruptly;

and Evelyn was interested, so she

insisted on keeping him company.
The old gentleman was flattered ; he

thought it excellent breeding in Miss

Cameron. The children ran out to

renew acquaintance with the peacock,

who, perched on an old stirrup-stone,

was sunning his gay plumage in the

noon-day.

"It is astonishing," said Cleveland,

"how certain family features are

transmitted from generation to gene-

ration ! Maltravers has still the fore-

head and eyebrows of the Digbys

—

that peculiar, brooding, thoughtful

forehead, which you observed in the

picture of Sir Kenelm. Once, too,

lie had much the same dreaming

character of mind, but he has lost

that, in some measure at least. He
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has fine qualities, Miss Cameron—

I

have known him since he was horn.

I trust his career is not yet closed

;

could he but form ties that would
bind him to England, I should in-

dulge in higher expectations than I

did even when the wild boy turned

half the heads in Gottingen ?

•' But we were talking of family

portraits—there is one in the entrance

hall, which perhaps you have not

observed ; it is half obliterated by
damp and time—yet it is of a remark-

able personage, connected with Mai-

tra\ei> by ancestral intermarriages

—

Lord Falkland, the Falkland of

Clarendon. A man weak in character,

but made most interesting by history.

Utterly unfitted for the severe ordeal

of those stormy times ; sighing for

peace when his whole soul should have

been in war; and repentant alike

whether with the Parliament or the

King, but still a personage of elegant

and endearing associations; a student-

soldier, with a high heart and a gallant

«pirit. Come and lock at his features

—homely and worn, but with a

characteristic air of refinement and
melancholy thought."

Thus running on, the agreeable old

gentleman drew Evelyn into the outer

hall. Upon arriving there, through a

small passage, which opened upon
the hall, they were surprised to find

the old housekeeper and another

female servant, standing by a rude

kind of couch, on which lay the form

of lb-; poor woman described in the

last chanter. Maltraver3 and two

other men were also there. And
Maltravers himself was giving orders

to bis servants, while he leant over

the sufferer, who was now conscious

both of pain and the service rendered

to her. As Evelyn stopped abruptly

and in surprise, opposite and almost

at the foot of the homely litter, the

woman raised herself up on one arm,

and gazed at her with a wild stare
;

then, muttering some incoherent

words, which appeared to betoken

delirium, she sunk back, and wai

again insensible.
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CHAPTER IV.

u Henoe oft to win some stubborn maid,

Still does the wanton god assume
The martial air, the gay cockade,

The sword, the shoulder-knot, and plume."

—

Marriott.

The hall was cleared, the sufferer

had been removed, and Maltravers

was left alone with Cleveland and

Evelyn.

He simply and shortly narrated the

adventure of the morning ; but he

did not mention that Vargrave had

been the cause of the injury his new
guest had sustained. Now this event

had served to make a mutual and

kindred impression on Evelyn and

Maltravers. The humanity of the

latter, natural and commonplace as

it was, was an endearing recollection

to Evelyn, precisely as it showed that

his cold theory of disdain towards the

mass did not affect his actual con-

duct towards individuals. On the

other hand, Maltravers had perhaps

been yet more impressed with the

prompt and ingenuous sympathy

which Evelyn had testified towards

the sufferer ; it had so evidently been

her first gracious and womanly im-

pulse to hasten to the side of this

humble stranger. In that impulse,

Maltravers himself had been almost

forgotten ; and as the poor woman
lay pale and lifeless, and the young

Evelyn bent over her in beautiful

compassion, Maltravers thought she

had never Beemed so lovely, so irre-

sistible—in fact, Pity in woman is a

great beautifier.

As Maltravers finished his short

tale, Evelyn's eyes were fixed upon

him with such frank, and ye« such

soft approval, that the look vent

straight to his heart. He qui kh'

turned away, and abruptly changed
the conversation.

" But how long have you been

here, Miss Cameron,—and your com-

panions 1

"

" We are again intruders ; but this

time it was not my fault."

" No," said Cleveland, '•' for a

wonder ; it was male, and not lady-

like curiosity that trespassed on

Bluebeard's chamber. But, however,

to soften your resentment, know that

Miss Cameron has brought you a pur-

chaser for Burleigh. Now, then, we
can test the sincerity of your wish

to part with it. I assure you, mean-

while, that Miss Cameron was as much
shocked at the idea as I wa3. Were
you not 1

"

" But you surely have no inten-

tion of selling Burleigh ] " said Evelyn,

anxiously.
" I fear I do not know my own

mind."
" Well," said Cleveland, " here

comes your tempter. Lord Dolti-

more, let me introduce Mr. Maltra-

vers."

Lord Doltimore bowed.
" Been admiring your horses, Mr.

Maltravers. I never saw anything eo

perfect as the black one ; may I ask

where you bought him ]

"

" It was a present to me," answered

Maltravers.
" A present !

"

" Yes, from one who would not

have sold that horse for a king's

ransom : — an old Arab chief, with



ALICE, Oh, L'HJi MtBTlBttlBS. 109

whom I formed a kind of friendship

in the Desert. A wound disabled

him from riding, and he bestowed

the horse on me, with as much solemn

tenderness for the gift as if he had
j

given me his daughter in marriage."
" I think of travelling into the I

East," said Lord Doltimore, with
j

much gravity :
" I suppose nothing

will induce you to sell the black

horse
1

?

"

" Lord Doltimore !
" said Maltra-

vers, in a tone of lofty surprise.

" I do not care for the price," con-

tinued the young nobleman, a little

disconcerted.
" No. I never sell any hor.<e that

has once learned to know me. I

would as soon think of selling a friend.

In the desert one'shorseisone's friend.

I am almost an Arab myself in these

matters."
" But talking of sale and barter, re-

minds me of Burleigh," said Cleve-

land, maliciously. " Lord Doltimore

is an universal buyer. He covets all

your goods : he will take the house,

if he can't have the stables."

"I onlymean," said Lord Doltimore/

rather peevishly, " that, if you wish

to part with Burleigh, I should like

to have the option of purchase."

"I will remember it—if I deter-

mine to sell the place," answered Mal-

travera, smiling gravely ;
" at present

I am undecided."

He turned away towards Evelyn

as he spoke, and almost started to
J

observe that she was joined by a

stranger, whose approach he had not

before noticed ; and that stranger

a man of such remarkable personal ad-

vantages, that, had Maltravers been in
:

Vargrave's position, he might reason-
j

ably have experienced a pang of i

jealous apprehension. Slightly above

the common height— slender, yet
j

strongly formed—Bet off by every ad-

'

vantage of dress, of air, of the name-
less tone and pervading refinement

that sometimes, though not always,
j

springs from early and habitual in-

tercourse with the most polished

female society— Colonel Legard, at

the age of eight-and-twenty, had
acquired a reputation for beauty

almost as popular and as well known
as that which men usually acquire

by mental qualifications. Yet there

was nothing effeminate in his coun-

tenance, the symmetrical features

of which were made masculine and
expressive by the rich olive of the
complexion, and the close jetty curls

of the Antinous-like hair.

They seemed, as they there stood

—

Evelyn and Legard—so well suited to

each other in personal advantages

—

their different styles so happily con-

trasted ; and Legard, at the moment,
was regarding her with such respect-

ful admiration, and whispering com-
pliment to her in so subdued a tone,

that the dullest observer might have

ventured a prophecy by no means
agreeable to the hopes of Lumley,
Lord Vargrave.

But a feeling or fear of this nature
was not that which occurred to Mal-

travers, or dictated his startled ex-

clamation of surprise.

Legard looked up as he heard the

exclamation, and saw Maltravers,

whose back had hitherto been turned

towards him. He too, was evidently

surprised, and seemingly confused
;

the colour mounted to his cheek, and
then left it pale.

" Colonel Legard," said Cleveland,
" a thousand apologies for my neglect

:

I really did not observe you enter

—

you came round by the front door, I

suppose. Let me make you acquainted

with Mr. Maltravers."

Legard bowed low.

* We have met before," said he, in

embarrassed accents :
" at Venice, I

think !

"

Maltravers inclined his head rather

stiffly at first, but then, as if moved
by a second impulse, held out hia

hand cordially.
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" Oh, Mr. Ernest, here you are !

"

cried Sophy, bounding into the hall,

followed by Mr. Merton, the old ad-

miral, Caroline, and Cecilia.

The interruption seemed welcome

and opportune. The admiral, with

blunt cordiality, expressed his plea-

sure at being made known to Mr.

Mai travers.

The conversation grew general

—

refreshments wjre proffered and de-

clined—the visit drew to its close.

It so happened that, as the guests

departed, Evelyn, from whose side

the constant colonel had insensibly

melted away, lingered last,—save, in-

deed, the admiral, who was discussing

with Clevelend a new specific for the

gout. And as Maltravers stood on

the steps, Evelyn turned to him with

all her beautiful naivete of mingled

timidity and kindness, and said,

" And are we really never to see

you again,—never to hear again your

tales of Egypt and Arabia

—

never to

talk over Tasso and Dante Ko books

—no talk—no disputes—no quarrels ?

What have we done ] I thought we
had made it up—and yet you are still

unforgiving. Give me a good scold,

and be friends !

"

" Friends !—you have no friend

more anxious, more devoted than I

am. Young, rich, fascinating as you

are, you will carve no impression on

human hearts deeper than that you

have graven here !

"

Carried away by the charm of her

childlike familiarity and enchanting

sweetness, Maltravers had said more
than he intended

;
yet his eyes, his

emotion, said more than his words.

Evelyn coloured deeply, and her

whole manner changed. However,

she turned away, and saying, with

a forced gaiety, " Well, then, you
will not desert us—we shall see you -

once more ? " hurried down the stepa

to join her companions.
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CHAPTER V.

i how the skilful lover spreads his toils."

—

Sttlli.vgflebt.

Tar /arty had not long returned to

the rectory, and the admiral's car-

riage was ordered, when Lord Yar-

grave made his appearance. He de-

scanted with gay good humour on his

long drive—the bad roads—and his

disappointment at the con're-temps

that awaited him; then, dra.ving

aside Colonel Legard, who seemed

unusually silent and abstracted, he

said to him

—

" My dear colonel, my visit this

morning was rather to you than to

Doltimore. I confess that I should

like to see your abilities enlisted on
the side of the Government ; and
knowing that the post of Storekeeper

to the Ordnance will be vacant in a

day or two by the promotion of

Mr. , I wrote to secure the refusal

—to-day s post brings me the answer.

I offer the place to you ; and I trust,

before long, to procure you also a seat

in parliament. But you must start

for London immediately."

A week ago, and Legard's utmost

amb'tion would have been amply gra-

tified by this post ; he now hesitated.

" My dear lord," said he, " I cannot

say how grateful I feel for your kind-

ness ; but—but "

" Enough: no thanks, my dear

Legard. Can you go to town to-

morrow."
" Indeed," said Legard, " I fear not

;

I must consult my uncle."

" I can answer for him ; I sonnded
him before I wrote— reflect .' Yon
are not rich, my dear Legard ; it is

an excellent opening : q seat in par-

liament, too ! Why, what can be

your reason for hesitation !"

There was something meaning and
inquisitive in the tone of voice in

which this question was put, that

brought the colour to the colonel's

cheek. He knew not well what to

reply ; and he began, too, to think

that he ought not to refuse the ap-

pointment. Nay, would his uncle,

on whom he was dependent, consent

to such a refusal]. Lord Yarirrave

saw the irresolution, and proceeded.

He spent ten minutes in combating
every scruple, every objection ; he

placed all the advantages of the

post, real or imaginary, in every

conceivable point of view before the

colonel's eyes ; he sought to flatter,

to wheedle, to coax, to weary him into

accepting it ; and he at length par-

tially succeeded. The colonel peti-

tioned for three days' consideration

which Vargrave reluctantly acceded

to ; and Legard then stepped into his

uncle's carriage, with the air rather

of a martyr than a maiden placeman.
" Aha ! " said Yargrave, chuckling

to himself as he took a turn in the

grounds, " I have got rid of that

handsome knave ; and now I shall

have Evelyn all to myself 1"
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CHAPTER VI.

« I am forfeited to eternal disgrace if you do not commiserate.
* * * * *

Go to, then, raise—recover."

—

Ben Jonson : Poetaster

The next morning Admiral Legard

and his nephew were conversing in

the little cabin consecrated by the

name of the admiral's " own room."
" Yes," said the veteran, " it would

be moonshine and madness not to

accept Vargrave's offer; tliough one

can see through such a millstone as

that with half an eye. His lordship

is jealous of such a fine, handsome
young fellow as you are—and ve y
justly. But as long as he is under

the same roof with Miss Cameron,

you will have no opportunity to pay

your court; when he goes, you can

always manage tP be in her neigh-

bourhood ; and then, you know

—

puppy that you are—her business

will be very soon settled." And the

admiral eyed the handsome colonel

with grim fondness.

Legard sighed.

"Have you any commands at

] " said he :
" I am just going to

canter over there before Doltimore is

up."
" Sad lazy dog, your friend."

" I shall be back by twelve."

" What are you going to

fori"
" Brookes, the farrier, has a little

spaniel—King Charles's breed. Miss

Cameron is fond of dogs. I can send

it to her, with my compliments—it

will be a sort of leave-taking."

" Sly rogue ; ha, ha, ha !—d d

sly ; ha, ha !

" ana the admiral

punched the slender waist of his

nephew, and laughed till the tears ran

down his cheeks.
" Good-by, sir."

" Stop, George ; I forgot to ask you

a question
; you never told me you

knew Mr. Maltravers. Why don't

you cultivate his acquaintance ?

"

"We met at Venice accidentally.

I did not know his name then

,

he left just as I arrived. As you
say, I ought to cultivate his ac-

quaintance."
" Fine character

!

"

" Very ! " said Legard, with energy,

as he abruptly quitted the room.

George Legard was an orphan. His

father—the admiral's elder brother

—had been a spendthrift man of

fashion, with a tolerably large unen-

tailed estate. He married a duke's

daughter without a sixpence. Estates

are troublesome—Mr. Legard's was

sold. On the purchase-money the

happy pair lived for some years in

great comfort, when Mr. Legard died

of a brain fever ; and his disconsolate

widow found herself alone in the

world, with a beautiful little curly-

headed boy, and an annuity of one

thousand a-year, for which her settle-

ment had been exchanged—all the

rest of the fortune was gone ; a dis-

covery not made till Mr. Legard's

death. Lady Louisa did not long

survive the loss of her husband and
her station in society ; her income,

course, died with herself. Her only

child was brought uj» in the house of

his grandfather, the duke, till he was

of age to hold the office of king's

page; thence, as is customary, he was

promoted to a commission in the

Guards. To the munificent emolu-

ments of his pay, the ducal family



ALICE; OR, THE .MYSTERIES. 113

liberally added au allowance of two

hundred a-year ; upon which income

Cornet Legard contrived to get very

handsomely in debt. The extraordi-

nary beauty of his person, his con-

nexions, and his manners, obtained

him all the celebrity that fashion can

bestow; but poverty is a bad thing.

Luckily, at this time, his uncle, the

admiral, returned from sea, to settle

for the rest of his life in England.

Hitherto the admiral had taken no

notice of George. He himself had

married a merchant's daughter with

a fair portion ; and had been blessed

with two children, who monopolised

all his affection. But there seemed
some mortality in the Legard family;

in one year after returning to England
and settling in B shire, the admi-

ral found himself wifeless and child-

"/ess. He then turned to his orphan

nephew ; and soon became fonder of

him than he had ever been of his

own children. The admiral, though in

easy circumstances, was not wealthy

;

nevertheless, he advanced the money
requisite for George's rise in the

army, and doubled the allowance be-

stowed by the duke. His grace heard

of this generosity; and discovered

that he himself had a very large

family growing up ; that the marquis

was going to be married, and required

an increase of income ; that he had
already behaved most handsomely to

his nephew: and the result of this

discovery was, that the duke with-

drew the two hundred a-year. Legard,

however, who looked on his uncle as

an exhaustless mine, went on break-

ing hearts and making debts—till

one morning he woke in the Bench.

The admiral was hastily summoned
to London. He arrived; payed off

the duns—a kindness which seriously

embarrassed him— swore, scolded,

and cried ; and finally insisted that

Legard should give up that d d

coxcomb regiment, in which he was
now captain, retire on half-pay, and

ICo. 206.

learn economy and a change t>'

habits on the Continent.

The admiral, a rough but good-

natured man on the whole, had two
or three little peculiarities. In the

first place, he piqued himself on a

sort of John Bull independence ; was
a bit of a Radical (a strange anomaly
in an admiral)—which was owing,

perhaps, to two or three young lords

having been put over his head in the

earlier part of his career; and he
made it a point with his nephew (of

whose affection he was jealous) to

break with those fine grand con-

nexions, who plunged him into a sea

of extravagance, and then never
threw him a rope to save him from
drowning.

In the second place, without being
stingy, the admiral had a good deal

of economy in his disposition. He
was not a man to allow his nephew
to ruin him. He had an extraordi-

nary old-fashioned horror of gambling
—a polite habit of George's;—and he
declared, positively, that his nephew
must, while a bachelor, learn to live,

upon seven hundred a-year. Thirdly,

the admiral could be a very stern,

stubborn, passionate old brute; and
when he coolly told George, "Harkye,
you young puppy, if you get into

debt again—if you exceed the very
handsome allowance I make you—

I

shall just cut you off with a shilling,"

George was fully aware that hi?

uncle was one who would rigidly keep
his word.

However, it was something to be
out of debt, and one of the hand-
somest men of his age ; and George
Legard, whose rank in the Guards
made him a colonel in the line, left

England tolerably contented with the

state of affairs.

Despite the foibles of his youth,

I George Legard had many high and

I
generous qualities. Society had done
its best to spoil a fine and candid

I disposition, with abilities far abort
1 8
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mediocrity ; but society had only

partially succeeded. Still, unhappily,

dissipation had grown a habit with

him ; and all his talents were of a

nature that brought a ready return.

At his age, it was but natural that

the praise of salons should retain all

its sweetness.

In addition to those qualities which

please the softer sex, Legard was a

good whist-player—superb at billiards

—famous as a shot—unrivalled as a

horseman—in fact, an accomplished

man, "who did everything so devil-

ish well !
" These accomplishments

did not stand him in much stead in

Italy; and, though with reluctance

and remorse, he took again to gamb-

ling—he really had nothing else to

do.

In Venice there was, one year,

established a society, somewhat on

the principle of the Salon at Paris.

Some rich Venetians belonged to it;

but it was chiefly for the convenience

of foreigners—French, English, and

Austrians. Here there was select

gaming in one room, while another

apartment served the purposes of a

club. Many who never played be-

longed to this society ; but still they

were not the habitues.

Legard played: he won at first

—

then he lost—then he won again ; it

was a pleasant excitement. One
night, after winning largely at rou-

lette, he sat down to play ecarte with

a Frenchman of high rank. Legard

played well at this, as at all scientific

games : he thought he should make
a fortune out of the Frenchman. The
p,me excited much interest ; the

trowd gathered round the table ; bets

/an high ; the vanity of Legard, as

well as his interest, was implicated

in the conflict. It was soon evident

that the Frenchman played as well

as the Englishman. The stakes, at

first tolerably high, were doubled.

Legard betted freely—cards went

against him : he lost much—lost all

that he had— lost more than he had
—lost several hundreds, which he

promised to pay the next morning.

The table was broken up—the spec-

tators separated. Amongst the latter

had been one Englishman, introduced

into the club for the first time that

night. He had neither played nor

betted ; but had observed the game
with a quiet and watchful interest.

This Englishman lodged at the same
hotel as Legard. He was at Venice

only for a day ; the promised sight

of a file of English newspapers had
drawn him to the club ; the general

excitement around had attracted him
to the table ; and, once there, the

spectacle of human emotions exer-

cised its customary charm.

On ascending the stairs that con-

ducted to his apartment, the English-

man heard a deep groan in a room
the door of wrhich was a-jar. H«
paused—the sound was repeated ; h€

gently pushed open the door, and saw

Legard seated by a table, while a

glass on the opposite wall reflected

his working and convulsed counte-

nance, with his hands trembling

visibly, as they took a brace of pistols

from the case.

The Englishman recognised the

loser at the club ; and at once divined

the act that his madness or his de-

spair dictated. Legard twice took

up one of the pistols, and twice laid

it down irresolute ; the third time he

rose with a start, raised the weapon
to his head, and the next moment it

was wrenched from his grasp.

" Sit down, sir ! " said the stranger,

in a loud and commanding voice.

Legard, astonished and abashed,

sunk once more into his seat, and
stared sullenly and half-unconsciously

at his countryman.
" You have lost your money," said

the Englishman, after calmly re-

placing the pistols in their case,

which he locked, putting the key

into his pocket ;
" and that is mhv
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/fortune enough for one night. If

you had won, and ruined your oppo-

nent, you would be excessively happy,

and go to bed, thinking Good Luck
(which is the representative of Pro-

vidence) watched over you. For my
part, I think you ought to be very

thankful that you are not the winner."
" Sir," said Legard, recovering from

his surprise, and beginning to feel

resentment ; "I do not understand

this intrusion in my apartments.

You have saved me, it is true, from

death—but life is a worse curse."

" Young man—no ! moments in

life are agony, but life itself is a

olessing. Life is a mystery that de-

fies all calculation. You can never

say, ' To-day is wretched, therefore

to-morrow must be the same !
' And

for the loss of a little gold you, in

the full vigour of youth, with all the

future before you, will dare to rush

into the chances of eternity ! You,
who have never, perhaps, thought
what eternity is! Yet," added the

stranger, in a soft and melancholy

voice, "you are young and beautiful

—perhaps the pride and hope of

others ! Have you no tie—no affec-

tion—no kindred ] are you lord of

yourself]

"

Legard was moved by the tone of

the stranger, as well as by the words.
" It is not the loss of money,"

said he, gloomily, " it is the loss of

honour. To-morrow I must go forth

a shunned and despised man—I, a

gentleman and a soldier ! They may
insult me—and I have no reply !

"

The Englishman seemed to muse,

for his brow lowered, and he made
no answer. Legard threw himself

back, overcome with his own excite-

ment, and wept like a child. The
stranger, who imagined himselfabove

the indulgence of emotion (vain

man !), woke from his revery at this

burst of passion. He gazed at first

(I grieve to write) with a curl of the

haughty lip that had in it contempt

but it passed quickly away ; and the

hard man remembered that he too

had been young and weak, and his

own errors greater perhaps than

those of the one he had ventured to

despise. He walked to and fro the

room still without speaking. At last

he approached the gamester, and took

his hand.
" What is your debt 1 " he asked

gently.

"What matters it?—more than I

can pay."
" If life is a trust, so is wealth :

you have the first in charge for others
—/ may have the last. What is the

debt i

"

Legard started—it was a strong

struggle between shame and hope.
" If I could borrow it, I could repay
it hereafter—I know I could—I would
not think of it otherwise."

" Very well, so be it—I will lend

you the money, on one condition. So-

lemnly promise me, on your faith as

a soldier and a gentleman, that you
will not, for ten years to come—even
if j'ou grow rich, and can ruin other?

—touch card or dice-box. Promis.

me that you will shun all gaming foi

gain, under whatever disguise—what-

ever appellation. I will take your
word as my bond."

Legard, overjoyed, and scarcely

trusting his senses, gave the promise
" Sleep, then, to-night, in hope ana

assurance of the morrow," said the

Englishman :
" let this event be an

omen to you, that while there is a

future there is no despair. One word
more—I do not want your thanks;
it is easy to be generous at the ex-

pense of justice. Perhaps I have

been so now. This sum, which is to

save your life—a life you so little

value—might have blessed fifty human
beings—better men than either the

giver or receiver. What is given
to error, may perhaps be a wrong to

virtue. When you would ask others

to support a career of blind and
• 9



116 ALICE; OR, THE MYSTERIES.

selfish extravagance, pause and think

over the breadless lips this wasted

gold would have fed !—the joyless

aearts it would have comforted ! You
talk of repaying me : if the occasion

offer, do so ; if not—if we never meet

again, and you have it in your power,

pay it for me to the Poor ! And now,

farewell."

"Stay—give me the name of my
Preserver ! Mine is

"

" Hush ! what matter names ? This

is a sacrifice we have both made
to honour. You will sooner recover

your self-esteem (and without self-

esteem there is neither faith nor

honour), when you think that your

family, your connexions, are spared

all association with your own error

;

that I may hear them spoken of

—

that I may mix with them without

fancying that they owe me gratitude."

" Your own name, then 1 " said

Legard, deeply penetrated with the

delicate generosity of his benefactor.

" Tush !
" muttered the stranger,

impatiently, as he closed the door

The next morning, when he woke,

Legard saw upon the table a small

packet—it contained a sum that ex-

ceeded the debt named. On the en-

velope was written, " Remember the

bond."

The stranger had already quitted

Venice. He had not travelled through

the Italian cities under his own name,

for he had just returned from the

solitudes of the East, and not yet

hardened to the publicity of the gos-

sip which in towns haunted by his

countrymen attended a well-known

name : that given to Legard by the

innkeeper, mutilated by Italian pro-

nunciation, the young man had never

heard before, and soon forgot. He
paid his debts, and he scrupulously

kept his word. The adventure of

that night went far, indeed, to re-

form and ennoble the mind and habit*

of George Legard. Time passed, and

he never met his benefactor, till in

the halls of Burleigh he recognised

the stranger in Maltravera.
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CHAPTER VIL

• Why value, then, that strength of mind they boast.

As often varying, and as often lost?
"

Hawkins Browns {translated by Soamk JhnyksI.

Maltravers was lying at length,

with his dogs around him, under a

beech-tree that threw its arms over

one of the calm still pieces of water

that relieved the groves of Burleigh,

when Colonel Legard spied him from

the bridle road, which led through

the park to the house. The colonel

dismounted, threw the rein over his

arm ; and at the sound of the hoofs

Maltravers turned, saw the visitor,

and rose ; he held out his hand to

Legard, and immediately began talk-

ing of indifferent matters.

Legard was embarrassed, but his

nature was not one to profit by the

silence of a benefactor. " Mr. Mal-

travers," said he, with graceful emo-

tion, " though you have not yet al-

lowed me an opporturnity to allude

to it, do not think I am ungrateful

for the service you rendered me."

Maltravers looked grave, but made
no reply. Legard resumed, with a

heightened colour,

" I cannot say how I regret that it

is not yet in my power to discharge

my debt ; but——

"

" When it is, you will do so. Pray
think no more of it. Are you going

to the rectory ]

"

" No, not this morning ; in fact, I

leave B shire to-morrow. Pleasant

family, the Mertons."
" And Miss Cameron V
" Is certainly beautiful—and very

rich. How could she ever think of

marrying Lord Vargrave—so much
older !—she who could have so many
admirers 1

"

" Not, surely, while betrothed to

another
]

"

This was a refinement which Le-

gard, though an honourable man
as men go, did not quite under-

stand. " Oh," said he, " that was
by some ecoentric old relation—her

father-in-law, 1 think. Do you think

she is bound by such an engage-

ment 1

"

Maltravers made no reply, but

amused himself by throwing a stick

into the water, and sending one of his

dogs after it.

Legard looked on, and his affec-

tionate disposition yearned to make
advances which something distant in

the manner of Maltravers chilled and
repelled.

When Legard was gone, Maltra-

vers followed him with his eyes.

" And this is the man whom Cleve-

land thinks Evelyn could love ! I

could forgive her marrying Vargrave.

Independently of the conscientious

feeling that may belong to the en-

gagement, Vargrave has wit, talent,

intellect ; and this man has nothing

but the skin of the panther. Was I

wrong to save him 1 No. Every
human life, I suppose, has its uses

But Evelyn — I could despise her,

if her heart was the fool of the

eye
!

"

These comments were most unjust

to Legard ; but they were just of that

kind of injustice which the man of

talent often commits against the man
of external advantages, and which the

latter still more often retaliates on
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the man of talent. As Maltravers

thus soliloquised, he was accosted by

Mr. Cleveland.
" Come, Ernest, you must not cut

these unfortunate Mertons any longer.

If you continue to do so, do you know
what Mrs. Hare and the world will

say 1

"

• " No.—What 1

"

" That you have been refused by
VIiti6 Merton."

" That would be a calumny ! " said

Ernest, smiling.

" Or that you are hopelessly in love

with Miss Cameron."

Maltravers started—his proud heart

swelled—he pulled his hat over his

brows, and said, after a short pause

—

"Well, Mrs. Hare and the world

must not have it all their own way

;

and so, whenever you go to the ree«

tory, take me with you."
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CHAPTER VIII.

* * * " The more he strove

To advance his suit, the farther from her love."

Drvde.v : Theodore and Honoria.

The line of conduct which Vargrave

now adopted with regard to Eveljn

was craftily conceived and carefully

pursued. He did not hazard a single

syllable which might draw on him
a rejection of his claims ; but, at the

same time, no lover could be more
constant, more devoted, in attentions.

In the presence of others there was an
air of familiar intimacy, that seemed

to arrogate a right, which to her he

scrupulously shunned to assert. No-
thing could be more respectful, nay,

more timid, than his language, or

more calmly confident than his man-
ner. Not having much vanity, nor

any very acute self-conceit, he did

not delude himself into the idea of

winning Evelyn's affections ; he rather

sought to entangle her judgment—to

weave around her web upon web—not

the less dangerous for being invisible.

He took the compact as a matter of

course—assomethingnot to be broken

by any possible chance ; her hand was

to be his as a right : it was her heart

that he so anxiously sought to gain !

But this distinction was so delicately

drawn, and insisted upon so little in

any tangible form, that, whatever

Evelyn's wishes for an understanding,

a much more experienced woman
would have been at a loss to ripen

one.

Evelyn longed to confide in Caro-

line^—to consult her. But Caroline,

though still kind, had grown distant.

" I wish," said Evelyn, one night as

she sate in Caroline's dressing-

room—" I wish that I knew what

tone to take with Lord Vargrave. I

feel more and more convinced that an
union between us is impossible ; and
yet, precisely because he does not

press it, am I unable to tell him so.

I wish you could undertake that task;

you seem such friends with him."

"I!" said Caroline, changing
cojntenance.

" Yes, you ! Nay, do not blush, 01

I shall think you envy me. Could

you not save us both from the pain

that otherwise must come, sooner or

later ?
"

" Lord Vargrave would not thank
me for such an act of friend-

ship. Besides, Evelyn, consider—it

is scarcely possible to break oft" this

engagement now."

"Now! and why now ]"said Evelyn,

astonished.

" The world believes it so implicitly

—observe whoever sits next you rises

if Lord Vargrave approaches; the

neighbourhood talk of nothing else

but your marriage ; and your fate,

Evelyn, is not pitied."

" I will leave this place—I will go
back to the cottage—I cannot beai

this !" said Evelyn, passionately

wringing her hands.
" You do not love another, I am

sure ; not young Mr. Hare, with his

green coat and straw-coloured

whiskers ; nor Sir Henry Foxglove,

with his how-d'ye-do like a view-

halloo
;
perhaps, indeed, Colonel Le-

gard—he is handsome. What ! do
you blush at his name ?- No

;
you

say ' not Legard :' who else is fcheref"
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" You are cruel—you trifle with

me ! " said Evelyn, in tearful reproach

;

and she rose to go to her own room.
" My dear girl !

" said Caroline,

touched by her evident pain ;
" learn

from me—if I may say so— that mar-

riages are not made in heaven
;
yours

will be as fortunate as earth can be-

etow. A. love-match is usually the

least happy of all. Our foolish sex

demand so much in love ; and love,

after all, is but one blessing among
many. Wealth and rank remain

when love is but a heap of ashes. For

my part, I have chosen my destiny

and my husband."
" Your husband !

"

" Yes ! you see him in Lord Dolti-

more. I dare say we shall be as

happy as any amorous Corydon and

Phillis." But there was irony in

Caroline's voice as she spoke : and
she sighed heavily. Evelyn did not

believe her serious ; and the friends

parted for the night.

" Mine is a strange fate ! " said

Caroline to herself ;
" I am asked by

the man whom I love, and who pro-

fesses to love me, to bestow myself on

another, and to plead for him to a

younger and fairer bride. Well, I

will obey him in the first ; the last is

a bitterer task, and I cannot perform

it earnestly. Yet Vargra^a has a

strange power over me ; and when I

look round the world, I see that he is

right. In these most commonplace
artifices, there is yet a wild majesty

that charms and fascinates me. It is

something to rule the world : and his

and mine are natures formed to do
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CHAPTER IX.

A smoke raised with the fume of sighs."

Romeo and Juliet.

It is certain that Evelyn experienced

for Maltravers sentiments which, if

not love, might easily be mistaken

for it. But whether it were that

master-passion, or merely its fanciful

resemblance,— love, in early youth

and innocent natures, if of sudden
growth, is long before it makes itself

apparent. Evelyn had been prepared

to feel an interest in her solitary

neighbour. His mind, as developed

in his works, had half formed her

own. Her childish adventure with

the stranger had never been forgotten.

Her present knowledge of Maltravers

was an union of dangerous and often

opposite associations—the Ideal and
the Real.

Love, in its first dim and imperfect

shape, is but imagination concentrated

on one object. It is a genius of the

heart, resembling that of the intellect

;

it appeals to, it stirs up, it evokes the

sentiments and sympathies that lie

most latent in our nature. Its sigh

is the spirit that moves over the ocean,

and arouses the Anadyomene into

life. Therefore is it that mind pro-

duces affections deeper than those of

external form ; therefore it is that

women are worshippers of glery,

which is the palpable and visible re-

presentative of a genius whose opera-

tions they cannot always comprehend.

Genius has so much in common with

love—the imagination that animates

one is so much the property of the

other—that there is not a surer sign

of the existence of genius than the

love that it creates and bequeaths.

It penetrates deeper than the reason

—it binds a nobler captive than the

fancy. As the sun upon the dial, it

gives to the human heart both its

shadow and its light. Nations are

its worshippers and wooers ; and
Posterity learns from its oracles to

dream, to aspire, to adore !

Had Maltravers declared the pas-

sion that consumed him, it is pro-

bable that it would soon have kindled

a return. But his frequent absence,

his sustained distance of manner,

had served to repress the feelings

that in a young and virgin heart

rarely flow with much force, until

they are invited and aroused. Lt
besoin d'aimer in girls, is, perhaps, in

itself powerful ; but it is fed by an-

other want, le besoin d'etre aimee !

If, therefore, Evelyn, at present, felt

love for Maltravers, the love had

certainly not passed into the core of

life : the tree had not so far struck

its roots but what it might have

borne transplanting. There was in

her enough of the pride of sex to

have recoiled from the thought of

giving love to one who had not asked

the treasure. Capable of attachment,

more trustful, and therefore, if less

vehement, more beautiful and durable

than +.hat which had animated the

brief tragedy of Florence Lascelles,

she could not have been the unknown
correspondent, or revealed the soul,

because the features wore a mask.

It must also be allowed that, in

some respects, Evelyn was too young
and inexperienced thoroughly to ap-

preciate all that was most truly love-

able and attractive in Milt ravers.
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At four-and-twenty she would, per-

haps, have felt no fear mingled with

her respect for him ; hut seventeen

and six-and-thirty is a wide interval

!

She never felt that there was that

difference in years until she had met
Legard, and then at once she com-

prehended it. With Legard she had
moved on equal terms ; he was not

too wise—too high for her every-day

thoughts. He less excited her imagi-

nation—less attracted her reverence.

But, somehow or other, that voice

which proclaimed her power, those

eyes which never turned from hers,

went nearer to her heart. As Evelyn

had once said to Caroline, "It was a

great enigma ! "—her own feelings

were a mystery to her ; and she re-

clined by the " Golden Waterfalls
"

without tracing her likeness in the

glass of the pool below.

Maltravers appeared again at the

rectory. He joined their parties by
day, and his evenings were spent with

them as of old. In this I know not

precisely what were his motives—per-

haps he did not know them himself.

It might be that his pride was roused
;

—it might be that he could not en-

dure the notion that Lord Vargrave

should guess his secret, by an absence

almost otherwise unaccountable ; he

could not patiently bear to give Var-

grave that triumph;—itmight'be that,

in the sternness of his self-esteem, he

imagined he had already conquered all

save affectionate interest in Evelyn's

fate, and trusted too vainly to his own
strength ;—and it might be, also, that

be could not resist the temptation of

seeing if Evelyn were contented with

her lot, and if Vargrave were worthy

of the blessing that awaited him.

Whether one of these, or all united,

made him resolve to brave his danger

—or whether, after all, he yielded to

a weakness, or consented to what

—

invited by Evelyn herself— was

almost a social necessity, the reader,

and not the narrator, shall decide.

Legard was gone ; but Doltimore
remained in the neighbourhood,

having hired a hunting-box not far

from Sir John Merton's manors, over

which he easily obtained permission

to sport. When he did not dina

elsewhere, there was always a place foi

him at the parson's hospitable board

—

and that place was generally' next to

Caroline. Mr. and Mrs. Merton had
given up all hope of Mr. Maltravers

for their eldest daughter; and, very

strangely, this conviction came upon
their minds on the first day they

made the acquaintance of the young
lord.

" My dear," said the rector, as he
was winding up his watch, prepara-

tory to entering the connubial couch—" my dear, I don't think Mr. Mal-

travers is a marrying mar."

I was just going to make the same
remark," said Mrs. Merton, drawing

the clothes over her. " Lord Dolti-

more is a very fine young man—his

estates unencumbered. I like him
vastly, my love. He is evidently

smitten with Caroline : so Lord Var-

grave and Mrs. Hare said."

" Sensible, shrewd woman, Mrs. Hare.

By the by, we '11 send her a pine-apple.

Caroline was made to be a woman of

rank
!

"

" Quite ; so much self-possession
!

"

" And if Mr. Maltravers would seli

or let Burleigh !

"

—

" It would be so pleasant
!

"

" Had you not better give Caroline

a hint?"
" My love, she is so sensible, let

her go her own way."
" You are right, my dear Betsy ; 1

shall always say that no one has more

common-sense than you
;
you have

brought up your children admirably!"
" Dear Charles !

"

" It is coldish to-night, love," said

the rector; and he put out the

candle.

From that time, it was not the

fault of Mr. and Airs. Merton if Lord
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Doltimore did not find their house

the pleasantest in the county.

One evening the rectory party were

assembled together in the cheerful

drawing-room. Cleveland, Mr. Mer-

ton, Sir John—and Lord Vargrave

reluctantly compelled to make up
the fourth—were at the whist-table;

Evelyn, Caroline, and Lord Doltimore,

were seated round the fire, and Mrs.

Merton was working a footstool. The
fire burned clear—the curtains were

down—the children in bed : it was a

family picture of elegant comfort.

Mr. Maltravers was announced.
" I am glad you are come at last,"

said Caroline, holding out her fair

hand. " Mr. Cleveland could not

answer for you. We are all disputing

as to which mode of life is the

happiest."
" And your opinion ? " asked Mal-

travers, seating himself in the vacant

chair— it chanced to be next to

Evelyn's.

" My opinion is decidedly in favour

of London. A metropolitan life, with

its perpetual and graceful excite-

ments ;— the best music— the best

companions—the best things, in short.

Provincial life is so dull, its pleasures

so tiresome ; to talk over the last

year's news, and wear out one's last

year's dresses : cultivate a conserva-

tory, and play Pope Joan with a young
party. Dreadful

!

"

" I agree with Miss Merton," said

Lord Doltimore, solemnly ;
" not but

what I like the country for three or

four months in the year, with good
shooting and hunting, and a large

house properly filled—independent of

one's own neighbourhood : but if I

am condemned to choose one place to

live in, give me Paris."

" Ah ! Paris ; I never was in Paris.

I should so like to travel
!

" said

Caroline.

" But the inns abroad are so very

bad," said Lord Doltimore ;
" how

people can rave about Italy, I can't

think. I never suffered so much in

my life as I did in Calabria ; and at

Venice I was bit to death by mus-
quitoes. Nothing like Paris, I assure

you : don 't you think so, Mr. Mai
travers 1

"

" Perhaps I shall be able to answer

you better in a short time. I think

of accompanying Mr. Cleveland to

Paris."

" Indeed !

" said Caroline. " Well,

I envy you ; but it is a sudden reso-

lution'?

"

" Not very."

" Do you stay long ? " asked Lord
Doltimore.

" My stay is uncertain."
" And you won't let Burleigh in

the meanwhile 1?"

" Let Burleigh 1 No ; if it once
pass from my hands it will be for

ever
!

"

Maltravers spoke gravely, and the

subject was changed. Lord Dolti-

more challenged Caroline to chess.

They sate down, and Lord Dolti-

more arranged the pieces.

" Sensible man, Mr. Maltravers,"

said the young lord ;
" but I don't

hit it off with him : Vargrave is more
agreeable. Don't you think so 1

"

" Y—e—s."

" Lord Vargrave is very kind to

me ; I never remember any one being
more so ;—got Legard that appoint-

ment solely because it would please

, me—very friendly fellow ! I mean to

put myself under his wing next
session

!

"

" You could not do better, I 'm
sure," said Caroline ; " he is so much
looked up to—I dare say he will be
prime minister one of these days."

" I take the bishop :—do you think

so really?— you are rather a poli-

tician ?

"

" Oh no ; not much of that. But
my father and my uncle are staunch

politicians
;
gentlemen know so much

more than ladies. We should always

go by their opinions. I think I wil'
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take the queen's pawn—your politics

are the same as Lord Vargrave's 1

"

" Yes, I fancy so : at least I shall

leave ray proxy with him. Glad you

don't like politics—great bore."

" Why, so young, so connected as

you are " Caroline stopped short,

and made a wrong move.
" I wish we were going to Paris

Together, we should enjoy it so
; "

—

and Lord Doltim ore's knight checked

the tower and queen.

Caroline coughed, and stretched her

hand quickly to move.
" Pardon me, you will lose the game

if you do so ! " and Doltimore placed

his hand on hers—their eyes met

—

Caroline turned away, and Lord Dolti-

more settled his right collar.

" And is it true ? are you really

going to leave us?" said Evelyn;

—

and she felt very sad. But still the

sadness might not he that of love ;

—

she had felt sad after Legard had gone.
" I do not think I shall long stay

away," said Maltravers, trying to speak

indifferently. " Burleigh has become
more dear to me than it was in earlier

youth
;
perhaps, because I have made

myself duties there : and in other

places, I am but an isolated and use-

less unit in the great mass."
" Y'ou .'— every where, you must

have occupations and resources— every

where, you must find yourself not

alone. But you will not go yet 1
"

" Not yet : no. (Evelyn's spirits

rose.) Have you read the book I sent

you ? " (it was one of De StaeTs.)

" Yes ; but it disappoints me."
" And why ? it is eloquent ?

"

" But is it true ? is there so much
melancholy in life ? are the affections

so full of bitterness? For me, I am
so happy when with those I love

!

When I am with my mother, the air

seems more fragrant—the skies more

blue : it is surely not affection, but

the absence of it that makes us melan
choly 1

"

" Perhaps so ; but if we had never

known affection, we might not miss

it : and the brilliant Frenchwoman
speaks from memory; while you speak

from hope— Memory, which is the

ghost of joy : yet surely, even in the

indulgence of affection, there is at

times a certain melancholy—a certain

fear. Have you never felt it, even

with—with your mother !

"

" Ah, yes ! when she suffered, or

when I have thought she loved me
less than I desired."

" That must have been an idle and
vain thought. Your mother ' does

she resemble you
1?"

" I wish I could think so. Oh, if

you knew her ! I have longed so

often that you were acquainted with

each other ! It was she who taught

me to sing your songs."

" My dear Mrs. Hare, we may as

well throw up our cards," said the

keen clear voice of Lord Vargrave

:

"you have played most admirably,

and I know that your last card will

be the ace of trumps ; still the luck is

against us."

" No, no
;

pray play it out, my
lord."

" Quite useless, ma'am"' said Sir

John, showing two honours. " We
have only the trick to make."

" Quite useless," echoed Luml^y,

tossing down his sovereigns, and

rising with a careless yawn.
" How d'ye do, Maltravers?"

Maltravers rose ; and Vargrave

turned to Evelyn, and addressed her

in a whisper. The proud Maltravers

walked away, and suppressed a sigh

;

a moment more, and he saw Lord
Vargrave occupying the chair he had

left vacant. He laid his hand on

Cleveland's shoulder.

" The carriage is waiting

—

are you

ready ?

"



ALICE; OR, THE MYSTERIES. lit

CHAPTER X.

i Obscuris vera involvena." *

—

Virgh.

A day or two after the date of the

last chapter, Evelyn and Caroline

were riding out with Lord Vargrave

and Mr. Merton, and on returning

home they passed through the village

of Burleigh.
" Maltravers, I suppose, has an eye

to the county, one of these days," said

Lord Vargrave, who honestly fancied

that a man's eyes were always directed

towards something for his own interest

or advancement ;
" otherwise he could

not surely take all this trouble about

workhouses and paupers. Who could

ever have imagined my romantic

friend would sink into a country

squire ]

"

" It is astonishing what talent and

energy he throws into every thing he

attempts," said the parson. " One
could not, indeed, have supposed that

a man of genius could make a man of

business."

" Flattering to your humble servant

—whom all the world allow to be the

last, and deny to be the first. But
your remark shows what a sad posses-

sion genius is : like the rest of the

world, you fancy that it cannot be of

the least possible use. If a man is

called a genius, it means that he is to

be thrust out of all the good things

in this life. He is not fit for any
thing but a garret ! Put a genius

into office !—make a genius a bishop

!

or a lord chancellor!— the world

would be turned topsyturvy ! You
see that you are quite astonished that

a genius can be even a county magis-

trate, and know the difference between

* Wrapping truth in obscurity.

a spade and a poker ! In fact, a

genius is supposed to be the most
ignorant, impracticable, good-for-

nothing, do-nothing, sort of thing

that ever walked upon two legs. Well,

when I began life, I took excellent

care that nobody should take me for

a genius ; and it is only within the

last year or two that I have ventured

to emerge a little out of my shell. I

have not been the better for it ; I was

getting on faster while I was merely

a plodder. The world is so fond of

that droll fable, the hare and the

tortoise—it really believes because (I

suppose the fable to be true!) a tortoise

once beat a hare, that all tortoise-

are much better runners than hares

possibly can be. Mediocre men have

the monopoly of the loaves and fishes

;

and even when talent does rise in life,

it is a talent which only differs from

mediocrity by being more energetic

and bustling."

" You are bitter, Lord Vargrave,"

said Caroline, laughing ;
" yet surely

you have had no reason to complain

of the non-appreciation of talent !

"

" Humph ! if I had had a grain

more talent I should have been

crushed by it. There is a subtle

allegory in the story of the lean poet,

wrho put lead in his pocket to prevent

being blown away ! Mais a nos

moutons— to return to Maltravers.

Let us suppose that he. was merely

clever—had not had a particle of

what is called genius—been merelyr a

hard-working able gentleman, of good

character and fortune—he might be

half way up the hill by this time ;

—

whereas now, what i6 he ? Less before
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the public than he was at twenty-eight

—a discontented anchorite, a medita-

tive idler."

" No, not that," said Evelyn,warmly,

and then checked herself.

Lord Vargrave looked at her

sharply ; but his knowledge of life

told him that Legard was a much
more dangerous rival than Maltravers.

Now and then, it is true, a suspicion

to the contrary crossed him ; but it

did not take root and become a serious

apprehension. Still he did not quite

like the tone of voice in which Evelyn

had put her abrupt negative, and said,

with a slight sneer,

" If not that, what is he?

"

"One who purchased, by the noblest

exertions, the right to be idle," said

Evelyn, with spirit; "and whom
genius itself will not suffer to be idle

long."
" Besides," said Mr. Merton, " he

has won a high reputation, which he

cannot lose merely by not seeking to

increase it."

" Reputation !—oh yes !—we give

men like that—men of genius—

a

large property in the clouds, in order

to justify ourselves in pushing them
out of our way below. But if they

are contented with fame, why they

deserve their fate. Hang fame—give

me power."
" And is there no power in genius?"

said Evelyn, with deepening fervour

;

" no power over the mind, and the

heart, and the thought; no power

over its own time—over posterity

—

over nations yet uncivilised—races

yet unborn ?

"

This burst from one so simple and

young as Evelyn seemed to Vargrave

so surprising, that he stared on her

without saying a word.
" You will laugh at my champion-

ship," she added, with a blush and a

smile; "but you provoked the en-

counter."
" And you have won the battle,"

said Vargrave, with prompt gallantry.

" My charming ward, every day
developes in you some new gift of

nature
!

"

Caroline, with a movement of im-

patience, put her horse into a canter.

Just at this time,, from a cross-road,

emerged a horseman—it was Mal-

travers. The party halted— saluta-

tions were exchanged.
" I suppose you have been enjoy-

ing the sweet business of squiredom,"

said Vargrave, gaily :
" Atticus and

his farm — classical associations

!

Charming weather for the agricultu-

rists, eh !—what news about corn and
barley? I suppose our English habit

of talking on the weather arose when
we were all a squirearchal, farming,

George the Third kind of people

!

Weather is really a serious matter to

gentlemen who are interested in beans

and vetches, wheat and hay. You
hang your happiness upon the changes
of the moon !

"

"As you upon the smiles of a

minister. The weather of a court is

more capricious than that of the

skies ; at least we are better husband-

men than you who sow the wind and
reap the whirlwind."

" Well retorted : and really, when
I look round, I am half inclined to

envy you. Were I not Vargrave, I

would be Maltravers."

It was, iudeed, a scene that seemed
quiet and serene with the English

union of the Feudal and the Pastoral

life ; the village-green, with its trim

scattered cottages— the fields and
pastures that spread beyond— the

turf of the park behind, broken by

the shadows of the unequal grounds,

with its mounds, and hollows, and
venerable groves, from which rose

the turrets of the old hall, its Liullion

windows gleaming in the western suu

;

—a scene that preached tranquillity

and content, and might have been

equally grateful to humble philosophy

and hereditary pride.

" I never saw any place bo peculiar
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in its character as Burleigh," said the

rector ;
" the old seats left to us in

England are chiefly those of our great

nobles. It is so rare to see one that

does not aspire beyond the residence

of a private gentleman preserve all

the relics of the Tudor age."

" I think," said Vargrave, turning

to Evelyn, "that as by my uncle's

will, your fortune is to be laid out in

the purchase of land, we could not

findabetterinvestmentthan Burleigh.

So, whenever you are inclined to sell,

Maltravers, I think we must outbid

Doltimore. What say you, my fair

ward ]

"

" Leave Burleigh in peace, I be-

seech you !
" said Maltravers, angrily.

" That is said like a Digby ," returned
vargrave. "Alloris!— will you not

come home with us 1

"

" I thank you—not t.o-day."

" We meet at Lord Baby's next
Thursday. It is a ball given almost

wholly in honour of your return to

Burleigh ; we are all going— it is my
young cousin's debut at Knaresdean.

We have all an interest in her con-

quests."

Now, as Maltravers looked up to

answer, he caught Evelyn's glance,

and his voice faltered.

" Yes," he said, "we shall meet

—

once again. Adieu
!

" He wheeled

round his horse, and they separated.

"I can bear this no more," said

Maltravers to himself; " 1 overrated

my strength. To see her thus day

after day, and to know her another's

- -to writhe beneath his calm, uncon-

scious assertion of his rights. Happy
Vargrave !—and yet, ah ! will she be

happy 1—Oh ! could I think so !

"

Thus soliloquising, he suffered the

rein to fall on the neck of his horse,

which paced slowly home through
the village, till it stopped—as if in

the mechanism of custom—at the

door of a cottage, a stone's throw
from the lodge. At this door, indeed,

for several successive days, had Mal-

travers stopped regularly ; it was now
tenanted by the poor woman, his

introduction to whom has been before

narrated. She had recovered from
the immediate effects of the injury she

had sustained ; but her constitution,

greatly broken by previous suffering

and exhaustion, had received a mortal

shock. She was hurt inwardly ; and
the surgeon informed Maltravers that

she had not many months to live.

He had placed her under the roof of

one of his favourite cottagers, where
she received all the assistance and
alleviation that careful nursing and
medical advice could give her.

This poor woman, whose name was
Sarah Elton, interested Maltravers

much ; she had known better days :

there was a certain propriety In her

expressions which denoted an educa-

tion superior to her circumstances

;

and what touched Maltravers most,

she seemed far more to feel her

husband's death than her own suffer-

ings ; which, somehow or other, is

not common with widows the other

side of forty ! We say that youth
easily consoles itself for the robberies

of the grave—middle age is a still

better self-comforter. When Mrs.
Elton found herself installed in the

cottage, she looked round and burst

into tears.

" And William is not here !
" she

said. "Friends— friends ! if we had
had but one such friend before he
died !

"

Maltravers was pleased that her

first thought was rather that ol

sorrow for the dead, than of gratitude

for the living. Yet Mrs. Elton wag
grateful— simply, honestly, deeply

grateful ; her manner, her voice,

betokened it. And she seemed so

glad when her benefactor called to

speak kindly, and inquire cordially,

that Maltravers did so constantly ; at

first, from a compassionate, and at

last, from a selfish motive—for who
is not pleased to give pleasure ? And
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Maltravers had so few in the world to

care for him, that perhaps he was

flattered by the grateful respect of

this humble stranger.

When his horse stopped, the cot-

tager's daughter opened the door and

curtsied—it was an invitation to

enter ; and he threw his rein over the

paling and walked into the cottage.

Mrs. Elton, -who had been seated

by the open casement, rose to receive

him. But Maltravers made her sit

down, and soon put her at her ease.

The woman and her daughter who
occupied the cottage retired into the

garden; and Mrs. Elton, watching

them withdraw, then exclaimed,

abruptly

—

" Oh, sir ! I have so longed to see

you this morning. I so long to make
bold to ask you whether, indeed, I

dreamed it—or did I, when you first

took me to your house—did I see
" She stopped abruptly : and,

though she strove to suppress her

emotion, it was too strong for her

efforts—she sunk back on her chair,

pale as death, and almost gasped for

breath.

Maltravers waited in surprise for

her recovery.

"I beg pardon, sir—I was thinking

of days long past ; and—but I wished

to ask whether, when I lay in your

hall, almost insensible, any one

besides yourself and your servants

were present?—or was it"—added
«ne woman with a shudder—" was it

the dead ?

"

" I remember," said Maltravers,

much struck and interested in her

question and manner, "that a lady

was present."

" It is so— it is so ! " cried the

woman, half-rising and clasping her

hands. " And she passed by this

cottage a little time ago ; her veil was

thrown aside as she turned that fair

young face towards the cottage. Her
name, sir—oh ! what is her name ?

It was the same—the same face that

shone across me in that hour of pain f

I did not dream ! I was not mad !

"

"Compose yourself; you could

never, I think, have seen that lady

before : her name is Cameron."

"Cameron—Cameron!"—thewoman
shook her head mournfully. " No

;

that name is strange to me : and her

mother, sir—she is dead?"
" No ; her mother lives."

A shade came over the face of the

sufferer ; and she said, after a pause,
" My eyes deceive me then, sir

;

and, indeed, I feel that my head is

touched, and I wander sometimes.

But the likeness was so great
; yet

that young lady is even lovelier!"

" Likenesses are very deceitful, and
very capricious ; and depend more on
fancy than reality. One person dis-

covers a likeness between faces most
dissimilar, a likeness invisible to

others. But who does Miss Cameron
resemble?"

"One now dead, sir; dead many
years ago. But it is a long story,

and one that lies heavy on my con-

science. Some day or other, if you
will give me leave, sir, I will unburden
myself to you."

" If I can assist you in any way,

command me. Meanwhile, have you
no friends, no relations, no children,

whom you would wish to see ?

"

" Children !—no, sir ; I never had
but one child of my own " (she laid

an emphasis on the last words), " and
that died in a foreign land !

"

"And no other relatives?"

" None, sir. My history is very

short and simple. I was well brought

up—an only child. My father was a

small farmer ; he died when I was

sixteen, and I went into service with

a k ind old lady and her daughter, who
treated me more as a companion than

a servant. I was a vain, giddy girl

then, sir. A young man, the son of

a neighbouring farmer, courted me,

and I was much attached to him
;

but neither of us had money, and his
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parents would not give their consent

to our marrying. I was silly enough
to think that, if William loved me,

he should have braved all ; and his

prudence mortified me ; so I married

another whom I did not love. I was

rightly punished, for he ill-used me,

and took to drinking; I returned to

my old service to escape from him

—

for I was with child and my life was

in danger from his violence. He died

suddenly, and in debt. And then,

afterwards, a gentleman—a rich gen-

tleman—to whom I rendered a service

(do not misunderstand me, sir, if I

say the service was one of which I

repent), gave me money, and made
me rich enough to marry my first

lover; and William and I went to

America. We lived many years in

New York upon our little fortune

comfortably ; and I was a long while

happy, for I had always loved William

dearly. My first affliction was the

death ofmy child by my first husband;

but I was soon roused from my grief.

William schemed and .speculated, as

everyboay does in America, and so

we lost all : and William was weakly

and could not work. At length he

got the place of steward on board a

vessel from New York to Liverpool,

and I was taken to assist in the cabin.

We wanted to come to London : I

thought my old benefactor might do

something for us, though he had never

answered the letters I sent him. But
poor William fell ill on board, and
died in sight of land."

Mrs. Elton wept bitterly, but with

the subdued grief of one to whom
tears have been familiar ; and when
she recovered, she soon brought her

humble tale to an end. She herself,

incapacitated from all vork by sorrow

and a breaking constitution, was left

in the streets of Liverpool without

other means of subsistence than the

cnaritable contributions of the passen-

gers and sailors on board the vessel.

With this sum she had gone to

Now 207.

!
London, where she found her old

patron had been long since dead, and

she had no claims on his family. She

had, on quitting England, left one

relation settled in a town in the

North; thither she now repaired, to

find her last hope wrecked ; the rela-

tion also was dead and gone. Her
money was now spent, and she had
begged her way along the road, or

through the lanes, she scarce knew
whither, till the accident, which, in

shortening her life, had raised up a

friend for its close.

"And such, sir," said she in con-

clusion, " such has been the story of

my life, except one part of it, which,

if I get stronger, I can tell better;

but you will excuse that now."
" And are you comfortable and con-

tented, my poor friend ? These people

are kind to you ]"

" Oh, so kind !—and every night

we all pray for you, sir
; you ought

to be happy, if the blessings of the

poor can avail the rich."

Maltravers remounted his horse

and sought his home ; and his heart

was lighter than before he entered

that cottage. But at evening Cleveland

talked of Vargrave and Evelyn, and
the good fortune of one, and the

charms of the other ; and the wound,

so well concealed, bled afresh.

" I heard from De Montaigne the

other day," said Ernest, just as they

were retiring for the night, " and his

letter decides my movements. If you

will accept me, then, as a travelling

companion, I will go with you to

Paris. Have you made up your

mind to leave Burleigh on Satur-

day 1

"

" Yes ; that gives us a day to re-

cover from Lord Baby's hall. I am
so delighted at your offer !—we need

only stay a day or so in town. The
excursion will do you good—your

spirits, my dear Ernest, seem more
dejected than when you first returned

to England : you live too much alone
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here, yo-i will enjoy Burleigh more
]

on your return. And perhaps then

you will open the old house a little

more to the neighbourhood, and to

your friends. They expect it: you

we looked to for the county
"

"I have done with politics, and

sicken but for peace."

" Pick up a wife in Paris, and yon
will then know that peace is an im-

possible possession," said the eld

bachelor, laughing.
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BOOK V.

CHAPTER I.

• Do, as the Heavens have done ; forget your evil

;

With them, forgive yourself."—The Winter's TaU.

" . . . The sweet'st companion, that e'er man
Bred his hopes out of."

—

Ibid.

The curate of Brook Green was sitting

outside his door. The vicarage which

he inhabited was a straggling, irregu-

lar, but picturesque building ; humble

enough to suit the means of the

curate, yet large enough to accommo-

date the vicar. It had been built in

an age when the indigentes etpauperes

for whom universities were founded

supplied, more than they do now, the

fountains of the Christian ministry

—

when pastor and flock were more on

an equality.

From under a rude and arched

porch, with an oaken settle on either

side for the poor visitor, the door

opened at once upon the old-fashioned

parlour—a homely but pleasant room,

with one wide but low cottage case-

ment, beneath which stood the dark

shining table, that supported the large

Bible in its green baize cover; the

Concordance, and the last Sunday's

sermon, in its jetty case. There by

the fire-place stood the bachelor's

round elbow chair, with a needle-work

cushion at the back ; a walnut tree

bureau ; another table or two ; half a

dozen plain chairs constituted the rest

of the furniture, saving some two or

three hundred volumes, ranged in

neat shelves on the clean wainscoted

walls. There was another room, to

which you ascended by two steps,

communicating with this parlour,

smaller, but finer, and inhabited only

on festive days, when Lady Vargrave,

or some other quiet neighbour, came
to drink tea with the good curate.

An old housekeeper and her grand
son—a young fellow of about two-and-

twenty, who tended the garden, milked
the cow, and did in fact what he was

wanted to do— composed the esta-

blishment of the humble minister.

We have digressed from Mr. Aubrey
himself.

The curate was seated, then, on*

fine summer morning, on a bench at

the left of his porch, screened from

the sun by the cool boughs of a chest-

nut-tree, the shadow of which half

covered the little lawn that separated

the precincts of the house from

those of silent Death and everlasting

Hope; above the irregular and moo*
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grown paling rose the village church

;

vanishing of a light hut melancholy

and, through openings in the trees, cloud that usually rested upon the

Seyond the burial-ground, partially features, placid as they were.

'learned the white walls of Lady They sate down on the rustic bench,

Vargrave's cottage, and were seen at and the sea-breeze wantoned amongst

a distance the saiis on the the quivering leaves of the chestnut

tree that overhung their seat.
.. Mighty waters rolling evermore. „

{ ^ ^^ && ^^ ^ ^^
The old man was calmly enjoying the my kind friend," said Lady Vargrave;

beauty of the morning, the freshness " and, as usual also, it is about our

of the air, the warmth of the dancing absent Evelyn."

beam, and not least, perhaps, his own " Have you heard again from her,

peaceful thoughts; the spontaneous this morning]"

children of a contemplative spirit and "Yes; and her letter increases

a quiet conscience. His was the age the anxiety which your observation,

when we most sensitively enjoy the so much deeper than mine, first

mere sense of existence ; when the awakened."

face of Nature, and a passive con-
1

" Does she then write much of

viction of the benevolence of our
,

Lord Vargrave 1

"

Great Father, suffice to create a serene
j

" Not a great deal ; but the little

and ineffable happiness, which rarely
! she does Bay, betrays how much she

visits us till we have done with the shrinks from the union my poor

passions ; till memories, if more alive husband desired : more, indeed, than

than heretofore, are yet mellowed in
t

ever ! But this is not all, nor the

the hues of time, and Faith softens worst : for you know, that the late

into harmony all their asperities and lord had provided against that pro-

harshness ; till nothing within us bability—(he loved her so tenderly,

remains to cast a shadow over the his ambition for her only came from

things without ; and on the verge of his affection) ;—and the letter he left

life the Angels are nearer to us than behind him pardons and releases her,

of yore. There is an old age which i if she revolts from the choice he him-

has more youth of heart than youth
\ self preferred."

itself

!

" Lord Vargrave is perhaps a

As the old man thus sate, the little generous, he certainly seems a candid,

gate through which, on Sabbath days, man, and he must be sensible that his

he was wont to pass from the humble uncle has already done all that justice

mansion to the house of God, noise-

lessly opened, and Lady Vargrave

appeared.

The curate rose when he perceived

required."
" I think so. But this, as I said, is

not all ; I have brought the letter to

show you. It seems to me as you

her • and the lady's fair features were
J

apprehended. This Mr. Maltravers

lighted up with a gentle pleasure, as
|

has wound himself about her thoughts

she pressed his hand and returned his
|
more than she herself imagines ;

you

salutation. see how she dwells on all that con

There was a peculiarity in Lady cerns him, and how, after checking

Vargrave's countenance which I have herself, she returns again and again

rarely seen in others. Her smile, to the same subject,"

whi^h was singularly expressive, came

less from the lip than from the eyes

;

it was almost as if the brow smiled

—

it was as the sudden and momentary

The curate put on his spectacles,

and took the letter. It was a strange

thing, that old gray-haired minister

evincing such grave interest in the
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secrets ot that young heart ! But
they who would take charge of the

soul, must never be too wise to regard

the heart

!

Lady Vargrave looked over his

shoulder as he bent down to read, and

at time3 placed her finger on such

passages as she wished him to note.

The old curate nodded as she did so

;

but neither spoke till the letter was

concluded.

The curate then folded up the

epistle, took off his spectacles, hem-
med, and looked grave.

" Well," said Lady Vargrave,

anxiously, " well 1

"

" My dear friend, the letter requires

consideration. In the first place, it

is clear to me that, in spite of Lord

VargTave'a presence at the rectory,

his lordship so manages matters that

the poor child is unable of herself to

bring that matter to a conclusion.

And, indeed, to a mind so sensitively

delicate and honourable, it is no easyT

ta.-k."

" Shall I write to Lord Vargrave ]

"

" Let us think of it. In the mean-
while, this Mr. Maltravers

"

" Ah, this Mr. Maltravers "

" The child shows us more of her

heart than she thinks of; and yet I

myself am puzzled. If }
Tou observe,

she has only once or twice spoken of

the Colonel Legard, whom she has

made acquaintance with ; while she

treats at length of Mr. Maltravers,

and confesses the effect he has pro-

duced on her mind. Yet, do you
know, I more dread the caution

respecting the first, than all the

candour that betrays the influence of

the last? There is a great difference

between first fancy and first love."

" Is there ] " said the lady, ab-

stractedly.

" Again, neither of us is acquainted

with this singular man—I mean Mal-

travers ; his character, temper, and
principles—of all of which Evelyn is

too young, too guileless, to judge for

herself. One thing, however, in hei

letter speaks in his favour."

" What is that !

"

" He absents himself from her.

This, if he has discovered her secret

—or if he himself is sensible of too

great a charm in her presence—would
be the natural course that an honour-

able and a strong mind would pursue."
" What!— If he love her?"
"Yes — while he believes her hand

is engaged to another."

"True! What shall be done—if

Evelyn should love, and love in vain ?

Ah, it is the misery of a whole
existence

!

"

" Perhaps she had better return to

us," said Mr. Aubrey ;
" and yet, if

already it be too late, and her affec-

tions are engaged—we should still

remain in ignorance respecting the

motives and mind of the object of her

attachment. And he, too, might not

know the true nature of the obstacle

connected with Lord Vargrave'a

claims."
" Shall I, then, go to her ? You

know how I shrink from strangers

—

how I fear curiosity, doubts, and
questions— how— (and Lady Var-

grave's voice faltered)—how unfitted

I am for— for " she stopped short,

and a faint blush overspread her

cheeks.

The curate understood her, and was
moved.

" Dear friend," said he, " will you
intrust this charge to myself? You
know how Evelyn is endeared to me
by certain recollections ! Perhaps,

better than you, I may be enabled

silently to examine if this man be

worthy of her, and one who could

secure her happiness;—perhaps, better

than you, I may ascertain the exact

nature of her own feelings towards

him ;—perhaps too, better than you,

I may effect an understanding with

Lord Vargrave."
" You are alwaysmykindest friend,"

said the lady, with emotion; " huw
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much I already owe you !—what hopes

Leyond the grave ! what
"

" Hush ! " interrupted the curate,

gently; "your own good heart and

pure intentions have worked out your

own atonement—may I hope also your

own content. Let us return to our

Evelyn : poor child ! how unlike this

despondent letter to her gay light

spirits when with us! We acted for

the best
;
yet, perhaps, we did wrong

to yield her up to strangers. And
this Maltravers!—with her enthusiasm

and quick susceptibilities to genius,

she was half prepared to imagine him
all she depicts him to be. He must

have a spell in his works that I have

not discovered—for at times it seems

to operate even on you."
" Because," said Lady Vargrave,

" they remind me of his conversation

— his habits of thought. If like him
in other things, Evelyn may indeed

lie happy !

"

" And if," said the curate, curiously
—" if now that you are free, you were

ever to meet with him again, and his

memory had been as faithful as yours

—and if he offered the sole atonement

in his Dower, for all that his early

error cost you— if such a chance

should happen in the vicissitudes of

life, you would "

The curate stopped short; for he
was struck by the exceeding paleness

of his friend's cheek, and the tremor

of her delicate frame.
" If that were to happen," said she

in a very low voice ; " if we were to

meet again, and if he were—as yov

and Mrs. Leslie seem to think—poor

and, like myself, humbly born—if my
fortune could assist him— if my love

could still—changed, altered as I am
—ah ! do not talk of it—I cannot bear

the thought of happiness ! And yet,

if before I die I could but see him
again

!

" She clasped her hands

fervently as she spoke, and the blush

that overspread her face threw over

it so much of bloom and freshness,

that even Evelyn, at that moment,

would scarcely have seemed more-

young. " Enough," she added, after

a little while, as the glow died away.
" It is but a foolish hope; all earthly

love is buried ; and my heart is

there ! "—she pointed to the heaven*,

and both were silent.
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CHAPTER H.

"Qufbua otio rel magnifioe, vel molliter vivere copla erat, incerta pro certU

malebant." *

—

Saiaust.

Lord Raby—one of the wealthiest and
most splendid noblemen in England
—was prouder, perhaps, of his pro-

vincial distinctions, than the eminence
of his rank or the fashion of his

wife. The magnificent chateaux—the
immense estates of our English peers

—tend to preserve to us, in spite of

the freedom, bustle, aud commercial

grandeur of our people, more of the

Norman attributes of aristocracy than

can be found in other countries. In

his county, the great noble is a petty

prince— his house is a court— his

possessions and munificence are a

boast to every proprietor in his dis-

trict. They are as fond of talking of

the Earl's or the Duke's movements
and entertainments, as Dangeau was

of the gossip of the Tuileries and
Versailles.

Lord Raby, while affecting, as lieu-

tenant of the county, to make no

political distinctions between squire

^nd squire—hospitable and affable to

all— still, by that verj absence of

exclusiveness, gave a tone to the

politics of the whole county ; and
converted many who had once thought

differently on the respective virtues

of Whigs and Tories. A great man
never loses so much as when he ex-

hibits intolerance, or parades the

right of persecution.
" My tenants shall vote exactly as

they please," said Lord Raby ; and he

was never known to have a tenant

* They who had the means to live at

ease, either in splendour, or in luxury,
preferred the uncertainty of change, to their

natural security.

vote against his wishes ! Keeping a

vigilant eye on all the interests, and

conciliating all the proprietors, in the

county, he not only never lost a friend,

but he kept together a body of par-

tisans that constantly added to its

numbers.

Sir John Merton's colleague, a

young Lord Nelthorpe, who could

not speak three sentences if you took

away his hat ; and who, constant at

Almacks', was not only inaudible but

invisible in parliament, had no chance

of being re-elected. Lord Nelthorpe's

father, the Earl of Mainwaring, was a

new peer; and, next to Lord Raby,

the richest nobleman in the county.

Now, though they were much of the

same politics, Lord Raby hated Lord

Mainwaring. They were too near

each other—they clashed—they hau

the jealousy of rival princes !

Lord Ruby was delighted at the

notion of getting rid of Lord Nel-

thorpe— it would be so sensible a

blow to the Mainwaring interest. Th«

party had been looking out for a new

candidate, and Maltravers had been

much talked of. It is true that, when

in parliament some years before, the

politics of Maltravers had differed

from those of Lord Raby and his set.

But Maltravers had of late taken no

share in politics— had uttered no

political opinions—was intimate with

the electioneering Mertons—was sup-

posed to be a discontented man—and

politicians believe in no discontent

that is not political. Whisper- were

afloat that Maltravers had grown wise,

and changed his views : some remarks
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of his, more theoretical than practical,

were quoted in favour of this notion.

Parties, too, had much changed since

Maltravers had appeared on the busy

scene—new questions had arisen, and
the old ones had died off.

Lord Baby and his party thought,

that if Maltravers could be secured to

them, no one would better suit their

purpose. Political faction loves con-

verts better even than consistent

adherents. A man's rise in life gene-

rally dates from a well-timed rat.

His high reputation—his provincial

rank as the representative of the

oldest commoner's family in the

county—his age, which combined the

energy of one period with the experi-

ence of another—all united to accord

Maltravers a preference over richer

meu. Lord Baby had been pointedly

courteous and flattering to the master

of Burleigh ; and he now contrived it

so, that the brilliant entertainment

he was about to give might appear in

compliment to a distinguished neigh-

bour, returned to fix his residence on
his patrimonial property, while in

reality it might serve an electioneer-

ing purpose—serve to introduce Mal-

travers to the county, as if under his

lordship's own wing—and minister to

political uses that went beyond the

mere representation of the county.

Lord Vargrave had, during his stay

at Merton Rectory, paid several visits

to Knaresdean, and held many private

conversations with the marquess : the

result of these conversations was a

close union of schemes and interests

between the two noblemen. ! I

fied with the political conduct of

government. Lord Baby was also dis-

satisfied, that arious party

reasons, a nobleman beneath himself

in rank, and as he thought in influ-

ence, had obtained a preference in a

recent vacancy among the Knights of

the Garter. And if Vargrave had a

talent in the worid, it was in dis-

covering the weak points of men

whom he sought to gain, and making
the vanities of others conduce to his

own ambition.

The festivities of Knaresdean gave
occasion to Lord Raby to unite at his

house the more prominent of those

who thought and acted in concert

with Lord Yargrave ; and in this

secret senate, the operations for the

following session were to be seriously

discussed and gravely determined.

On the day which was to be con-

cluded with the ball at Knaresdean,

Lord Vargrave went before the rest

of the Merton party, for he was en-

gaged to dine with the marquess.

On arriving at Knaresdean, Lumley
found Lord Sasingham and some
other politicians, who had arrived the

preceding day, closeted with Lord
Raby ; and Vargrave, who shone to

yet greater advantage in the dipla:

maoy of party management than in

the arena of parliament, brought
penetration, energy, and decision to

timid and fluctuating councils. Lord
Vargrave lingered in the room after

the first bell had summoned the other

guests to depart.
" My dear lord," said he then,

" though no one would be more glad

than myself to secure Maltravers to

our side, I very much doubt whether

you will succeed in doing so. On the

one hand, he appears altogether dis-

gusted with politics and parliament;

and, on the other hand, I fancy that

reports of his change of opinions are,

if not wholly unfounded, very unduly

coloured. Moreover, to do him justice,

I think that he is not one to be blinded

and flartered into the pale of a party
;

and your bird will fly away, after you
have wasted a bucket-fall of salt on
his tail."

" Very possibly," said Lord Raby,

laughing ; "you know him better than

I do. But there are many purposes

to serve in this matter— purposes too

provincial to interest you. Iu the

first place, we shall humble the Xel
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thorpe interest, merely by showing

that we do think of a new member :

secondly, we shall get up a manifesta-

tion of feeling that would be impos-

sible, unless we were provided with a

centre of attraction : thirdly, we shall

rouse a certain emulation among other

county gentlemen ; and if Maltravers

decline, we shall have many appli-

cants : and fourthly, suppose Mal-

travers has not changed his opinions,

we shall make him suspected by the

party he really does belong to, and

which would be somewhat formidable

if he were to head them. In fact,

these are mere county tactics, that

you can't be expected to understand."
" I see you are quite right : mean

while you will at least have an oppor-

tunity (though I say it, who should

not say it) to present to the county

one of the prettiest young ladies

that ever graced the halls of Knares-

dean."

"Ah, Miss Cameron! I have heard

much of her beauty : you are a lucky

fellow, Vargrave !—by the by.

to say anything of the engagement ?

"

" Why, indeed, my dear lord, it is

now so publicly known, that it would

be false delicacy to affect conceal-

ment."
" Very well ; I understand."
" How long I have detained you

—

a thousand pardons!— I have but just

time to dress. In four or five months
I must remember to leave you a

longer time for your toilet."

"Me— how !

"

" Oh, the Duke of * * * * can't live

long ; and I always observe, that when
a handsome man has the Garter, he

takes a long time pulling up hip

stockings."
" Ha, ha ! you are so droll, Yar-

grave."

" Ha, ha !—I must be off.

" The more publicity is given to

this arrangement, the more difficult

for Evelyn to shy at the leap," mut-

tered Vargrave to himself as he closed

the door. " Thus do I make all things

useful to myself!

"

The dinner party were asiembled

in the great drawing-room, when
Maltravers and Cleveland, also invited

guests to the banquet, were announced.

Lord Raby received the former with

marked entpressement; and the stately

marchioness honoured him with her

most gracious smile. Formal pre-

sentations to the rest of the guests

were interchanged ; and it was not

till the circle was fully gone through

that Maltravers perceived, seated by
himself in a corner, to which he had

shrunk on the entrance of Maltravers,

a grey-haired, solitary man—it was

Lord Saxingham ! The last time

they had met was in the death-

chamber of Florence; and the old

man forgot, for the moment, the an-

ticipated dukedom and the dreamed-

of premiership!—and his heart flew

back to the grave of his only child

!

They saluted each other—and shook

hands in silence. And Vargrave

—

whose eye was on them—Vargrave,

whose arts had made that old man
childless, felt not a pang of remorse !

Living ever in the future, Vargrave

almost seemed to have lost his me-

mory. He knew not what regret

was. It is a condition of life with

men thoroughly worldly that they

never look behind !

The signal was given : in due order

the party were marshalled into the

great hall—a spacious and lofty cham-

ber, which had received its last alter-

ation from the hand of Inigo Jones
;

though the massive ceiling, with its

antique and grotesque masques, be-

trayed a much earlier date, and con-

trasted with the Corinthian pilasters

that adorned the walls, and supported

the music gallery—from which waved

the flags of modern warfare and its

mimicries. The Eagle of Xapoleon,

a token of the services of Lord Raby 'a

brother (a distinguished cavalry

officer in command at Waterloo), ;i
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juxtaposition with a much gayer and

more glittering banner, emblematic

of the martial fame of Lord Raby
himself, as Colonel of the B shire

volunteers

!

The music pealed from the gallery

—the plate glittered on the board

—

the ladies wore diamonds, and the

gentlemen, who had them, wore stars.

It was a very fine sight, that banquet

!

—such as became the festive day of a

lord-lieutenant, whose ancestors had

now defied, and now inter-married,

with royalty. But there was very

little talk, and no merriment. People

at the top of the table drunk wine

with those at the bottom ; and gentle-

men and ladies seated next to each

other, whispered languidly in mono-
syllabic commune. On one side,

Maltravers was flanked by a Lady
Somebody Something, who was rather

deaf, and very much frightened for

fear he should talk Greek ; on the

other side he was relieved by Sir John
Merton— very civil, very pompous,

and talking, at strictured intervals,

about county matters, in a measured
intonation, savouring of the House-

of-Commons jerk at the end of the

sentence.

As the dinner advanced to its close,

Sir John became a little more diffuse,

though his voice sunk into a whisper.
" I fear there will be a split in the

cabinet before parliament meets."
" Indeed !

"

" Yes ; Vargrave and the Premier

cannot pull together very long. Clever

man, Vargrave ! but he has not enough
stake in the country for a leader !

"

" All men have public character to

stake ; and if that be good, I suppose

no stake can be better ?

"

"Humph!—yes— very true; but

still, when a man has land and money,

his opinions, in a country like this,

very properly carry more weight with

them. If Vargrave, for instance, had

Lord Raby's property, no man could

be more fit for a leader—a prime

minister. We might then be sure

that he would have no selfish interest

to further ; he would not play tricks

with his party—you understand 1

"

" Perfectly."

" I am not a party man, as you may
remember; indeed, you and I have
voted alike on the same questions.

Measures, not men— that is my
maxim ; but still I don't like to see

men placed above their proper

stations."

" Maltravers—a glass of wine," said

Lord Vargrave across the table " Will

you join us, Sir John ]

"

Sir John bowed.

"Certainly," he resumed, " Vargrave
is a pleasant man and a good speaker

;

but still they say he is far from rich

— embarrassed, indeed. However,
when he marries Miss Cameron it

may make a great difference—give

him more respectability ; do you"

know what her fortune is—something
immense ?

"

" Yes ; I believe so—I don't know."
" My brother says that Vargrave is

most amiable. The young lady is

very handsome, almost too handsome
for a wife— don't you think so?

Beauties are all very well in a ball-

room ; but they are not calculated for

domestic life. I am sure you agree

with me. I have heard, indeed, that

Miss Cameron is rather learned ; but

there is so much scandal in a country

neighbourhood;— people are so ill-

natured. I dare say she is not more
learned than other young ladies, poor

girl ! What do you think ?

"

" Miss Cameron is—is very accom-

plished, I believe. And so you think

the Government cannot stand 1

"

" I don't say that—very far from

it : but I fear there must be a change
However, if the country gentlemei

hold together, I do not doubt but

what we shall weather the storm.

The landed interest, Mr. Maltravers,

is the great stay of this country—the

sheet-anchor, I may say. I Buppose
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I.old Vargrave, who seems, I must

say, to have right notions on this

head, will invest Miss Cameron's for-

tune in land. But though one may
buy an estate, one can't buy an old

family, Mr. Maltravers !—you and I

may be thankful for that. By the

way, who was Miss Cameron's mother,

Lady Vargrave .'—something low, 1

fear—nobody know.-.'

" I am not acquainted with Lady
Vargrave : your sister-in-law speaks

of her most highly. And the daughter

in herself is a sufficient guarantee for

the virtues of the mother."
" Yes ; and Vargrave on one side,

at least, has himself nothing in the

way of family to boast of."

The ladies left the hall—the gentle-

men re-seated themselves. Lord Raby
made some remark on politics to Sir

John Merton, and the whole round of

talkers immediately followed their

leader.

" It is a thousand pities, Sir John,"

said Lord Raby, " that you have not

a colleague more worthy of you
;

Nelthorpe never attends a committee,

does he '!

"

" I cannot say that he isavery active

member ; but he is young, and we

must make allowances for him," said

Sir John, discreetly : for he had no

desire to oust his colleague—it was

agreeable enough to be the efficient

member.
" In these times," said Lord Raby,

loftily, " allowances are not to be

made for systematic neglect of duty;

we shall have a stormy session—the

opposition is no longer to be despised

—perhaps a dissolution may be nearer

at hand than we think for :—as for

Nelthorpe, he cannot come in again."
" That I am quite sure of," said a

fat country gentleman of great weight

in the county; "he not only was
absent on the great Malt question,

but he never answered my letter

respecting the Canal Company."
" Not answered your letter !

" said

Lord Raby, lifting np his hands and
eyes in amaze and horror. " What
conduct!—Ah, Mr. Maltravers, you
are the man for us !

"

" Hear ! hear !
" cried the fat squire.

" Hear !
" echoed Vargrave ; and

the approving sound went round the

table.

Lord Raby rose.—" Gentlemen, fill

your glasses ;—a health to our dis-

tinguished neighbour !

"

The company applauded ; each in

his turn smiled, nodded, and drank
to Maltravers, who, though taken by
surprise, saw at once the course to

pursue. He returned thanks simply

and shortly ; and, without pointedly

noticing the allusion in which Lord
Raby had indulged, remarked inci-

dentally, that he had retired, certainly

for some years—perhaps for ever

—

from political life.

Vargrave smiled significantly at

Lord Raby, and hastened to lead the

conversation into party discussion.

—

Wrapped in his proud disdain of

what he considered the contests of

factions for toys and shadows, Mal-

travers remained silent : and the

party soon broke up, and adjourned

to the ball-room.
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CHAPTER III.

" Le plus grand defaut de la penetration n'est pas de n'aller point jusqu'au but, c'est de

le passer."*

—

La Roohefaucacld.

Evelyn had looked forward to the

Ball at Knaresdean with feelings

deeper than those which usually in-

flame the fancy of a girl, proud of her

dress, and confident of her beauty.

Whether or not she loved Maltravers,

in the true acceptation of the word

love, it is certain that he had acquired

a most powerful command over her

mind and imagination. She felt the

warmest interest in his welfare—the

most anxious desire for his esteem-

—

the deepest regret at the thought of

their estrangement. At Knaresdean

she should meet Maltravers— in

crowds, it is true—but still she should

meet him ; she should see him tower-

ing superior above the herd; she

should hear him praised ; she should

mark him, the observed of all. But

there was another, and a deeper

source of joy within her. A letter

had been that morning received from

Aubrey, in which he had announced

his arrival for the next day. The

letter, though affectionate, was short.

Evelyn had been some months absent

•— Lady Vargrave was anxious to

make arrangements for her return
;

but it was to be at her option whether

she would accompany the curate home.

Now, besides her delight at seeing

once more the dear old man, and

hearing from his lips that her mother

was well and happy, Evelyn hailed in

his arrival the means of extricating

herself from her position with Lord

* The greatest defect of penetration is not

that of not going just up to the point—it is

the passing it.

Vargrave. She would confide in him
her increased repugnance to that

union— he would confer with Lord

Vargrave ; and then—and then—did

there come once more the thought of

Maltravers? No!— I fear it was not

Maltravers who called forth that smile

and that sigh !—Strange girl, you

know not your own mind;—but few

of us, at your age, do !

In all the gaiety of hope, in the

pride of dress and half-conscious love-

liness, Evelyn went with a light step

into Caroline's room. Miss Merton

had already dismissed her woman,
and was seated by her writing-table,

leaning her cheek thoughtfully on her

hand.
" Is it time to go ! " said she, look-

ing up. " Well—we shall put papa,

and the coachman, and the horses,

too, in excellent humour. How well

you look ! Really, Evelyn, you arc

indeed beautiful!"— and Caroline

gazed with honest, but not unenvious

admiration at the fairy form so

rounded, and yet so delicate ; and the

face that seemed to blush at its own
charms.

" I am sure I can return the

flattery," said Evelyn, laughing bash-

fully.

" Oh ! as for me, I am well enough

in my way : and hereafter I daresay

we may be rival beauties. I hope we

shall remain good friends, and rule

the world with divided empire. Do
you not long for the stir, and excite-

ment, ami ambition of London!—
lor ambition is open to us as m
men !

"
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" No, indeed," replied Evelyn,

smiling :
" I could be ambitious, in-

deed ; but it would not be for myself,

but for
"

" A husband, perhaps ; well, you
rill have ample scope for such sym-

pathy. Lord Vargrave "

" Lord Vargrave again !
" and Eve-

lyn's smile vanished, and she turned

away.
" Ah," said Caroline, " 1 should

have made Vargrave an excellent

wife—pity he does not think so ! As
it is, I must set up for myself, and

become a maitresse jemme.—So you

think I look well to-night? I am
glad of it— Lord Doltimore is one

who will be guided by what other

people say."

" You are not serious about Lord
Doltimore?"

" Most sadly serious."

" Impossible ! you could not speak

so if you loved him."
" Loved him ! no ! but I intend to

marry him."

Evelyn was revolted, but still in-

credulous.
" And you, too, will marry one

whom you do not love?
—

'tis our

fate
"

" Never !

"

" We shall see."

Evelyn's heart was damped, and
her spirits fell.

" Tell me now," said Caroline,

pressing on the wrung withers—"do
you not think this excitement, partial

and provincial though it be— the

sense of beauty, the hope of conquest,

the consciousness of power—better

than the dull monotony of the Devon-
shire cottage ? be honest

"

" No, no, indeed !
" answered Eve-

lyn, tearfully and passionately : one

hour with my mother, one smile from
her lips, were worth it all !

"

" And in your visions of marriage,

you think then of nothing but roses

and doves,—love in a cottage !

"

"Love in a home, no matter whether

a palace or a cottage," returned

Evelyn.
" Home !

" repeated Caroline,

bitterly ;
— " home — home is the

English synonym for the French
ennui. But I hear papa on the

stairs."

A Ball-room—what a scene of com-

mon-place ! how hackneyed in novels;

how trite in ordinary life ; and yet

ball-rooms have a character and a

sentiment of their own, for all tem-

pers and all ages. Something in the

lights—the crowd—the music—con-

duces to stir up many of the thoughts

that belong to fancy and romance. It

is a melancholy scene to men after a

certain age. It revives many of those

lighter and more graceful images

connected with the wandering desires

of youth : shadows that crossed us,

and seemed love, but were not :

having much of the grace and charm,

but none of the passion and the

tragedy, of love. So many of our

earliest and gentlest recollections are

connected with those chalked Boors

—

and that music painfully gay—and
those quiet nooks and corners, where

the talk that hovers about the heart

and does not touch it has been held.

Apart and unsympathising in that

auHerer wisdom which comes to us

after deep passions have been excited,

we see form after form chasing the

butterflies that dazzle us no longer

among the flowers that have evermore

lost their fragrance.

Somehow or other, it is one of the

scenes that remind us most forcibly

of the loss of youth ! We are brought

so closely in contact with the young
and with the short-lived pleasures

that once pleased us. and have for-

feited all bloom. Happy the man
who turns from " the tinkling cymbal,"

and "the gallery of pictures," and
can think of some watchful eye and
some kind heart at home. But those

who have no home —and they are a
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numerous tribe—never feel lonelier

hermits or sadder moralists, than in

6uch a crowd.

Maltravers leaned abstractedly

against the wall, and some such re-

flections perhaps passed within, as the

plumes waved and the diamonds
glittered round him. Ever too proud

to be vain, the monstrari digito had

not flattered even in the commence-
ment of his career. And now he

heeded not the eyes that sought his

look, nor the admiring murmur of

lips anxious to be overheard. Afflu-

ent, well-born, unmarried, and still in

the prime of life,—in the small circles

of a province, Ernest Maltravers would

in himself have been an object of in-

terest to the diplomacy of mothers

and daughters; and the false glare

of reputation necessarily deepened

curiosity, and widened the range of

speculators and observers.

Suddenly, however, a new object of

attention excited new interest—new
whispers ran through the crowd, and

these awakened Maltravers from his

revery. He looked up, and beheld

all eyes fixed upon one form ! His
own eyes encountered those of Evelyn

Cameron

!

It was the first time he had seen

this beautiful young person in all the

iclat, pomp, and circumstance of her

station, as the heiress of the opulent

Templeton— the first time he had

seen her the cynosure of crowds—who,

had her features been homely, would

have admired the charms of her for-

tune in her face. And now, as radiant

with youth, and the flush of excite-

ment on her soft cheek, she met his

eye, he said to himself—" And could

I have wished one so new to the world

to have united her lot with a man, for

whom all that to her is delight has

grown wearisome and stale? Could I

have been justified in stealing her

from the admiration that, at her age,

and to her sex, has 60 sweet a flattery?

Or, on the other Wnd, could I have
J

gone back to her years, and sym-
pathised with feelings that time has
taught me to despise?— Better aa

it is."

Influenced by these thoughts, the
greeting of Maltravers disappointed

and saddened Evelyn, she knew
not why; it was constrained and
grave.

" Does not Miss Cameron look
well ? " whispered Mrs. Mertou, on
whose arm the heiress leant. " You
observe what a sensation she creates ?

"

Evelyn overheard, and blushed as

she stole a glance at Maltravers.

There was something mournful in the

admiration which spoke in his deep,

earnest eyes.

" Everywhere," said he, calmly, and
in the same tone, " everywhere Miss
Cameron appears, she must outshine

all others." He turned to Evelyn,

and said with a smile, " You must
learn to enure yourself to admiration

—a year or two hence, and you will

not blush at your own gifts
!

'

" And you, too, contribute to spoil

me !—fie !

"

" Are you so easily spoiled ? If I

meet you hereafter, you will think

my compliments cold to the common
language of others."

" You do not know me—perhaps

you never will."

" I am contented with the fair pages

I have already read."

" Where is Lady Raby ? " asked

Mrs. Merton. " Oh, I see : Evelyn,

my love, we must present ourselves to

our hostess.

The ladies moved on—and when
Maltravers next caught a glance of

Evelyn, she was with Lady Raby, and
Lord Vargrave also was by her side.

The whispers round him had grown
louder.

" Very lovely indeed .—so young,

too !—and she is really going to be

married to Lord Vargrave : so much
older than she is—quite a sacrifice !

"

" Scarcely bo. He is so agreeable.
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and still handsome. But are you

8ure that the thing is settled ?

"

" Oh, yes. Lord Raby himself told

me so. It will take place very soon."

" But do you know who her mother

was?—I cannot make out."

" Nothing particular. You know
the late Lord Vargrave was a man of

low birth. I believe she was a widow

of his own rank—she lives quite in

seclusion."

"How d'ye do, Mr. Maltravers 1

So glad to see you," said the quick

shrill voice of Mrs. Hare. " Beautiful

ball—nobody does things like Lord

Raby—don't you dance ?
"

" No, madam."
" Oh, you younggentlemen are source

nowadays." (Mrs. Hare, laying stress

on the word young, thought she had

paid a very elegant compliment, and

ran on with increased complacency.)
" You are going to let Burleigh, I

hear, to Lord Doltimore— is it true ?

—

No !—really now, what stories people

do tell. Elegant man, Lord Dolti-

more ! Is it true, that Miss Caroline

is going to marry his lordship?

—

Great match !—No scandal, I hope

;

you '11 excuse me I—Two weddings on

the tapis—quite stirring for our stupid

county. Lady Vargrave and Lady
Doltimore, two new peeresses. Which
do you think is the handsomer]

—

Miss Merton is the taller, but there

is something fierce in her eyes. Don't

you think so ?—By the by, I wish you
joy—you '11 excuse me."

" Wish me joy, madam !

"

" Oh, you are so close. Mr. Hare
says he shall support you. You will

have all the ladies with you. Well,

I declare, Lord Vargrave is going to

dance. How old is he, do you think?"

Maltravers uttered an audible

pshaw, and moved away ; but his

penance was not over. Lord Vargrave,

much as he disliked dancing, still

thought it wise to ask the fair hand
of Evelyn ; and Evelyn, also, could

not refuse.

No. 208. i

And now, as the crowd gathered

round the red ropes, Maltravers had
to undergo new exclamations at

Evelyn's beauty and Vargrave's luck.

Impatiently he turned from the spot,

with that gnawing sickness of the

heart which none but the jealous

know. He longed to depart, yet

dreaded to do so. It was the last

time he should see Evelyn, perhaps

for years—the last time he should see

her as Miss Cameron

!

He passed into another room, de-

serted by all save four old gentlemen

—Cleveland one of them—immersed
in whist; and threw himself upon an

ottoman, placed in a recess by tha

oriel window. There, half-concealed

by the araperies, he communed and
reasoned with himself. His heart

was sad within him ; he never felt

before how deeply and how passion-

ately he loved Evelyn—how firmly

that love had fastened upon the very

core of his heart ! Strange, indeed,

it was in a girl so young—of whom
he had seen but little—and that little

in positions of such quiet and ordinary

interest—to excite a passion so in-

tense in a man who had gone through

strong emotions and stern trials ! But
all love is unaccountable. The soli-

tude in which Maltravers had lived

—

the absence of all other excitement

—perhaps had contributed largely to

fan the flame. And his affections had
so long slept ; and after long sleep

the passions wake with such giant

strength ! He felt now too well that

the last rose of life had bloomed for

him—it was blighted in its birth, but

it could never bo replaced. Hence-

forth, indeed, he should be alone

—

the hopes of home were gone for ever

;

and the other occupations of mind
and soul— literature, pleasure, ambi-

tion—were already forsworn at the

very age in which by most men they

are most indulged ! O Youth ! begin

not thy career too soon, and let one

passion succeed in its due order to

10
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another ; so that every season of life

may Lave its appropriate pursuit and

charm !

The hours waned—still Maltravers

stirred not ; nor were his meditations

disturbed, except by occasional ejacu-

lations from the four old gentlemen,

as between each deal they moralised

over the caprices of the cards.

At length, close beside him he

heard that voice, the lightest sound

of which could send the blood rushing

through his veins ; and from his

retreat he saw Caroline and Evelyn,

seated close by.

" I beg pardon," said the former, in

a low voice—" I beg pardon, Evelyn,

for calling you away—but I longed to

tell you. The die is cast.— Lord

Doltimore has proposed, aud I have

*ccepted him!— Ala9, alas! I half

wish I could retract !

"

" Dearest Caroline !
" said the silver

voice of Evelyn ;
" for Heaven's sake,

do not thus wantonly resolve on your

own unhappiness ! You wrong your-

self, Caroline!— you do, indeed!

—

You are not the vain, ambitious

character you affect to be ! Ah

!

what is it you require—wealth 1—are

you not my friend 1—am I not rich

enough for both]—rank ]—what can it

give you to compensate for the misery

of an union without love ?—Prayr for-

give me for speaking thus ; do not

think me presumptuous, or romantic

—but indeed, indeed, I know from my
own heart what yours must undergo!

"

Caroline pressed her friend's hand
with emotion.

" You are a bad comforter, Evelyn;

—my mother—my father, will preach

a very different doctrine. I am
foolish, indeed, to be so sad in ob-

taining the very object I have sought!

Poor Doltimore!—he little knows

the nature, the feelings of her whom
he thinks he has made the happiest

of her sex— he Utile knows"—Caro-

line paused, turned pale as death,

and then went rapidly on—" But you,

Evelyn, you will meet the same fate
,

we shall bear it together."

"No!—no!—do not think so!—
Where I give my hand, there shall I

give my heart."

At this time Maltravers half rose,

and sighed audibly.
" Hush !

" said Caroline, in alarm.

At the same moment, the whist-table

broke up, and Cleveland approached

Maltravers.
" I am at your service," said he

;

" I know you will not stay the supper.

You will find me in the next room

;

I am just going to speak to Lord

Saxingham." The gallant old gentle-

man then paid a compliment to the

young ladies, and walked away.
" So, you too are a deserter from

the ball-room ! " said Miss Merton to

Maltravers as she rose.

" I am not very well ; but do not

let me frighten you away."
" Oh, no ! I hear the music—it is

the last quadrille before supper—and

here is my fortunate partner looking

for me."
" I have been everywhere in search

of you," said Lord Doltimore, in an

accent of tender reproach; "come,
we are almost too late now."

Caroline put her arm into Lord

Doltimore's, who hurried her into the

ball-room.

Miss Cameron looked irresolute

whether or not to follow, when Mal-

travers seated himself beside her ;

—

and the paleness of his brow, and

something that bespoke pain in the

compressed lip—went at once to her

heart. In her childlike tenderness,

she would have given worlds for the

sister's privilege of sympathy and

soothing. The room was now deserted

—they were alone.

The words that he had overheard

from Evelyn's lips
—" Where I shall

give my hand there shall I give my
heart"—Maltravers interpreted, but

in one sense
—'she loved her be-

trothed ! '—and, strange as it may
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Beem, at that thought which put the

last seal upon his fate, selfish anguish

was less felt than deep com pass- ion.

So young—so courted—so tempted

as she must he—and with such a pro-

tector!—thecold, the unsympathising,

the heartless Yargrave ! She, too,

whose feelings, so warm, ever trembled

on her lip and eye—Oh ! when she

awoke from her dream, and knew
whom she had loved, what might be

her destiny—what her danger !

" Miss Cameron," said Maltravers,

" let me for one moment detain you
;

I will not trespass long. May I once,

and for the last time, assume the

austere rights of friendship ? I have

seen much of life, Miss Cameron, and

my experience has been purchased

dearly : and, harsh and hermit like

as I may have grown, I have not out-

lived such feelings as you are well

formed to excite. Nay,"—(and ^Nlal-

travers smiled sadly)— "I am not

about to compliment or natter— I

speak not to you as the young to the

young ; the difference of our years,

that takes away sweetness from flat-

tery, leaves still sincerity to friend-

ship. You have inspired me with a

deep interest;—deeper than I thought
that living beauty could ever rouse in

me again ! It may be, that something
in the tone of your voice, your manner,

a nameless grace that I cannot define

—reminds me of one whom 1 knew
in youth ;—one who had not your
advantages of education, wealth, birth;

but to whom Nature was more kind
than Fortune."

He paused a moment ; and, with-

out looking towards Evelyn, thus re-

newed :

—

" You are entering life under bril-

liant auspices.— Ah! let me hope
that the noonday will keep the pro-

mise of the dawn ! You are suscep-

tible—imaginative ; do not demand
too much, or dream too fondly. When
you are wedded, do not imagine that

wedded life is exempt from its trials

and its cares : if you know yourself

beloved—and beloved you must be

—

do not ask from the busy and anxiouf

spirit of man all which Romance pro-

mises and Life but rarely fields.

And oh !
" continued Maltravers, with

an absorbing and earnest passion,

that poured forth its language with

almost breathless rapidity ;
—

" if ever

your heart rebels— if evir it be dis-

satisfied— fly the false sentiment as a

sin ! Thrown, as from your rank you
must be, on a world of a thousand
perils, with no guide so constant, and
so safe, as your own innocence—make
not that world too dear a friend

Were it possible that your own home
ever could be lonely or unhappy, re-

flect that to woman the uuhappiest
home is happier than all excitement
abroad. You will have a thousand
suitors, hereafter : believe that the

asp lurks under the flatterer's tongue,

and resolve, come what may, to be
contented with your lot. How many
have I known, lovely and pure as you,

who have suffered the very affections

—the very beauty of their nature—to

destroy them ! Listen to me as a
warner—as a brother—as a pilot who
has passed the seas on which your
vessel is about to launch. And ever

—ever let me know, in whatever
lands your name may reach me, that

one who has brought back to me all

my faith in human excellence, while
the idol of our sex is the glory of her
own. Forgive me this strange imper-
tinence ; my heart is full, and has

overflowed. And now, Miss Cameron
—Evelyn Cameron— this is my last

ofleuce, and my last farewell !

"

He held out his hand, and involun-

tarily, unknowingly, she clasped it,

as if to detain him till she could
summon words to reply. Suddenly
he heard Lord Vargrave's voice be-

hind—the spell was broken—the next
moment Evelyn was alone, and the
throng swept into the room towards
the banquet, and laughter and gay
voices were heard—and LordVargrave
was again by Evelyn's side

!

f. 1
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CHAPTER IV.

. . . . " To you
Thisjourney is devoted."

Lover't Progress, Act iv. Scene *

4 3 Cleveland and Maltravers returned

homeward, the latter abruptly checked

the cheerful garrulity of his friend.

" I have a favour—a great favour to

ask of you."

"And what is that?"
" Let us leave Burleigh to-morrow

;

I care not at what hour ; we need go

but two or three stages if you are

faiigued."

" Most hospitable host ! and why ?"

" It is torture, it is agony to me, to

breathe the air of Burleigh," cried

Maltravers, wildly. " Can you not

guess my secret ? Have I then con-

cealed it so well 1 I love, I adore

Evelyn Cameron, and she is betrothed

to—she loves—another
!

"

Mr. Cleveland was breathless with

amaze ; Maltravers had indeed so

well concealed his secret ; and now
his emotion was so impetuous, that it

startled and alarmed the old man,

who had never himself experienced a

passion, though he had indulged a

sentiment. He sought to console and

soothe ; but after the first burst of

agony, Maltravers recovered himself.

and said gently

—

" Let us never return to this sub-

ject again : it is right that I should

conquer this madness, and conquer it

I will ! Now you know my weakness,

you will indulge it. My cure cannot

commence, until I can no longer see

from my casements the very roof

that shelters the affianced bride of

another."

"Certainly, then, we will set off

to-morrow : my poor friend ! is it

indeed
"

" Ah, cease," interrupted the proud
man ;

" no compassion I implore •

give me but time and silence—they

are the only remedies."

Before noon the next day, Burleigh

was once more deserted by its lord.

As the carriage drove through the

village, Mrs. Elton saw it from her

open window. But her patron, too

absorbed at that hour, even for bene-

volence, forgot her existence : and
yet so complicated are the webs o{-

fate, that in the breast of that lowly

stranger was locked a secret of the

most vital moment to Maltravers.
" Where is he going i where is the

squire going ? " asked Mrs. Elton,

anxiously.
" Dear heart !

" said the cottager,
" they do say he be going for a short

time to foren parts. But he will be

back at Christmas."
" And at Christmas I may be gone

hence for ever," muttered the invalid.
'• But what, will that matter to him

—

to any one 1"

At the first stage Maltravers and
his friend were detained a short time

for the want of horses. Lord Baby's
house had been tilled with guests on
the preceding night, and the stables

of this little inn, dignified with the

sign of the Raby Arms, and about

two miles distani from the great man's

place, had been exhausted by nume-
rous claimants returning homeward
from Knaresdean. It was a quiet,

solitary post-house, and patience, till

some jaded horses should return, was

the only remedy ; the host, assuring

1 1 1 e travellers that he expected lour
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horses every moment, invited them
within. The morning was cold, and

the fire not unacceptable to Mr. Cleve-

land ; so they went into the little

parlour. Here they found an elderly

gentleman of very prepossessing ap-

pearauce, who was waiting for the

same object. He moved courteously

from the fireplace as the travellers

entered and pushed the B shire

Chronic.e towards Cleveland : Cleve-

land bowed urbanely. "A cold day,

sir; the autumn begins to show

itself."

"It is true, sir," answered the old

gentleman ;
" and I feel the cold the

more, having just quitted the genial

atmosphere of the south."

"Of Italy?"
" No, of England only. I see by

this paper (I am not much of a politi-

cian) that there is a chance of a dis-

solution of parliament, and that Mr.

Maltravers is likely to come forward

for this county ; are you acquainted

with him, sir]"

" A little," said Cleveland, smiling.

" He is a man I am much interested

in," said the old gentleman ;
'• and I

hope soon to be honoured with his

acquaintance."
" Indeed ! and you are going into

his neighbourhood!" asked Cleve-

land, looking more attentively at the

stranger, and much pleased with a

certain simple candour in his counte-

nance and manner.
" Yes, to Merton Rectory."

Maltravers, who had been hitherto

stationed by the window, turned

round.

"To Merton Rectory?" repeated

Cleveland. " You are acquainted with

Mr. Merton, then ]
"

" Not yet ; but I know some of his

family. However my visit is rather

to a young lady who is staying at

the rectory—Miss Cameron."

Maltravers sighed heavily; and
the old gentleman looked at him
curiously. " Perhaps, sir, if you know

i

that neighbourhood, you may have

seen
"

" Miss Cameron ! Certainly, it is

an honour not easily forgotten."

The old gentleman looked pleased.

" The dear child," said he, with a

burst of honest affection—and he
passed his hand over his eyes. Mal-

travers drew near to him.
" You know Miss Cameron

;
you

are to be envied, sir," said he.

" I have known her since she, was a

child—Lady Vargrave is my dearest

friend."

" Lady Vargrave must be worthy

of such a daughter. Only under the

light of a sweet disposition and pure

heart could that beautiful nature have

been trained and reared."

Maltravers spoke with enthusiasm;

and, as if fearful to trust himself

more, left the room.

"That gent'eman speaks not more
warmly than justly," said the old man
with some surprise. He has a coun-

tenance which, if physiognomy be a

true science, declares bis praise to be

no common compliment — may I

inquire his name!"
" Maltravers," replied Cleveland, a

little vain of the effect his ex-pupil's

name was to produce.

The curate—for it was he—started

and changed countenance.
" Maltravers : but he is not about

to leave the county ?

"

" Yes, for a few months."

PTere the host entered. Four

horses, that had been only fourteen

miles, had just reentered the yard.

If Mr. Maltravers could spare two to

that gentleman, who had, indeed, pre-

engaged them 1

" Certainly," said Cleveland ;
" but

be quick."

"And is Lord VargTave still at

Mr. Merton's?" asked the curate,

musingly.
" Oh, yes— I believe bo. Miss

Cameron is to be married to him very

shortly— is it not so 1
"
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•• I cannot say," returned Aubrey,

rather bewildered. " You know Lord

Vargrave, sir 1
"

" Extremely well
!

"

"And vou think him worthy of

Miss Cameron?"
"That is a question for her to

answer. But I see the horses are put

to. Good day, sir ! Will you tell

your fair young friend that you have

met an old gentleman who wishes her

all happiness ; and if she ask you his

name, say Cleveland"*"

So saying, Mr. Cleveland bowed,

and re-entered the carriage. But

Maltravers was yet missing. In fact,

he returned to the house by the back

way, and went once more into the

little parlour. It was something to

see again one who would so soon see

Evelyn

!

" If I mistake not," said Maltravers,

"you are that Mr. Aubrey on whose

virtues I have often heard Miss

Cameron delight to linger'? Will you

believe my regret that our acquaint-

ance is now so brief]"

As Maltravers spoke thus simply,

there was in his countenance—hii

voice—a melancholy sweetness, which
greatly conciliated the good curate.

And as Aubrey gazed upon his noble

features and lofty mien, he no longer

wondered at the fascination he had

appeared to exercise over the young
Evelyn.

" And may I not hope, Mr. Mal-

travers," said he, " that before long

our acquaintance may be renewed ?

Could not Miss Cameron," he added,

with a smile and a penetrating look,

tempt you into Devonshire ]"

Maltravers shook his head, and,

muttering something not very audible,

quitted the room. The curate heard

the whirl of the wheels, and the host

entered to inform him that his own
carriage was now ready.

" There is something in this,"

thought Aubrey, " which I do not

comprehend. His manner—his tremb-

ling voice — bespoke emotions he
struggled to conceal. Can Lord
Vargrave have gained his point 1 la

Evelyn, indeed, no longer free ?

"
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CHAPTER V.

1 Certes, c'est un grand cas, leas,

Que tonjours traeas ou fracas

Vous fakes d'une ou d'autre sort

;

C'est le diable qui vous emporte !
"

—

Voituke.*

Lord Vargrave had passed the night

of the ball and the following morning

ut Knaresdean. It was necessary to

bring the councils of the scheming

conclave to a full and definite conclu-

sion ; and this was at last effected.

Their strength numbered— friends

and foes alike canvassed and considered

—and due account taken of the

waverers to be won over, it really did

seem, even to the least sanguine, that

the Saxingham, or Vargrave party,

was one that might well aspire either

to dictate to, or to break up, a govern-

ment. Nothing now was left to con-

sider but the favourable hour for

action. In high spirits, Lord Var-

grave returned about the middle of

the day to the rectory.

"So," thought, he, as he reclined in

his carriage—" so, in politics, the

prospect clears as the sun breaks out.

The party I have espoused is one that

must be the most durable, for it pos-

sesses the greatest property and the

most stubborn prejudice—what ele-

ments for Party ! All that I now
require is a sufficient fortune to back

my ambition. Nothing can clog my
way but these cursed deb rs— this dis-

reputable want of gold. And yet

Evelyn alarms me ! Were I younger

—or had I not made my position too

soon— I would marry her by fraud or

by force ; run off with her to Gretna,

* Certes, it is the fact, leas, that you are
|

always engaged in tricks or scrapes of some
sort or another—it must be the devil that
bewitches you.

and make Vulcan minister to Plutua'

But this would never do at my years

and with my reputation. A pretty

story for the newspapers!— -d n
them ! Well, nothing venture, no-

thing have ; I will brave the hazard
.Meanwhile, Doltimore is mine

,

Caroline will rule him, and I rule her.

His vote and his boroughs are some-
thing—his money will be more imme-
diately useful : I must do him the

honour to borro.v a few thousands

—

Caroline must manage that for me.
The fool is miserly, though a spend-

thrift ; and looked black when I

delicately hinted, the other day, that

I wanted a friend

—

id est, a loan

!

Money and friendship same thing

—

distinction without a difference
!

"

Thus cogitating, Vargrave whiled
away the minutes till his carriage

stopped at Mr. Merton's door.

As he entered 'the hall he met
Caroline, who had just quitted her
own room.

" How lucky I am that you have
on your bonnet ! I long for a walk
with you round the lawn."

" And I, too, am glad to see you,
Lord Vargrave," said Caroline, putting
her arm in his.

" Accept my best congratulations,

my own sweet friend," said Vargrave,
when they were in the grounds. "You
have no idea how happy Doltimore
is. He came to Knaresdean yesterday

to communicate the news, and his

neckcloth was primmer than ever.

—

C'est un bon enfant."
" Ah. how can you talk thus 1 Do
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you fell no pain at the thought that

—that I am another's ?
"

" Your heart will be ever mine

—

and that is the true fidelity: what

else, too, could be done ? As for

Lord Doltimore, we will go shares in

him. Come, cheer thee, m'amie—

I

rattle on thus t^ keep up your spirits.

Do not faney I am happy !

"

Caroline let fall a few tears ; but,

beneath the influence of Vargrave's

sophistries and flatteries, she gradually

recovered her usual hard and worldly

tone of mind.

"And where is Evelyn?" asked

Vargrave. " Do you know the little

witch seemed to me half mad the

night of the ball : her head was

turned : and when she sate next me
at supper, she not only answered

every question I put to her d iort et

a travers, but I fancied every moment
she was going to burst out crying.

Can you tell what was the matter

with her?"
" She was grieved to hear that I

was to be married to the man I do

not love. Ah, Vargrave ! she has

more heart than you have."

" But she never fancies that you

love me?" asked Lumley, in alarm.
" You women are so confoundedly

confidential 1

"

" No—she does not suspect our

secret."

" Then I scarcely think your ap-

pioaching marriage was a sufficient

cause for so much distraction."

" Perhaps she may have overheard

some of the impertinent whispers

about her mother,— ' Who was Lady
Vargrave ? '—and, ' What Cameron
was Lady Vargrave's first husband ?

'

/ overheard a hundred such vulgar

questions, and provincial people

whisper so loud."

'Ah, that is a very probable solu-

tion of the mystery. And for my
part, I am almost as much puzzled as

any one else can be to know who
Lady Vargrave was !

"

"Did not your uncle tell yon ]"

" He told me that she was of nc
very elevated birth and station,

nothing more ; and she herself, with
her quiet say-nothing manner, slips

through all my careless questionings

like an eel. She is still a beautiful

creature, more regularly handsome
than even Evelyn; and old Temple-
ton had a very sweet tooth at the

back of his head, though he never

opened his mouth wide enough to

show it."

" She must ever at least have been

blameless, to judge by an air which,

even now, is more like that of a child

than a matron."
" Yes ; she has not much of the

widow about her, poor soul ! But her

education, except in music, has not

been very carefully attended to ; and
she knows about as much of the world
as the Bishop of Autun (better known
as Prince Talleyrand) knows of the

Bible. If she were not so simple, she
would be silly ; but silliness is never
simple— always cunning; however,

there is some cunning in her keeping
her past Cameronian Chronicles so

close. Perhaps I may know more
about her in a short time, for I intend

going to C*****, where my uncle once

lived, in order to see if I can revive,

under the rose,—since peers are only

contraband electioneerers—his old

parliamentary influence in that city
;

and they may tell me more there than
I now know."
" Did the late lord marry at

"No— in Devonshire. I do not
even know if Mrs. Cameron ever was
at C*****."

"You must be curious to know
who the father of your intended wife

was ?

"

" Her father ! No ; I have no
curiosity in that quarter. And, to

tell you the truth, I am much too

busy about the Present to be raking
into that heap of rubbish we call the
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/tut. I fancy that both your good
grandmother, and that comely old

curate of Brook Green, know every-

thing about Lady Vargrave ; and, aa

they esteem her so much, I take it

Tor granted she is sans tache."

" How could I be so stupid !

—

a

propos of the curate, I forgot to tell

you that he is here. He arrived

about two hours ago, and has been
closeted with Evelyn ever since

!

"

" The deuce ! What brought the

old man hither]

"

" That I know not. Papa received

a letter from him yesterday morning,

to say that he would be here to-day.

Perhaps Lady Vargrave thinks it time

for Evelyn to return home."
" What am I to do ?" said Vargrave,

anxiously. "Dare I yet venture to

propose 1
"

" I am sure it will be in vain, Var-

grave. You must prepare for dis-

appointment."

"And ruin," muttered Vargrave,

gloomily. " Hark you, Caroline,

—

she may refuse me if she pleases. But
I am not a man to be baffled. Have
her I will, by one means or another

;

—revenge urges me to it almost as

much as ambition. That girl's thread

of life has been the dark line in my
woof—she has robbed me of fortune

—

she now thwarts me in my career

—

she humbles me in my vanity. But,

like a hound that has tasted blood, I

will run her down, whatever winding

she takes
!

"

"Vargrave, you terrify me! Reflect;

re do not live in an age when
iolence

"

" Tush ! " interrupted Lnmley, wiC
one of those dark looks which at

times, though very rarely, swept away
all its customary character from that

smooth, shrewd countenance. "Tush!
—we live in an age as favourable to

intellect and to energy as ever was

painted in romance. I have that faith

in fortune and myself that I tell you,

with a prophet's voice, that Evelyn

shall fulfil the wish of my dying uncle.

But the bell summons us back."

On returning to the house, Lord
Vargrave's valet gave him a letter,

which had arrived that morning. It

was from Mr. Gustavus Douce, and
ran thus :

—

" Fleet Street, 20th, 18—.

" Mt Lord,
" It is with the greatest regret that

I apprise you, for Self & Co., that we
shall not be able in the present state

of the Money Market to renew your
Lordship's bill for 10,000Z., due* the

28th instant. Respectfully calling

your Lordship's attention to same,
" I have the honour to be,

" For Self & Co., my Lord,
" Your Lordship's most obedient

"And most obliged humble Servant,
" Gustavus Douok.

" To the Right Hon. the Lord Vargrave,
&c., &c.

This letter sharpened Lord Var-

grave's anxiety and resolve; nay, it

seemed almost to sharpen his sharp

features as he muttered sundry de-

nunciations on Messrs. Douce and Co.,

while arranging his neckcloth at the
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CHAPTER VI.

got. " vVTiy, please y )ur honourable lordship, we were talking here and there—this and

that."—The Stranger.

Aubrey had been closeted with Evelyn

the whole morning; and, simultaneous

with his arrival, came to her the news

of the departure of Maltravers : it was

an intelligence that greatly agitated

and unnerved her: and, coupling that

event with his solemn words on the

previous night, Evelyn asked herself,

in wonder, what sentiments she could

have iuspired in Maltravers? Could

he love her?—her, so young—so in-

ferior—so uninformed !— Impossible!

Alas!— alas!— for Maltravers! his

genius—his gifts—his towering quali-

ties—all that won the admiral ion,

almost the awe, of Evelyn—placed

him at a distance from her heart

!

When she asked herself if he loved

her, she did not ask, even in that

hour, if she loved him. But even the

ques'ion she did ask, her judgment
answered erringly in the negative

—

Why should he love, and yet fly her 1

She understood not his high-wrought

scruples— his self-deluding belief.

Aubrey was more puzzled than en-

lightened by his conversation with

his pupil ; only one thing seemed
certain—her delight to return to the

cottage and her mother.

Evelyn could not sufficiently recover

her composure to mix with the party

below ; and Aubrey, at the sound of

the second dinner-bell, left her to

solitude, and bore her excuses to

Mrs. Merton.
" Dear me!" said that worthy lady;

"I am so sorry— I thought Miss

Cameron looked fatigued at breakfast
;

and there was something hysterical in

her spirits ; and I suppose the sur-

prise e_ your arrival has upset her

Caroline, my dear, you had better go
and see what she would like to have

taken up to her room—a little soup,

and the wing of a chicken."
" My dear," said Mr. Merton, rather

pompously, " I think it wouid be but

a proper respect to Miss Cameron, if

you yourself accompanied Caroline.'"

" I assure you," said the curate,

alarmed at the avalanche of politeness

that threatened poor Evelyn, " I

assure you that Miss Cameron would
prefer being left alone at present ; as

you say, Mrs. Merton, her spirits are

rather agitated."

But Mrs. Merton, with a sliding

bow, had already quitted the room,

and Caroline with her.

"Come back, Sophy!—Cecilia, come
back !

" said Mr. Merton, settling hia

jabot.

" Oh, dear Evy !—poor dear Evy !

—

Evy is ill !
" said Sophy ;

" I may go

to Evy !— I must go, papa !

"

" No, my dear, you are too noisy
;

these children are quite spoiled, Mr.

Aubrey."

The old man looked at them bene-

volently, and drew them to his knee;

and, while Cissy stroked his long

white hair, and Sophy ran on about

dear Evy's prettiness and goodness,

Lord Vargrave sauntered into the

room.

On seeing the curate, his frank face

lighted up with surprise and pleasure ;

he hastened to him, seized him by

both hands, expressed the most heart-

felt delight at seeing him, inquired

tenderly after Lady Vargrave, and,
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not till be was out of breath, and
Mrs. Merton and Caroline returning

apprised him of Miss Cameron's indis-

position, did his rapture vanish ; and,

as a moment before he was all joy, bo

now he was all sorrow.

The dinner passed offdully enough;

the children, re-admitted to dessert,

in ale a lit tie relief to all parties; and,

'viien they and the two ladies went,

Aubrey himself quickly rose to join

Evelyn.
" Are you going to Miss Cameron ]"

said Lord Vargrave :
" pray say how-

unhappy I feel at her illness. I think

these grapes—they are very fine

—

could not hurt her. May I ask you

to present them with my best—best

and most anxious regards] I shall

be so uneasy till you return. Now,
Merton (as the door closed on the

curate), let's have another bottle of

this famous claret !—Droll old fellow,

that—quite a character !

"

" He is a great favourite with Lady
Vargrave and Miss Cameron, I be-

lieve," said Mr. Merton. "A mere
village priest, I suppose; no talent,

no energy—or he could not be a

curate at that age."
" Very true ;—a shrewd remark.

The church is as good a profession as

any other for getting on, if a man has

any thing in him. I shall live to see

you a bishop !

"

Mr. Merton shook his head.
" Yes, I shall ; though you hav«

hitherto disdained to exhibit any one
of the three orthodox qualifications

for a mitre."
" And what are they, my lord ]

"

" Editing a Greek play—writing a

political pamphlet—and apostatising

at the proper moment."
" Ha ! ha ! your lordship is severe

on us."

" Xot I—I often wish I had been
brought up to the church—famous
profession, properly understood. By
Jupiter, I should have been a capital

bishop
!

"

In his capacity of parson, Mr. Mer-
ton tried to look grave;—in his capa-

city of a gentlemanlike, liberal fellow,

he gave up the attempt, and laughed

pleasant U" at thejoke of the rising man.
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CHAPTEE VII.

" Will nothing please you ?

What do you think of the Court ?
"- The Plain Dealer.

On one subject, Aubrey found no

difficulty in ascertaining Evelyn's

wishes and condition of mind. The

experiment of her visit, so far as

Vargrave's hopes were concerned, had

utterly failed ;—she coui-1 not con-

template the prospect of his alliance,

and she poured out to the curate,

frankly and fully, all her desire to

effect a release from her engagement.

As it was now settled that she should

return with Aubrey to Brook Green,

it was indeed necessary to come to the

long-delayed understanding with her

betrothed. Yet this was difficult, for

he had so little pressed—so distantly

alluded to—their engagement, that it

was like a forwardness, an indelicacy

in Evelyn, to forestall the longed-for,

yet dreaded explanation. This, how-

ever, Aubrey took upon himself; and

at this promise Evelyn felt as the

slave may feel when the chain is

stricken off.

At breakfast, Mr. Aubrey commu-
nicated to the Mertons Evelyn's inten-

tion to return with him to Brook

Green, on the following day. Lord

Vargrave started—bit his lip—but

said nothing.

Not so silent was Mr. Merton :

—

" Return with you ! my dear Mr.

Aubrey—just consider—it is impos-

sible^—you see Miss Cameron's rank of

life, her position—so very strange

—

no servants of her own here but her

woman—no carriage even ! You would

not have her travel in a postrchaise

—

such a loDg journey 1 Lord Vargrave,

you can never consent to that, I am
iure 1

"

" Were it only as Miss Cameron's
guardian," said Lord Vargrave,
pointedly, " I should certainly object

to such a mode of performing such a
journey. Perhaps Mr. Aubrey means
to perfect the project by taking two
outside places on the top of the

coach ?

"

" Pardon me;
" said the curate,

mildly, " but I am not bo ignorant of

what is due to Miss Cameron as you
suppose. Lady Vargrave's carriage,

which brought me hither, will be no
unsuitable vehicle for Lady Vargrave's

daughter ; and Miss Cameron is not,

I trust, quite so spoilt by all your
friendly attentions, as to be unable to

perform a journey of two days, with

no other protector than myself."
" I forgot Lady Vargrave's carriage,

or rather I was not aware that you had
used it, my dear sir," said Mr. Merton.
" But you must not blame us, if we
are sorry to lose Miss Cameron bo

suddenly : I was in hopes that youtoo
would stay at least a week with us.'

The curate bowed at the rector's

condescending politeness ; and just

as he was about to answer, Mrs. Merton
put in

—

" And you see I had set my heart

on her being Caroline's bridesmaid."

Caroline turned pale, and glanced

at Vargrave, who appeared tolely

absorbed in breaking toast into his

tea—a delicacy he had never before

been known to favour.

There was an awkward pause : the

servant opportunely entered with a

small parcel of books, a note to

Mr- Merton, and that most blessed of
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all blessed thinsrs in the country, the

letter-bag.

"What is this!" said the rector,

opening his note ; while Mrs. Merton
unlocked the bag and dispensed the

contents;—"Left Burleigh for some
months—a day or two sooner than he

had expected—excuse French leave-

taking—return Miss Merton's books

—much obliged—gamekeeper has

orders to place the Burleigh preserves

at my disposal. So we have lost our

neighbour
!

"

" Did you not know Mr. Maltravers

was gone !
" said Caroline. " I heard

so from Jenkins last night; he
accompanies Mr. Cleveland to Paris."

" Indeed ! " said Mrs. Merton, open-

ing her eyes. " What could take him
to Paris

!

"

" Pleasure, I suppose," answered

Caroline. "
I 'm -are I should rather

nave wondered what could detain him
it Burleigh."

V»rgrave was all this while breaking

open seals, and running his eyes over

sundry scrawls with the practised

rapidity of the man of business ; he
came to the last letter—his counte-

nance brightened

—

"Royal invitation, or rather com-
mand, to Windsor," he cried. " I am
afraid I, too, must leave you, this

very day."
" Bless me !

" exclaimed Mrs. Mer-
ton ;

" is that from the king 1 Do let

me see
!

"

"Not exactly from the king; the

same thing, though :
" and Lord Var-

grave, carelessly pushing the gracious

communication towards the impatient

hand and loyal gaze of Mrs. Merton,
carefully put the other letters in his

pocket, and walked musingly to the
window.

Aubrey seized the opportunity to

approach him. " My lord, can I

speak with you a few moments!"
"Me! certainly: v. ill you come to

my dressing-room 1

"
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CHAPTER VIII.

. . . . " There was never

Poor gentleman had such a sudden fortune.""

Beaumont and Fletchkr: The Captain, Act. v. Scene 5.

" My Lord," said the curate, as Var-

grave, leaning back in his chair,

appeared to examine the shape of his

boots ; while, in reality, his ' sidelong

looks,' not ' of love,' were fixed upon

his companion—" I need scarcely re-

fer to the wish of the late lord, your

uncle, relative to Miss Cameron and

yourself; nor need I, to one of a

generous spirit, add, that an engage-

ment could be only so far binding as

both the parties, whose happiness it

concerned, should be willing in proper

time and season to fulfil it."

"Sir!" said Vargrave, impatiently

waving his hand ; and, in his irri-

table surmise of what was to come,

losing his habitual self-control
—"I

know not what all this has to do with

you ; surely you trespass upon ground

sacred to Miss Cameron and myself.

Whatever you have to say, let me beg

you to come at once to the point."

"My lord, I will obey you. Miss

Cameron—and, I may add, with Lady

Vargrave's consent—deputes me to

say that, although she feels compelled

to decline the honour of your lord-

ship's alliance, yet, if in any arrange-

ment of the fortune bequeathed to

her she could testify to you, my lord,

her respect and friendship, it would

afford her the most sincere gratifica-

tion."

Lord Vargrave started.

" Sir," said he, " I know not if I

am to thauk you for this information

— the announcement of which so

strangely coincides with your arrival.

But allow me to say, that there needs

no ambassador between Miss Cameron
and myself. It is due, sir, to my
station, to my relationship, to my
character of guardian, to my long and
faithful affection, to all considerations

which men of the world understand,

which men of feeling sympathise

with, to receive from Miss Cameron
alone the rejectiou of my suit

!

"

" Unquestionably Miss Cameron
will grant your lordship the interview

you have a right to seek ; but pardon

me, I thought it might save you both

much pain, if the meeting were pre-

pared by a third person ; and on any

matter of business, any atonement to

your lordship
"

" Atonement !—what can atone to

me ? " exclaimed Vargrave, as he

walked to and fro the room in great

disorder and excitement. " Can you

give me back years of hope and

expectancy— the manhood wasted in

a vain dream'? Had I not been

taught to look to this reward, should

1 have rejected all occasion—while

my youth •• not yet all gone, while

my heart not yet all occupied

—

to form a suitable alliance] Nay,

should I have indulged in a high an 1

stirring career, for which my own
fortune is by no means q-.aliued .

Atonement!— atonement! Talk of

atonement to boys ! Sir ! I stand

before you a man whose private

happiness is blighted, whose public

prospects are darkened, life wasted,

fortunes ruined, the schemes of an
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existence, built upon one hope, which

was lawfully indulged, overthrown !

—

and you talk to me of atonement !
'

Selfish as the nature of this com-
plaint might be, Aubrey was struck

with its justice.

" My lord," said he, a little embar-

rassed, " I cannot deny that there is

truth in much of what you say.

Alas ! it proves how vain it is for

man to calculate on the future,

in a worldly point of view, equity,

and even affection, could exact from
him."

Vargrave smiled bitterly, but said

nothing.
" And if this be doubted, I have

clearer proof of his intentions. Such
was his confidence in Lady Vargrave,

that, in the letter he addressed to her

before his death, and which I now
submit to your lordship, you will ob-

how unhappily your uncle erred in i serve that he not only expressly leaves

imposingconditions, which thechances it to Lady Vargrave's discretion to

of life and the caprices of affection ; communicate to Evelyn that history

could at any time dissolve ! But this of which she is at present ignorant,

is blame that attaches only to the but that he also clearly defines the

dead: can you blame the living?" line of conduct he wished to be
" Sir, I considered myself bound ! adopted with respect to Evelyn and

by my uncle's prayer to keep my ! yourself. Permit me to point out

hand and heart disengaged, that this i
the passage."

title—miserable and barren distinc- Impatiently Lord Vargrave ran his

tion though it be !—might, as he so eye over the letter placed in his hands,

ardently desired, descend to Evelyn, till he came to these lines :

—

I had a right to expect similar "And if, when she has arrived at

honour upon her side !" the proper age to form a judgment,
" Surely, my lord, you, to whom the Evelyn should decide against Lum-

late iord on his death-bed confided ley's claims, you know that on no
all the motives of his conduct and the account would I sacrifice her happi-

secret of his life, cannot but be aware ness ; all that I require is, that fair

that, while desirous of promoting your play be given to his pretensions

—

worldly welfare, and uniting in one i
due indulgence to the scheme I have

line, his rank and his fortune, your
j

long had at heart. Let her be brought
uncle still had Evelyn's happiness at i up to consider him her future hus-

heart as his warmest wish
;
you must band, let her not be prejudiced against

know that, if that happiness were for-
j

him, let her fairly judge for herself,

feited by a marriage with you, the ' when the time arrives."

marriage became but a secondary con- 1 "You see, my lord," said Mr.

sideration. Lord Vargrave's will in I Aubrey, as he took back the letter,

itself was a proof of this. He did :

" that this letter bears the same date

not impose, as an absolute condition, I as your uncle's will. What he desired

upon Evelyn, her union with your-
j

has been done. Be just, my lord—be

self; he did not make the forfeiture just, and exonerate us all from blame;
of her whole wealth the penalty of her

j

who can dictate to the affections ?
"

rejection of that alliance. By the " And I am to understand that I

definite limit of the forfeit, he iuti- have no chance, now or hereafter, of

mated a distinction between a com- obtaining the affections of Evelyn ?

mand and a desire. And surely. Surely, at your age, Mr. Aubrey, you
when you consider all circumstances, cannot encourage the heated romance
you lordship must think that, what common to all girls of Evelyn's age.

with that forfeit and the estate settled Persons of our rank do not marry
«pon the title, your uncle did all that, like the Corydon and Phillis of a pas-
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toral. At my years, I never was fool

enough to expect that I should inspire

a girl of seventeen with what is called

a passionate attachment. But happy

marriages are based upon suitable

circumstances, mutual knowledge and

indulgence, respect, esteem. Come,

sir, let me hope yet—let me hope

that, on the same day, I may congra-

tulate you on your preferment and you

may congratulate me upon my
marriage."

Vargrave said this with a cheerful

and easy smile ; and the tone of his

voice was that of a man who wished

to convey serious meaning in a jesting

accent.

Mr. Aubrey, meek as he was, felt

the insult of the hinted bribe, and
coloured with a resentment no sooner

excited than checked. " Excuse me,

my lord, I have now said all— the rest

had better be left to your ward her-

self."

"Be it so, sir. I will ask yon,

then, to convey my request to Eve); a

to honour me with a last and parting

interview."

Vargrave flung himself on his chair

and Aubrey left him.
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CHAPTER IX.

" Thus airy Strephon tuned his lyre."—Shbnbtoitm.

Ik his meeting with Evelyn, Vargrave ' me,—that I should fail in rendering

certainly exerted to the utmost all his ' you happy : say no more, Evelyn,

ability and all his art. He felt that say no more ! Let me spare you, at

violence, that sarcasm, that selfish least, the pain your generous nature

complaint would not avail, in a man j
must feel in my anguish—I resign all

who was not loved,—though they are ' pretensions to your hand : you are

often admirable cards in the hands of free !—may you be happy !

"

a man who is. As his own heart was " Oh, Lord Vargrave ! oh, Lumley !"

perfectly untouched in the matter, • said Evelyn, weeping, and moved by

except by rage and disappointment— , a thousand recollections of early years,

feelings which with him never lasted I If I could but prove in any other

very long—he could play coolly his way my grateful sense of your merits

losing game. His keen and ready
|
—your too-partial appreciation of me

intellect taught him that all he could
i
—my regard for my lost benefactor

—

now expect was to bequeath send

ments of generous compassion, and

friendly interest ; to create a favour-

able impression, which he might

hereafter improve ; to reserve, in

short, 6ome spot of vantage-ground

in the country, from which he was to

affect to withdraw all his forces. He
had known, in his experience of

women, which, whether as an actor

or a spectator, was large and various

—though not among very delicate

and refined natures—that a lady often

takes a fancy to a suitor after she has

rejected him ; that, precisely because

she has once rejected, she ultimately

accepts him. And even this chance

then, indeed, nor till then, could I be

happy. Oh ! that this wealth, so

little desired by me, had been more
at my disposal; but, as it is, the day
that sees me in possession of it, shall

see it placed under your disposition,

your control. This is but justice

—

common justice to you
;
you were the

nearest relation of the departed. I

had no claim on him—none, but

affection. Affection ! and yet I dis-

obey him !

"

There was much in all this that

secretly pleased Vargrave ; but it

only seemed to redouble his grief.

" Talk not thus, my ward, my
friend—ah ! still my friend," said he,

was, in circumstances so desperate,
j

putting his handkerchief to his eyes.

not to he neglected. He assumed,

therefore, the countenance, the pos-

tures, ar_d the voice of heart-broken

but submissive despair ; he affected a

nobleness and magnanimity in his

grief, which touched Evelyn to the

quick, and took her by surprise.

'• It is enough," said he, in sad

and faltering accents
;
quite enough

to me to know that you cannot love
;
indirectly sought to sound her.

No. 209- m 11

" I repine not ;—I am more than satis-

fied. Still let me preserve my privi-

lege of guardian, of adviser—a pri-

vilege dearer to me than all the wealth

of the Indies !

"

Lord Vargrave had some faint sus-

picion that Legard had created an
undue interest in Evelyn's heart

;

and on this point he delicately and
Her
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replies convinced him that if Evelyn

had conceived any prepossession for

Legard, there had not been time or

opportunity to ripen it into deep at-

tachment. Of Maltravers he had

no fear. The habitual self-control of

that reserved personage deceived him
partly ; and his low opinion of man-
kind deceived him still more, for,

if there had been any love between

Maltravers and Evelyn, why should

the former not have stood his ground,

and declared his suit ? Lumley would

have "bah'd" and "pish'd" at the

thought of any punctilious regard

for engagements so easily broken,

having power either to check pas-

sion for beauty, or to restrain self-

interest in the chase of an heiress.

He had known Maltravers ambitious

;

and with him, ambition and self-in-

terest meant the same. Thus, by the

very finesse of his character—while

Vargrave, ever with the worldly, was

a keen and almost infallible observer

—with natures of a more refined, or

a higher order, he always missed the

mark by overshooting. Besides, had
a suspicion of Maltravers ever crossed

him, Caroline's communications would

have dispelled it. It was more strange

that Caroline should have been blind
;

nor would she have been so, had she

been less absorbed in her own schemes

and destinies. All her usual pene-

tration had of late settled in self;

and an uneasy feeling—half arising

from conscientious reluctance to aid

Vargrave's objects—half from jealous

irritation at the thought of Vargrave's

marrying another—had prevented

her from seeking any very intimate

or confidential communication with

Evelyn herself.

The dreaded conference was over
;

Evelyn parted from Vargrave with

the very feelings he had calculated on
exciting ;—the moment he ceased to

be her lover, her old childish regard

for him recommenced. She pitied

his dejection—she respected his ge-

nerosity—she was deeply grateful for

his forbearance. But still—still she

was free; and her heart bounded
within her at the thought.

Meanwhile, Vargrave, after his

solemn farewell to Evelyn, retreated

again to his own room, where he re-

mained till his post-horses arrived.

Then, descending into the drawing-

room, he was pleased to find neither

Aubrey nor Evelyn there. He knew
that much affectation would be thrown
away upon Mr. and Mrs. Merton ; he
thanked them for their hospitality,

with grave and brief cordiality, and
then turned to Caroline, who stood

apart by the window.
" All is up with me at present," he

whispered. " I leave you, Caroline,

in anticipation of fortune, rank, and
prosperity ; that is some comfort.

For myself, I see only difficulties, em-
barrassment, and poverty in the

future ; but I despond of nothing

—

hereafter you may serve me, as I have

served you. Adieu ! 1 have been

advising Caroline not to spoil Dolti-

more, Mrs. Merton ; he is conceited

enough already. Good-by ! God bless

you all !—love to your little girls.

Let me know if I can serve you in

any way, Merton—good-by again!"

And thus, sentence by sentence, Var-

grave talked himself into his carriage.

: As it drove by the drawing-room

! windows, he saw Caroline standing

motionless where he had left her: he

kissed his hand—her eyes were fixed

mournfully on his. Hard, wayward,
: and worldly, as Caroline Merton was,

j

Vargrave was yet not worthy of the

affection he had inspired ; for 6he

could feel, and he could not ;

—

the

distinction, perhaps, between the

sexes. And there still stood Caroline

Merton, recalling the last tones of

that indifferent voice, till she felt her

hand seized, and turned round to see

Lord Doltimore, and smile upon the

happy lover, persuaded that he was

adored 1
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CHAPTER L

* * • '« This ancient city,

How wanton sits she amidst Nature's smiles

!

* * * Various cations meet,

As in the sea, yet not confined in space,

But streaming freely through the spacious streets.™

—

Younb.

* * * " His teeth he still did grind,

And grimly gnash, threatening revenge in vain."

—

Spensbr,

" Paris is x delightful place—that is

allowed by all. It is delightful to

the young, to the gay, to the idle ; to

the literary lion, who likes to he

petted ; to the wiser epicure, who
indulges a more justifiable appetite.

It is delightful to ladies, who wish to

live at their ease, and buy beautiful

caps ; delightful to philanthropists,

who wish for listeners to schemes of

colonising the moon : delightful to

the haunters of balls, and ballets, and

little theatres, and superb cafes, where

men with beards of all sizes and

Bhapes scowl at the English, and

involve their intellects in the fascinat-

ing game of dominoes. For these,

and for many others, Paris is delight-

ful. I say nothing against it. But,

for my own part, I would rather live

in a garret in London, than in a

palace in the Chaussee d Antin.—
Chacun d son mauvais gout.

" I don't like the streets, in which

1 cannot walk but in the kennel : I

don't like the shops, that contain

nothing except what 's at the window:

I don't like the houses like prisons,

which look upon a court-yard : I

don't like the beavx jardins, which
grow no plants save a Cupid in

plaster : I don't like the wood fires,

which demand as many petits soins as

the women, and which warm no part

of one but one's eyelids : I don't like

the language, with its strong phrases-

about nothing, and vibrating like a

pendulum between ' rapture 'and ' deso-

lation ;' I don't like the accent, which

one cannot get, without speaking

through one's nose : I don't like the

eternal fuss and jabber about books

without nature, and revolutions with-

out fruit: I have no sympathy with

tales that turn on a dead jackass
;

nor with constitutions that give the

ballot to the representatives, and

withhold the suffrage from the people:

neither have I much faith in that

enthusiasm for the beaux arte, which

shows its produce in execrable

music, detestable pictures, abominable
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sculpture, and a droll something that

I believe the French call poetry.

Dancing and cookery—these are the

arts the French excel in, I grant it

;

and excellent things they are ; but

oh, England ' oh, Germany ! you need

not be jealous of your rival
!

"

The>e are not the author's remarks

—he disowns them ; they were Mr.

Cleveland's. He was a ^iejudiced

man;—Maltravers was more liberal,

but then Maltravers did not pretend

to be a wit.

Maltravers had been several weeks

in the city of cities, and now he had

his apartments in the gloomy but

interesting Faubourg St. Gerniains,

all to himself. For Cleveland, having

attended eight days at a sale, and

having moreover ransacked all the

curiosity-shops, and shipped off

bronzes, and cabinets, and Genoese

silks, and objets de vertu, enough to

have half furnished Fonthill, had

fulfilled his mission, and returned to

his villa. Before the old gentleman

went, he flattered himself that change

of air and scene had already been

serviceable to his friend : and that

time would work a complete cure

upon that commonest of all maladies,

an unrequited passion, or an ill-

placed caprice.

Maltravers, indeed, in the habit of

conquering, as well as of concealing

emotion, vigorously and earnestly

strove to dethrone the image that

had usurped his heart. Still vain of

his self-command, and still worship-

ping his favourite virtue of Fortitude,

and his delusive philosophy of the

calm Golden Mean, he would not

weakly indulge the passion, while he

had so sternly fled from its object.

But yet the image of Evelyn pursued

—it haunted him ; it came on him
unawares—in solitude— in crowds.

That smile so cheering, yet so soft,

that ever had power to chase away

the shadow from his soul ; that

youthful and luxurious bloom of pure

and eloquent thoughts, which wa v

the blossom of genius before its fruit,

bitter as well as sweet, is born—that

rare union of quick feeling and serene

temper, which forms the very ideal

of what we dream of in the mistress,

and ~xaet from the wife; all, even

more, far more, than the exquisite

form and the delicate graces of the

less durable beauty, returned to him,

after every struggle with himself:

and time only seemed to grave, in

deeper if more latent folds of his

heart, the ineradicable impression.

Maltravers renewed his acquaint-

ance with some persons not unfamiliar

to the reader.

Valerie de Ventadour.—How many
recollections of the fairer days of

life were connected with that name !

Precisely as she had never reached to

his love, but only excited his fancy

(the fancy of twenty-two!;, had her

image always retained a pleasant and
grateful hue ; it was blended with no

deep sorrow—no stern regret—no
dark remorse—no haunting shame.

They met again. Madame de Ven-

tadour was still beautiful, and still

admired—perhaps more admired than

ever : for to the great, fashion and
celebrity bring a second and yet more
popular youth. But Maltravers, if

rejoiced to see how gently Time had
dealt with the fair Frenchwoman,
was yet more pleased to read in her

fine features a more serene and con-

tented expression than they had
formerly worn. Valerie de Ventadour
had preceded her younger admirer

through the " mysteries of life ;"

she had learned the real objects of

being ; she distinguished between the

Actual and the Visionary—the Shadow
and the Substance; she had acquired

content for the present, and looked

with quiet hope towards the future.

Her character was still spotless; or,

rather, eveiy year of temptation and
trial had given it a fairer lustre.

Love, that might have ruined, being
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once subdued, preserved her from all

after clanger. The first meeting be-

tween Maltravers and Valerie was, it

is true, one of some embarrassment

and reserve : not so the second. They

did but once, and that slightly,

recur to the past: aud from that

moment, as by a tacit understanding

true friendship between them dated.

Neither felt mortified to see that an

illusion lvid passed away—they were

no longer ' he same in each other's

eyes. Bot.i flight be improved, and

were sc, but ihe Valerie and the

Ernest u
,r

Naples were as things dead

and gone ! Perhaps Valerie's heart

was even more reconciled to the cure

of its soft and luxurious malady by

the renewal of their acquaintance.

The mature and experienced reasoner,

in whom enthusiasm had undergone

its usual change, with the calm brow

and commanding aspect of sober

manhood, was a being so different

from the romantic boy, new to the

actual world of civilised toils and
pleasures—fresh from the adventures

of Eastern wanderings, and full of

golden dreams of poetry before it

settles into authorship or action

!

She missed the brilliant errors—the

daring aspirations—even the ani-

mated gestures and eager eloquence

—that had interested and enamoured
her in the loiterer by the shores of

Baise, or amidst the tomblike cham-

bers of Pompeii. For the Maltravers

now before her — wiser— better—
nobler—even handsomer than of yore

(for he was one whom manhood be-

came better than youth)—the French-

woman could at any period have felt

friendship without danger. It seemed

to her, not as it really was, the natural

development, but the very contrast,

of the ardent, variable, imaginative

boy, by whose side she had gazed at

night on the moonlit waters and rosy

skies of the soft Parthenope ! How
does time, after long absence, bring

to us such contrasts Vtween the one

we remembei and the one we see ?

And what a melancholy mockery
does it seem of our own vain hearts,

dreaming of impressions never to be
changed, and affections that never

can grow cool !

And now, as they conversed with
al

l the ease of cordial and guileless

friendship, how did Valerie rejoice in

secret that upon that friendship ther<»

rested no blot of shame ! and that

she had not forfeited those conso-

lations for a home without love, which
had at last settled into cheerful nor

unhallowed resignation—consolations

only to be found in the conscience

and the pride !

Monsieur de Ventadour had not

altered, except that his nose was
longer, and that he now wore a

peruque in full curl, instead of his

own straight hair. But. somehow or

other—perhaps by the mere charm of

custom—he had grown more pleasing

in Valerie's eyes ; habit had recon-

ciled her to his foibles, deficiencies,

and faults ; and, by comparison with

others, she could better appreciate

his good qualities, such as they were

—

generosity, good-temper, good-nature,

and unbounded indulgence to herself.

Husband and wife have so many in-

terests in common, that, when they

have jogged on through the ups-and-

downs of life a sufficient time, the

leash which at first galled often grows
easy and familiar; and unless the

temper, or rather the disposition and
the heart, of either be insufferable,

what was once a grievous yoke becomes
but a companionable tie. And for

the rest, Valerie, now that sentiment

and fancy were sobered dewu could

take pleasure in a thousand things

which her pining affections once, as

it were, overlooked and overshot.

She could feel grateful for all the

advantages her station and wealth

procured her ; she could cull the ros^s

in her reach, without sighing for the

amaranths of E vsium.
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If the great have more temptations

than those of middle life, and if their

senses of enjoyment become more

easily pampered into a sickly apathy

;

so at least (if they can once outlive

satiety) they have many more re-

sources at their command. There is

a great deal of justice in the old line,

displeasing though it be to those who
think of love in a cottage, " 'tis best

repenting in a coach and six
!

" If

among the Eupatrids, the Well Born,

there is less love in wedlock, less

quiet happiness at home, still they

are less chained each to each—they

have more independence, both the

woman and the man—and occupations

and the solace without can be so

easily obtained! Madame de Ven-

tadour, in retiring from the mere

frivolities of society—from crowded

rooms, and the inane talk and hollow

smiles of mere acquaintanceship

—

became more sensible of the pleasures

that her refined and elegant intellect

could derive from art and talent, and

the communion of friendship. She

drew around her the most cultivated

minds of her time and country. Her
abilities, her wit, and her conver-

sational graces, enabled her not only

to mix on equal terms with the most

eminent, but to amalgamate and

blend the varieties of talent into har-

mony. The same persons, when met

elsewhere, seemed to have lost their

charm : under Valerie's roof every

one breathed a congenial atmosphere.

And music and letters, and all that

can refiue and embellish civilised life,

contributed their resources to this

gifted and beautiful woman. And
thus she found that the mind has

excitement and occupation, as well as

the heart ; and, unlike the latter, the

culture we bestow upon the first ever

yields us its return. We talk of

education for the poor, but we forget

how much it is needed by the rich.

Valerie was a living instance of the

fcivantages to wonnn of knowledge

and intellectual resources. By them
she had purified her fancy—by them
she had conquered discontent—by
them she had grown reconciled to

life, and to her lot ! When the heavy
heart weighed down the one scale, it

was the mind that restored the

balance.

The spells of Madame de Ventadour
drew Maltravers into this charmed
circle of all that was highest, purest,

and most gifted in the society of

Paris. There he did not meet, as

were met in the times of the old

regime, sparkling abbes intent upon
intrigues; or amorous old dowagers,

eloquent on Rousseau ; or powdered
courtiers, uttering epigrams against

kings and religions—straws that fore-

told the whirlwind. Paul Courier

was right! Frenchmen are French-

men still, they are full of fine phrases,

and their thoughts smell ofthe theatre

;

they mistake foil for diamonds, the

Grotesque for the Natural, the Exag-

gerated for the Sublime :—but still, I

say, Paul Courier was right : there is

more honesty now in a single salon

in Paris, than there was in all France

in the days ofVoltaire ! Vast interests,

and solemn causes are no longer

tossed about like shuttlecocks on the

battledores of empty tongues. In the

bouleversement of Revolutions, the

French have fallen on their feet

!

Meeting men of all parties and all

classes, Maltravers was struck with

the heightened tone of public morals,

the earnest sincerity of feeling which

generally pervaded all, as compared

with his first recollections of the

Parisians. He saw that true elements

for national wisdom were at work,

though he saw also that there w is no

country in which their operations

would be more liable to disorder,

more slow and irregular in their

results. The French are like the

Israelites in the Wilderness, when,

according to a Hebrew tradition, every

morning they seemed on the verge ol
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Pisgah, and every evening they were

as far from it as ever. But still time

rolls on, the pilgrimage draws to its

close, and the Canaan must come at

last

!

At Valerie's house, Maltravers once

more met the De Montaignes. It was

a painful meeting, for they thought of

Cesarini when they met.

It is now time to return to that

unhappy man. Cesarini had been

removed from England, when Mal-

travers quitted it after Lady Florence's

death ; and Maltravers had thought

it best to acquaint De Montaigne with

all the circumstances that had led to

his affliction. The pride and the

honour of the high-spirited French-

man were deeply shocked by the tale

of fraud and guilt, softened as it was

;

but the sight of the criminal, his

awful punishment, merged every

other feeling in compassion. Placed

under the care of the most skilful

practitioners in Paris, great hopes of

Cesarini's recovery had been at first

entertained. Nor was it long, indeed,

before he appeared entirely restored
;

so far as the external and superficial

tokens of sanity could indicate a cure.

He testified complete consciousness

of the kindness of his relations, and
clear remembrance of the past : but

to the incoherent ravings of delirium,

an intense melancholy, still more
deplorable, succeeded. In this state,

however, he became once more the

inmate of his brother-in-law's house

;

and, though avoiding all society,

except that of Teresa, whose affec-

tionate nature never wearied of its

cares, he resumed many of his old

occupations. Again he appeared to

take delight in desultory and un-

profitable studies, and in the cultiva-

tion of that luxury of solitary men,
" the thankless muse." By shunning
nil topics connected with the gloomy
cause of his affliction, and talking

rather of the sweet recollections of

Italy and childhood than of more

recent events, his sister was enabled

to soothe the dark hour, and preserve

some kind of influence over the ill-

fated man. One day, however, there

fell into his hands an English news-

paper, which was full of the praises of

Lord Vargrave ; and the article, in

lauding the peer, referred to his

services as the commoner Lumley
Ferrers.

This incident, slight as it appeared,

and perfectly untraceable by his rela-

tions, produced a visible effect on
Cesarini ; and three days afterwards

he attempted his own life. The
failure of the attempt was followed

by the fiercest paroxysms. His dis-

ease returned in all its dread force

;

and it became necessary to place him
under yet stricter confinement than

he had endured before. Again, about

a year from the date now entered

upon, he had appeared to recover

;

and again he was removed to De
Montaigne's house. His relations

were not aware of the influence which

Lord Vargrave's name exercised over

Cesarini ; in the melancholy tale com-

municated to them by Maltravers,

that name had not been mentioned.

If Maltravers had at one time enter-

tained some vague suspicions that

Lumley had acted a treacherous part

with regard to Florence, those suspi-

cions had long since died away for

want of confirmation ; nor did he

(nor did therefore the De Montaignes)

connect Lord Vargrave with the

affliction of Cesarini. De Montaigne
himself, therefore, one day at dinner,

alluding to a question of foreign

politics which had been debated that

morning in the Chamber, and in

which he himself had taken an active

part, happened to refer to a speech

of Vargrave's upon the subject, which
had made some sensation abroad, as

well as at home.—Teresa asked inno-

cently who Lord Vargrave was 1 and
De Montaigne, well acquainted with

the biography of the principal English
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statesmen, replied, that he had com-

'

meneed his career as Mr. Ferrers, and

reminded Teresa that they had once

heen introduced to him in Paris.

Cesarini suddenly rose and left the

room ; his absence was not noted

—

for his comings and goings were ever

strange and fitful. Teresa soon after-

wards quitted the apartment with her

children, and De Montaigne, who was

rather fatigued by the exertions and

excitement of the morning, stretched

himself in his chair to enjoy a short

siesta. He was suddenly awakened

by a feeling of pain and suffocation

—

awakened in time to struggle against

a strong gripe that had fastened itself

at his throat. The room was darkened

in the growing shades of the evening

;

and, but for the glittering and savage

eyes that were fixed on him, he could

scarcely discern his assailant. He at

length succeeded, however, in freeing

himself, and casting the intended

assassin on the ground. He shouted

for assistance ; and the lights, borne

by the servants who rushed into the

room, revealed to him the face of his

brother-in-law ! Cesarini, though in

strong convulsions, still uttered cries

and imprecations of revenge ; he I

denounced De Montaigne as a traitor
]

and a murderer ! In the dark con-

fusion of his mind, he had mistaken

the guardian for the distant foe, whose

name sufficed to conjure up the

phantoms of the dead, and plunge

reason into fury.

It was now clear that there was

danger and death in Cesarini's disease.

His madness was pronounced to be

capable of no certain and permanent

cure : he was placed at a new asylum

(the superintendents of which were

celebrated for humanity as well as

skill), a little distance from Versailles,

and there he still remained. Recently

his lucid intervals'had become more

frequent and prolonged ; but trifles

that sprung from his own mind, and

tvhich no care could prevent or detect,

sufficed to renew his calamity in all

its fierceness. At such times he re-

quired the most unrelaxing vigilance
;

for his madness ever took an alarming

and ferocious character ; and had he

been left unshackled, the boldest and

stoutest of the keepers would have

dreaded to enter his cell unarmed, or

alone.

What made the disease of the mind
appear moremelancholy and confirmed

was, that all this time the frame seemed

to increase in health and strength.

This is not an uncommon case in

instances of mania—and it is generally

the worst symptom. In earlier youth,

Cesarini had been delicate even to

effeminacy ; but now his proportions

were enlarged—his form (though still

lean and spare) muscular and vigorous

—as if in the torpor which usually

succeeded to his bursts of frenzy, the

animal portion gained by the repose

or disorganisation of the intellectual.

When in his better and calmer moods
in which indeed none but the experi-

enced could have detected his malady

—books made his chief delight. But

then he complained bitterly, if briefly,

of the confinement he endured—of

the injustice he suffered ; and as,

shunning all companions, he walked

gloomily7 amidst the grounds that

surrounded that House of Woe, his

unseen guardians beheld him clench-

ing his hands, as at some visionary

enemy ; or overheard him accuse

some phantom of his brain of the

torments he endured.

Though the reader can detect in

LumlejT Ferrers the cause of the

frenzy, and the object of the impreca-

tion, it was not so with the De Mon-
taignes, nor with the patient's keepers

and physicians; for in his delirium

he seldom or never gave name to the

shadows that he invoked—not even

to that of Florence. It is, indeed, no

unusual characteristic of madness to

shun, as by a kind of cunning, all

mention of the names of those by
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«rLom the madness has been caused.

Is is as if the Unfortunates imagined

that the madness might be undis-

covered, if the images connected with

it were unbetrayed.

Such, at this time, was tne wretched

6tate of the man, whose talents had
promised a fair and honourable career,

had it not been the wretched tendency

of his mind, from boyhood upward, to

pamper every unwholesome and un-

hallowed feeling as a token of the

exuberance of genius. De Montaigne,

though he touched as lightly as

possible upon this dark domestic

calamity in his first communications
with Maltravers, whose conduct in

that melancholy tale of crime and
woe had, he conceived, been stamped
witli generosity and feeling,— still

betrayed emotions that told how
much his peace had been embittered.

" I seek to console Teresa," said he,

turning away his manly head, " and
to point out all the blessings yet left

to her; but that brother so beloved,

from whom so much was so vainly

expected !—still ever and ever, though
she strives to conceal it from me, this

affliction comes back to her, and
poisons every thought ! Oh ! better

a thousand times that he had died

!

When reason, sense, almost the soul,

are dead—how dark and fiend-like is

the life that remains behind ! And
if it should be in the blood—if Teresa's

children—dreadful thought !

"

De Montaigne ceased, thoroughly

overcome.

" Do not, my dear friend, so fear-

fully exaggerate your misfortune,

great as it is ; Cesarini's disease evi-

dently arose from no physical con-

formation—it was but the crisis, the

development, of a long-contracted

malady of mind—passions, morbidly

indulged—the reasoning faculty, ob-

stinately neglected—and yet too he
may recover. The farther memory
recedes from the shock he has sus-

tained, the better the chance that his

miud will regain its tone."

De Montaigne wrung his friend's

hand

—

" It is strange that from you should

come sympathy and comfort!—you
whom he so injured !—you whom his

folly or his crime drove from your
proud career, and your native soil

!

But Providence will yet, I trust,

redeem the evil of its erring creature,

and I ^hallyet live to see you restored

to hope and home, a happy husband,

an honoured citizen : till then, I feel

as if the curse lingered upon my
race.''

"Speak not „hus—whatever my
destiny, I have recovered from that

wound; and still, De Montaigne, I

find in life that suffering succeeds to

suffering, and disappointment to dis-

appointment, as wave to wave. To
endure is the only philosophy— to

believe that we shall live again in a
brighter planet, is the only hope that

our reason should accept from our

desires."
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CHAPTER U.

••Monstra evenerunt mihi,

Introit in sedes ater alienus cam's,

Anguis per impluvium decidit de tegulis,

Gallina cecinit !
"

—

Terent.*

With his constitutional strength of

mind, and conformably with his ac-

quired theories, Maltravers continued

to struggle against the latest and
strongest passion of his life. It might
be seen in the paleness of his brow,

and that nameless expression of suf-

fering which betrays itself in the lines

about the mouth, that his health was
affected by the conflict within him

;

and many a sudden fit of absence and
abstraction, many an impatient sigh,

followed by a forced and unnatural

gaiety, told the observant Valerie

that ^he was the prey of a sorrow he
was too proud to disclose. He com-
pelled himself, however, to take, or

to affect, an interest in the singular

phenomena of the social state around
him

; phenomena that, in a happier

or serener mood, would indeed have
suggested no ordinary food for con-

jecture and meditation.

The state of visible transition is the

state of nearly all the enlightened

communities in Europe. But no-
where is it so pronounced as in

that country which may be called

the Heart of European Civilisation.

There, all, to which the spirit of

society attaches itself, appears broken,

vague, and half developed—the An-
tique in ruins, and theNew not formed.

It is, perhaps, the only country in

which the Constructive principle has

• Prodigies have occurred ; a strange

Dlack dog oame into the house ; a snake
glided from the tiles, through the court ;

the hei\ crowed.

not kept pace with the Destructive.

The Has Been is blotted out—the

To Be is as the shadow of a far land

in a mighty and perturbed sea.+

Maltravers, who for several years

had not examined the progress of

modern literature, looked with mingled
feelings of surprise, distaste, and occa-

sional and most reluctant admiration,

on the various works which the suc-

cessors of Voltaire and Rousseau have
produced, and are pleased to call the

offspring of Truth united to Romance.
Profoundly versed in the mechanism

and elements of those masterpieces of

Germany and England, from which
the French have borrowed so largely,

while pretending to be original, Mal-
travers was shocked to see the monsters
which these Frankensteins had created

from the relics and offal of the holiest

sepulchres. The head of a giant on
the limbs of a dwarf—incongruous
members jumbled together—parts fair

and beautiful—the whole a hideous

distortion !

" It may be possible," said he to

De Montaigne, " that these works Are

admired and extolled ; but how they
can be vindicated by the examples of

Shakspeare and Goethe, or even of

Byron, who redeemed poor and melo-

dramatic conceptions with a manly
vigour of execution, an energy and

f The reader will remember that these
remarks were written long before the last

French Revolution, and when thedynasty of

Louis Philippe was generally considered
most secure.
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completeness of purpose that Dryden
himself never surpassed, is to me
utterly inconceivable."

" I allow that there is a strange

mixture of fustian and maudlin in

all these things," answered De Mon-
taigne ;

" but they are but the wind-

falls of trees that may bear rich fruit

in due season ; meanwhile, any new
school is better than eternal imitations

of the old. As for critical vindications

of the works themselves, the age that

produces the phenomena is never the

age to classify and analyse them. We
have had a deluge, and now new
creatures spring from the new soil."

"An excellent simile: they come
forth from slime and mud—fetid and

crawling—unformed and monstrous.

I grant exceptions ; and even in the

New School, as it is called, I can

admire the real genius—the vital and

creative power of Victor Hugo. But

oh, that a nation which has known a

Corneille should ever spawn forth a
* * * *

! And with these ricketty

and drivelling abortions—all having

followers and adulators—your Public

can still bear to be told that they

have improved wonderfully on the

day when they gave laws and models

to the literature of Europe ;—they can

hear to hear ***** proclaimed a

sublime genius in the same circles

which sneer down Voltaire !

"

Voltaire is out of fashion in France,

but Rousseau still maintains his in-

fluence, and boasts his imitators.

Rousseau was the worse man of the

two
;
perhaps he was also the more

dangerous writer. But his reputation

is more durable, and sinks deeper

into the heart of his nation ; and the

ianger of his unstable and capricious

doctrines has passed away. In Voltaire

we behold the fate of all writers purely

destructive; their uses cease with the

evils they denounce. But Rousseau
sought to construct as well as to

destroy ; and though nothing could

well be more absurd than his con-

structions, still man loves to look

back and see even delusive images

—

castles in the air—reared above the

waste where cities have been. Rather

than leave even a burial-ground to

solitude, we populate it with ghosts.

By degrees, however, as he mastered

all the features of the French litera-

ture, Maltravers became more tolerant

of the present defects, and more hope-

ful of the future results. He saw, in

one respect, that that literature carried

with it its own ultimate redemption.

Its general characteristic— contra-

distinguished from the literature of

the old French classic school—is to

take the heart for its study ; to bring

the passions and feelings into action,

and let the Within have its record

and history as well as the Without.

In all this, our contemplative analyst

began to allow that the French were

not far wrong when they contended

that Shakspeare made the fountain of

their inspiration— a fountain which
the majority of our later English

Fictionists have neglected. It is not

by a story woven of interesting inci-

dents, relieved by delineations of the

externals and surface of character,

humorous phraseology, and every-

day ethics, that Fiction achieves its

grandest ends.

In the French literature, thus cha-

ractised, there is much false morality,

much depraved sentiment, and much
hollow rant. But still it carries within

it the germ of an excellence, which,

sooner or later, must, in the progress

of national genius, arrive at its full

development.

Meanwhile, it is a consolation to

know, that nothing really immoral i9

ever permanently popular, or ever,

therefore, long deleterious; what is

dangerous in a work of genius, cures

itself in a few years. We can now
read Werter, and instruct our hearts

by its exposition of weakness and

passion—our taste by its exquisite and

unrivalled simplicity of construction
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detail, without any fear that we
shall shoot ourselves in top-boots

!

We can feel ourselves elevated by the

noble sentiments of " The Bobbers,"

and our penetration sharpened as to

the wholesale immorality of con-

ventional cant and hypocrisy, without

any danger of turning banditti, and
becoming cut-throats from the love

of virtue. Providence, that has made
the genius of the few in all times and

countries the guide and prophet of

the many ; and appointed Literature,

as the sublime agent of Civilisation,

of Opinion, and of Law, has endowed
the elements it employs with a divine

power of self-purification. The stream

settles of itself by rest and time ; the

impure particles fly off, or are neu-

tralised by the healthful. It is only

fools that call the works of a master-

spirit immoral. There does not exist

in the literature of the world, one

popular book that is immoral two

centuries after it is produced. For,

in the heart of nations, the False does

not live so long ; and the True is the

Ethical to the end of time.

From the literary, Maltravers turned

to the political state of France his

curious and tnoughtful eye. He was

struck by the resemblance which this

nation—so civilised, so thoroughly

European—bears in one respect to the

despotisms of the East : the convul-

sions of the capital decide the fate of

the country; Paris is the tyrant of

France. He saw in this inflammable

concentration of power, which must

ever be pregnant with great evils, one

of the causes why the revolutions of

that powerful and polished people are

so incomplete and unsatisfactory

—

why, like Cardinal Fleury, system

after system, and Government after

Government,

* * " floruit sine fructu,

Defloruit Bine luctu." *

* Flourished without fruit, and was
destroyed without regret.

Maltravers regarded it as a singular

instance of perverse ratiocination,

that, unwarned by experience, the

French should still persist in per

petuating this political vice ; that all

their policy should still be the policy

of Centralisation—a principle which
secures the momentary strength, but

ever ends in the abrupt destruction,

of States. It is, in fact, the perilous

tonic, which seems to brace the

system, but drives the blood to the

head—thus come apoplexy and mad-
ness. By centralisation the provinces

are weakened, it is true ; but weak to

assist as well as to oppose a Govern-

ment—weak to withstand a mob.
.Nowhere, nowadays, is a mob so

powerful as in Paris; the political

history of Paris is the history of mobs.

Centralisation is an excellent quackery

for a despot who desires power to last

only his own life, and who has but a

life-interest in the State ; but to true

liberty and permanent order, central-

isation is a deadly poison. The more
the provinces govern their own affairs,

the more we find every thing, even to

roads and post-horses, are left to the

people ; the more the Municipal Spirit

pen ades every vein of the vast body,

the more certain may we be that

reform and change must come from

universal opinion, which is slow, and
constructs ere it destroys—not from

public clamour, which is sudden, and

not only pulls dow>, the edifice, but

sells the bricks

!

Another pereuliarity in the French
Constitution struck and perplexed

Maltravers. This people, so pervaded

by the republican sentiment—this

people, who had sacrificed so much
for Freedom— this people, who, in

the name of Freedom, had perpe-

trated so much crime with Bobes-

i pierre, and achieved so much glory

j
with Napoleon — this people were,

\
as a people, contented to be utterly

excluded from all power and

|
voice in the State ' Out of thirty-
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three millions of subjects, less than

two hundred thousand electors

!

Where was there ever an oligarchy

equal to this ? What a strange

infatuation, to demolish an aristocracy

and yet to exclude a people ! What
an anomaly in political architecture,

to build an inverted j'jraniid ! Where
was the safety valve of governments

—

where the natural events of excite-

ment in a population so inflammable 2

The people itself were left a mob : no
utake in the State—no action in its

Affairs—no legislative interest in its

security.*

On the other hand, it was singular

to see how—the aristocracy of birth

broken down — the aristocracy of

letters had arisen. A Peerage, half

composed ofjournalists, philosophers,

and authors ! This was the beau ideal

of Algernon Sydney's Aristocratic

Republic; of the Helvetian visions of

what ought to be the dispensation of

public distinctions : yet was it, after

all, a desirable aristocracy ? Did
society gain]— did literature lose?

Was the Priesthood of Genius made
more sacred and more pure by these

worldly decorations and hollow titles?

— or was aristocracy itself thus

rendered a more disinterested, a

more powerful, or more sagacious

element in the administration of law,

or the elevation of opinion ? These
questions, not lightly to be answered,

coidd not fail to arouse the specula-

tion and curiosity of a man who had
been familiar with the closet and the

* Has not all this proved prophetic ?

forum ; and, in proportion as he found
his interest excited in these problems
to be solved by a foreign nation, did

the thoughtful Englishman feel the

old instinct—which binds the citizen

to the father land—begin to stir once
more earnestly and vividly within him.

" You, yourself individually, are

passing, like us," said De Montaigne
one day to Maltravers, " through
a state of transition. You have for

ever left the Ideal, and you are

carrying your cargo of experience

over to the Practical. When you
reach that haven, you will have
completed the development of your
forces."

" You mistake me j I am but a

spectator."

" Yes ; but you desire to go behind
the scenes. And he who once grows
familiar with the green-room, longs

to he an actor."

With Madame deVentadourand the

De Montaignes Maltravers passed the

chief part of his time. They knew
how to appreciate his nobler, and to

love his gentler, attributes and quali-

ties ; they united in a warm interest

for his future fate ; they combated
his Philosophy of Inaction ; and they
felt that it was because he was not

happy that he was not wise. Expe-
rience was to him what ignorance had
been to Alice. His faculties were
chilled and dormant. As affection to

those who are unskilled in all things,

so is affection to those who despair of

all things. The mind of Miltravera

was a world without a sun !
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CHAPTER III.

"Calebs quid again ?
•'—Horat.

In a room at Fenton's Hotel sate Lord

Vargrave and Caroline Lady Dolti-

more—two months after the marriage

of the latter.

'• Doltimore has positively fixed,

then, to go abroad, on your return

from Cornwall!"

"Positively—to Paris. You can

join us at Christmas, I trust ?

"

" I have no doubt of it ; and before

then, I hope that I shall have arranged

certain public matters, which at pre-

sent harass and absorb me even more

than my private affairs."

" You have managed to obtain

terms with Mr. Douce, and to delay

the repayment of your debt to him?"

'"Yes, I hope so, till I touch Mis?

Cameron's income ; which will be

mine, I trust, by the time she is

eighteen."
" You mean the forfeit money of

80,000?. I

" Not I !—I mean what I said !"

"Can you really imagine 6he will

still accept your hand ]"

"With your aid, I do imagine it!

Hear me. You must take Evelyn

with you to Paris. I have no doubt

but that she will be delighted to

accompany you ; nay, I have paved

the way so far. For, of course, as a

friend of the family, and guardian to

Evelyn, I have maintained a corre-

spondence with Lady Vargrave. She

informs me that Evelyn has been

unwell and low-spirited ; thai she

fears Brook Green is dull for her, &c.

I wrote in reply, to say, that the more

my ward saw of the world, prior to

* vvhat shall I do. a bachelor ?

her accession, when of age, to the

position she would occupy in it,

the more she would fulfil my late

uncle's wishes with respect to hei

education, and so forth. I added, that

as you were going to Paris—and as

you loved her so much—there could

not be a better opportunity for her

entrance into life, under the most
favourable auspices. Lady Vargrave's

answer to this letter arrived this

morning :—she will consent to such

an arrangement, should you propose

it."

" But what good will result to

yourself in this project]—at Paris you

will be sure of rivals, and "

" Caroline." interrupted Lord Var-

grave, "I know very well what you
would say ; I also know all the danger

I must incur. But it is a choice of

evils ; and I choose the least. You
see that while she is at Brook Green,

and under the eye of that sly old

curate, I can effect nothing with her.

There, she is entirely removed from

my influence ;—not so abroad—not so

under your roof. Listen to me still

further. In this country, and espe-

cially in the seclusion and shelteT

of Brook Green, I have no scope for

any of those means which I shall be

compelled to resort to, in failure of ail

else."

" What can you intend ?" said Caro-

line, with a Blight shudder.
" I don*t know what I intend yet

But this, at least, I can tell you—that

Miss Cameron's fortune I must and

will have. 1 am a despenue man,
and I can play a desperate game, if

need be."
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" And do you think that / will aid

—will abet.

'

" Hush ! not so loud ! Yes, Caro-

line, you will, and you must, aid and

abet me in any project I may form."
" Must ! Lord Vargrave V
"Ay!" s;iid Lumley, with a smile,

and sinking his voice into a whisper
;

" ay !

—

you are in my power !
"

" Traitor !—you cannot dare

—

you

cannot mean !"

" I mean nothing more than to

remind you of the ties that exist

between us— ties which ought to

render us the firmest and most confi-

dential of friends. Come, Caroline,

recollect all the benefits must not lie

on one side ; I have obtained for you

rank and wealth ; I have procured

you a husband—you must help me to

a wife !"

Caroline sunk back, and covered

her face with her hands.
" I allow," continued Vargrave,

coldly—" I allow that your beauty

and talent were sufficient of them-

selves to charm a wiser man than

Doltimore ; but had I not suppressed

jealousy— sacrificed love— had I

dropped a hint to your liege lord

—

nay, had I not fed his lap-dog vanity

by all the cream and sugar of flat-

tering falsehoods—you would be Caro-

line Merton still
!"

" Oh ! would that I were ! Oh !

that I were any thing but your tool

—

your victim ! Fool that I was !

—

wretch that I am ! I am rightly

punished
!"

" Forgive me—forgive me, dearest,"

Baid Vargrave, soothingly ;
" I was to

blame, forgive me : but you irritated,

you maddened me, by your seeming

indifference to my prosperity—my
fate. I tell you again and again,

pride of my soul, I tell you, that you

are the only being I love ! and if you

will allow me, if you will rise superior,

as I once fondly hoped, to all the cant

and prejudice of convention and
education—the only woman I could

No. 210.

ever respect, as well as love ! Oh
hereafter, when you see me at that

height to which I feel that I am born
to climb, let me think that to your
generosity, your affection, your zeal,

I owed the ascent : at present I am on
the precipice—without your hand I

fall for ever. My own fortune is gone

—the miserable forfeit due to me, if

Evelyn continues to reject my suit,

when she has arrived at the age of

eighteen, is deeply mortgaged. I am
engaged in vast and daring schemes,

in which I may either rise to the

highest station or lose that which I

now hold. In either case, how neces-

sary to me is wealth : in the one

instance, to maintain my advance-

ment ; in the other, to redeem my fall."

" But did you not tell me," said

Caroline, " that Evelyn proposed and
promised to place her fortune at your

disposal, even while rejecting your

hand V
" Absurd mockery !

" exclaimed

Vargrave ;
" the foolish boast of a girl

—an impulse liable to every caprice.

Can. you suppose, that when she

launches into the extravagance natural

to her age, and necessary to her posi-

tion, she will not find a thousand
demands upon her rent>roll not dreamt
of now ] a thousand vanities and
baubles, that will soon erase my poor

and hollow claim from her recollec-

tion 1 Can you suppose that, if she

marry another, her husband will ever

consent to a child's romance] And
even were all this possible, were it

possible that girls were not extrava-

gant, and that husbands had no com-
mon sense, is it for me, Lord Vargrave,

to be a mendicant upon reluctant

bounty ] a poor cousin—a pensioned

led-captain ] Heaven knows I have as

little false pride as any man, but still

this is a degradation I cannot stoop

to. Besides, Caroline, I am no miser,

no Harpagon : I do not want wealth

for wealth's sake, but for the advan-

tages it bestows—respect—honour

—

x 12
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position ; and these I get as the hus-

band of the great heiress. Should I

get them as her dependant? No : for

more than six years I have built my
schemes and shaped my conduct,

according to one assured and definite

object ; and that object I shall not

now in the eleventh hour let slip from

my hands. Enough of this : you will

pass Brook Green in returning from

Cornwall—you will take Evelyn with

you to Paris—leave the rest to me.
Fear no folly, no violence, from my
plans, whatever they may be : I work
in the dark. Nor do I despair that

Evelyn will love, that Evelyn will

voluntarily accept, me yet : my dispo-

sition is sanguine ; I look to the bright

side of things :— do the same !

"

Here their conference was inter-

rupted by Lord Doltimore, who
lounged carelessly into the room, with

his hat on one side. " Ah ! Vargrave,

how are you 1 You will not forget the

letters of introduction ? Where are

you going, Caroline '/"

" Only to my own room, to put on
my bonnet ; the carriage will be here

in a few minutes." And Caroline

escaped.

" So you go to Cornwall to-morrow,

Doltimore f
" Yes—cursed bore ! but Lady Eliza-

abeth insists on seeing us, and I don't

object to a week's good shooting. The
old lady, too, has something to leave,

and Caroline had no dowry : not that

I care for it ; but still marriage is

expensive."
" By the by, you will want the five

thousand pounds you lent me V
" Why, whenever it is convenient."
" Say no more—it shall be seen to.

Doltimore, I am very anxious that

Lady DoltimoreW<?6#£ at Paris should

be brilliant : every thing depends

on falling into the right set. For
myself, I don't care about fashion, and
never did ; but if I were married, and
an idle man like you, it might be

different."

" Oh, you will be very useful to ua
when we return to London. Mean-
while, you know, you have my proxy
in the Lords. I dare say there will

be some sharp work the first week or
two after the recess."

" Very likely ; and depend on one
thing, my dear Doltimore, that when
I am in the cabinet, a certain friend

of mine shall be an earl. Adieu."
" Good-by, my dear Vargrave, good-

by—and, I say,—I say, don't distress

yourself about that trifle— a few
months hence, it will suit me just as

well."

" Thanks—I will just look into my
accounts, and use you without cere-

mony. Well— I dare say we shall

meet at Paris. Oh, I forgot '—

I

observe that you have renewed your
intimacy with Legard. Now he is a
very good fellow, and I gave him that

place to oblige you still, as you
are no longer a garpon but per-

haps I shall offend you ?"

" Not at all. What is there against

Legard i"

" Nothing in the world—but he is

a bit of a boaster. I dare say his

ancestor was a Gascon—poor fellow J

—and he affects to say that you can't

choose a coat, or buy a horse, without
his approval and advice—that he can
turn you round his finger. New this

hurts your consequence in the world

—you don't get credit for your own
excellent sense and taste. Take my
advice, avoid these young hangers-on

of fashion— these club-room lions.

Having no importance of their own,
they steal the importance of their

friends. Verbum sap."

" You are very right—Legard is a
coxcomb ; and now I see why he
talked of joining us at Paris."

" Don't let him do any such thing!
—he will be telling the Frenchmen
that her ladyship is in love with him
- ha ! ha!"
"Hal ha!—a very good joke

—

poor Caroline! — very good joke!
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' Well, good-by once more ;" and Var-

grave closed the door.

Legard go to Paris—not if Evelyn
goes there !

" muttered Lumley.

" Besides, I want no partner in the

little that one can screw out of this

blockhead."

CHAPTER IV.

" Mr. Bumblecase, a word with you—I have a little business.
'

" Farewell, the goodly Manor of Blackacre. with all its woods, underwoods, and
appurtenances whatever."

—

Wvchkrley : Plain Dealer.

In quitting Fenton's Hotel, Lord
Vargrave entered into one of the

clubs in St. James's Street : this was

rather unusual with him, for he was

not a club man. It was not his

system to spend his time for nothing.

But it was a wet December day—the

House not yet assembled, and he had

done his official business. Here, as

he was munching a biscuit and read-

ing an article in one of the ministerial

papers—the heads of which he him-

self had supplied—Lord Saxingham
joined, and drew him to the window.

" I have reason to think," said the

earl, " that your visit to Windsor did

good."
" Ah, indeed ; so I fancied."

" I do not think that a certain

personage will ever consent to the
* * * * question ; and the premier,

whom I saw to-day, seems chafed and
irritated."

'• Nothing can be better—I know
that we are in the right boat."

" I hope it is not true, Lumley,
that your marriage with Miss Cameron
is broken off; such was the on dit in

the club, just before you entered.'

" Contradict it, my dear lord,

—

contradict it. I hope by the spring

to introduce Iiady Vargrave to you.

But who broached the absurd report )"

" Why, your protege, Legard, says

he heard so from his uncle, who heard

it from Sir John Merton."
" Legard is a puppy, and Sir John

Merton a jackass. Legard had

better attend to his office, if he want*
to get on ; and I wish you'd tell him
so. I have heard somewhere .that ne
talks of going to Paris—you can just

hint to him that he must give up
such idle habits. Public functionaries

are not now what they were—people

are expected to work for the money
they pocket—otherwise Legard is a
cleverish fellow, and deserves pro-

motion. A word or two of caution

from you will do him a vast deal of

good."
'•' Be sure I will lecture him. Will

you dine with me to-day, Lumley 1"

" No. I expect my co-trustee,

Mr. Douce, on matters of business—

a

tete-d-tete dinner."

Lord Vargrave had, as he con-

ceived, very cleverly talked over

Mr. Douce into letting his, debt to

that gentleman run on for the present
;

and, in the meanwhile, he had over-

whelmed Mr. Douce with his con-

descensions. That gentleman had
twice dined with Lord Vargrave;
and Lord Vargrave had twice dined

with him. The occasion of the present

more familiar entertainment was in

a letter from Mr. Douce, begging to

see Lord Vargrave on particular

business ; and Vargrave, who by no
means liked the word business from a

gentleman to whom he owed money,
thought that it would go off more
smoothly if sprinkled with cham-
pagne.

Accordingly, he begged " My dear

K 2
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Mr. Douce" to excuse ceremony, and
dine with him on Thursday, at seven

o'clock —he was really so busy all the

mornings.

At seven o'clock, Mr. Douce came.

The moment he entered, Vargrave

called out, at the top of his voice,

" Dinner immediately !" And as the

little man bowed, and shuffled, and
fidgeted, and wriggled (while Vargrave
shook him by the hand), as if he

thought he was going himself to be

spitted,—his host said, " With your
leave, we'll postpone the budget till

after dinner. It is the fashion now-

adays to postpone budgets a3 long as

we can—eh ] Well, and how are all

at home ] Devilish cold : is it not ]

So you go to your villa every day?

—

That's what keeps you in such capital

health. You know I had a villa too

—though I never had time to go
there."

" Ah, yes—I think, I remember,

at Ful-Ful-Fulham !" gasped out Mr.

Douce. " Your poor uncle's—now
Lady Var-Var-Vargrave's jointure-

house. So—so
"

"She don't live there!" burst in

Vargrave (far too impatient to be

polite). " Too cockneyfied for her

—

gave it up to me—very pretty place,

but d d expensive. I could not

afford it—never went there—and so,

I have let it to my wine-merchant;

the rent just pays his bill. You will

taste some of the sofas and tables

to-day in his champagne ! I don't

know how it is, I always fancy my
sherry smells like my poor uncle's

old leather chair: very odd smell it

had—a kind of respectable smell ! I

hope you're hungry—dinner's ready."

Vargrave thus rattled away in

order to give the good banker to

understand that his affairs were in

the most flourishing condition ; and

he continued to keep up the ball

all dinner-time, stopping Mr. Douee's

little, miserable, gasping, dacelike

mouth, with " a glass of w ine, Douce 1

"

or " by the by, Douce," whenever he
saw that worthy gentleman about to

make the ^Eschylean improvement of

a second person in the dialogue.

At length, dinner being fairly over,

and the servants withdrawn, Lord
Vargrave, knowing that sooner 01

later Douce would have his say, drew
his chair to the fire, put his feet on
the fender, and cried, as he tossed off

his claret, " Now, Douce, what can I

do for you?"
Mr. Douce opened his eyes to their

full extent, and then as rapidly closed

them ; and this operation he con-

tinued till, having snuffed them so

much that they could by no possi-

bility burn any brighter, he was con-

vinced that he had not misunderstood
his lordship.

" Indeed, then," he began, in his

most frightened manner, " indeed;—

I

—really your lordship is very good
—I—I wanted to speak to you on

business."

" Well, what can I do for you

—

some little favour, eh ? Snug sinecure

for a favourite clerk, or a place in the

Stamp Office for your fat footman

—

John, I think you call him? You
know, my dear Douce, you may com-
mand me."

" Oh, indeed—you are all good-

good-goodness—but—but
"

Vargrave threw himself back, and
shutting his eyes and pursing up his

mouth, resolutely suffered Mr. Douce
to unbosom himself without inter-

ruption. He was considerably re-

lieved to find that the business referred

to related, only to Miss Cameron.
Mr. Douce having reminded Lord
Vargrave, as he had often done before,

of the wishes of his uncle, tha*> the

greater portion of the money be-

queathed to Evelyn should be invested

in land, proceeded to say that a most
excellent opportunity presented itself

for just such a purchase as would have

rejoiced the heart of the late lord.

A superb place, in the style of Blick
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ling— deer-park six miles round

—

10,000 acres of land, bringing in a

clear 8,00d£. a-year—purchase-money

only 240,000?. The whole estate was,

indeed, much larger—18,000 acres ;

but then the more distant farms could

be sold in different lots, in order to

meet the exact sum Miss Cameron's

trustees were enaoied to invest.

" Well, said Yargrave, " and where

is it? My poor uncle was after De
Clifford's estate, but the title was not

" Oh ! this—is much—much—much
fi-fi-finer;—famous investment—but

rather far off—in—in the north. Li-

Li-Lisle Court."
" Lisle Court ! Why, does not that

belong to Colonel Maltravers?"
" Yes. It is, indeed, quite, I may

say, a secret—yes—really—a se-se-

secret—not in the market yet—not

at all—soon snapped up."
" Humph ! Has Colonel Maltravers

been extravagant ?

"

" No—but he does not—I hear—or

rather Lady—Julia—so I'm told, yes,

indeed—does not li-like—going so

far, and 30 they spend the winter in

Italy instead. Yes—very odd—very

fine place."

Lumley was slightly acquainted

with the elder brother of his old

friend—a man who possessed some of

Ernest's faults—very proud, and very

exacting, and very fastidious :—but

all these faults were developed in the

ordinary commonplace world, and
were not the refined abstractions of

his younger brother.

Colonel Maltravers had continued,

since he entered the Guards, to be

thoroughly the man of fashion, and
nothing more. But rich and well-

born, and highly connected, and
thoroughly & la mode as he was, his

pride made him uncomfortable in

London, while his fastidiousness made
him uncomfortable in the country.

He was rather a great person, but he
wanted to be a very great person.

This be was at Lisle Court ; but that

did not satisfy him—be wanted not

only to be a very great person, but a

very great person among very great

persons—and squires and parsons

bored him. Lady Julia, his wife, was

a fine lady, inane and pretty, who
saw every thing through her husband's

eyes. He was quite master chez lui,

was Colonel Maltravers ! He lived a

great deal abroad—for on the con-

tinent his large income seemed
princely, while his high character,

thorough breeding, and personal

advantages, which were remarkable,

secured him a greater position in

foreign courts than at his own. Two
things had greatly disgusted him
with Lisle Court— trifles they might
be with others, but they were not

trifles to Cuthbert Maltravers ;—in

the first place, a man who had been

his father's attorney, and who was

the very incarnation of coarse unre-

pellible familiarity, had bought an
estate close by the said Lisle Court,

and had, horresco re/erens, heen made
a baronet ! Sir Gregory Gubbius
took precedence of Colonel Maltra-

vers ! He could not ride out but he
met Sir Gregory ; he could not dine

out but he had the pleasure of walking

behind Sir Gregory's bright blue coat

with its bright brass buttons. In his

last visit to Lisle Court, which he

had then crowded with all manner of

fine people, he had seen—the very

first morning after his arrival—seen

from the large window of his state

saloon, a great staring white, red,

blue, and gilt thing, at the end of

the stately avenue planted by Sir

Guy Maltravers in honour of the

Victory over the Spanish Armada.
He looked in mute surprise, and
every body else looked ; and a polite

German Count, gazing through his

eye-glass, said, Ah ! dat is vat you
call a vim in your pays—the vim of

Colonel Maltravers 1

"

This " vim " was the pagoda sura-
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merhouse of Sir Gregory Gubbins

—

erected in imitation of the Pavilion

at Brighton. Colonel Maltravers waa
miserable—the vim haunted him—it

seemed ubiquitous— he could not

escape it—it was built on the highest

spot in the uountyj— rule, walk, sit

where ho would, the vim stared at

him ; an.1

, he thought he saw little

Mandarins shake their round little

heads at him. This was one of the

great curses of Lisle Court—the other

was yet more galling. The owners
|

of Lisle Court had for several gene-

1

rations possessed thedominantinterest

in the county town. The Colonel

himself meddled little in politics, and
was too fine a gentleman for the

drudgery of parliament:— he had
offered the seat to Ernest, when the

latter had commenced bis public

career; but the result of a commu
-j

nication proved that their political

views were dissimilar, and the nego-

tiation dropped without ill-feeling on

either side. Subsequently a vacancy

occurred ; and Lady Julia's brother

(just made a Lord of the Treasury)

wished to come into parliament, so

the county town was offered to him.

Now, the proud commoner had mar-

ried into the family of a peer as proud

as himself, and Colonel Maltravers

was always glad whenever he could

impress his consequence on his con-

nexions by doing them a favour. He
wrote to his steward to see that the

thing was properly settled, and came
down on the nomination-day " to

sbare the triumph and partake the

gale." Guess his indignation, when
he found the nephew of Sir Gregory
Gubbins was already in the field

!

The result of the election was, that

Mr. Augustus Gubbins came in, and
that Colonel Maltravers was pelted

with cabbage-stalks, and accused of

attempting to sell the worthy and
'independent electors to a government
nominee ! In shame and disgust,

Colonel Maltravers broke up his esta-

blishment at Lisle Court, and ones
more retired to the continent.

About a week from the date now
touched, upon, Lady Julia and him-
self had arrived in London from
Vienna ; and a new mortification

awaited the unfortunate owner of

Lisle Court. A railroad company
had been established, of which Sir

Gregory Gubbins was a principal

shareholder ; and the speculator, Mr.
Augustus Gubbins, one of the " most
useful men in the bouse," had under-

taken to carry the bill through par-

liament. Colonel Maltravers received

a letter of portentous size, enclosing

the map of the places which this

blessed railway was to bisect; and
lo ! just at the bottom of his park ran

a portentous line, which informed

him of the sacrifice he was expected

to make for the public good—espe-

cially for the good of that very county

town, the inhabitants of which had
pelted him with cabbage-stalks

!

Colonel Maltravers lost all patience.

Unacquainted with our wise legis-

lative proceedings, he was not aware

that a railway planned is a very dif-

ferent thing from a railway made ; and
that parliamentary committees are

not by any means favourable to

schemes for carrying <he public

through a gentleman's park
" This country is not to be lived

in," said he to Lady Julia; " it gets

worse and worse every year. I am
sure I never had any comfort in

Lisle Court. I've a great mind to

sell it."

" Why, indeed, as we have no
sons, only daughters, and Ernest is

so well provided for," said Lady
Julia ;

" and the place is so far from
London, and the neighbourhood is so

disagreeable, I think that we could

do very well without it."

Colonel Maltravers made no answer,

but he revolved the pros and cons;

and then he began to think how
much it cost him in gamekeepers.
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and carpenters, and bailiffs, and gar-

dener?, and Heaven knows whom be-

sides ; and then the pagoda flashed

across him ; and then the cabbage-

si alks: and at last he went to his

."or.

" You may sell Lisle Court," said

he, quietly.

The solicitor dipped his pen in the

ink. " The particulars, Colonel?"
" Particulars of Lisle Court! every

body, that is, every gentleman, knows
Lisle Court

!

"

" Price, sir ]

"

" You know the rents—calculate

accordingly. It will be too large a

purchase for one individual ; sell the

outlying woods and farms separately

from the rest."

" We must draw up an advertise-

ment, colonel."

" Advertise Lisle Court !—out of

the question, sir. I can have no pub-

licity given to my intention : mention
it quietly to any capitalist; but keep

it out of the papers till it is all settled.

In a week or two you will find a pur-

chaser—the sooner the better."

Resides his horror of newspaper

comments and newspaper puffs,

Colonel Maltravers dreaded that his

brother—then in Paris—should learn

his intention, and attempt to thwart

It ; and, somehow or other, the colonel

was a little in awe of Ernest, and a

little ashamed of his resolution. He
did not know that, by a singular coin-

cidence, Ernest him -elf had thought

of selling Burleigh.

The solicitor was by no means
pleased with this way of settling the

matter. However, he whispered it

about that Lisle Court was in the

market ; and as it really was one of

the most celebrated places of its kind
in England, the whisper spread among
bankers, and brewers, and soap-

boilers, and other rich people—the

Medici of the New Noblesse rising up
amongst us— till at last it readied

the ears of Mr Douce.

Lord Yargrave, however bad a man
he might be, had not many of those

vices of character which belong to

what I may call the personal class of

vices—that is, he had no ill will to

individuals. He was not, ordinarily,

a jealous man, nor a spiteful, nor a

malignant, nor a vindictive man : his

Trices arose from utter indifference to

all men, and all things—except as

conducive to his own ends. He
would not have injured a worm if it

did him no good, but he would have

set any house on fire, if he had no

other means of roasting his own
Yet still, if any feeling of personal

rancour could harbour in his breast,

it was first, towards Evelyn Carnenn :

and, secondly, towards Ernest Mal-

travers. For the first time in his

life, he did long for revenge—revenge

against the one for stealing his patri-

mony, and refusing his hand; and

that revenge he hoped to gratify.

As to the other, it was not so much
dislike he felt, as an uneasy sentiment

of inferiority. However well he him-

self had got on in the world, he yet

grudged the reputation of a man
whom he had remembered a wayward,

inexperienced boy : he did not love

to hear any one praise Maltravers.

He fancied, too, that this feeling was

reciprocal, and that Maltravers wan

pained at hearing of any new step in

his own career. In fact, it was thai

sort of jealousy which men often feel

for the companions of their youth,

whose characters are higher than

their own, and whose talentsare of an

order they do not quite comprehend.

Now, it certainly did seem, at thai

moment, to Lord Yargrave, that it

would be a most splendid triumph

over Mr. Maltravers of Burleigh, to

be Lord of Lisle Court, the hereditary

seat of the elder branch of the family :

to be, as it were, in the very B

Mr. Ernest Maltravers' elder brother.

He knew, too, that it was a property

of great consequence : Lord Yargrave
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of Lisle Court would hold a very

different position in the peerage from

Lord Vargrave of , Fulham !

Nobody would call the owner of Lisle

Court an adventurer ; nobody would

suspect such a man of caring three

straws about place and salary. And
if he married Evelyn, and if Evelyn
bought Li.-le Court, would not Lisle

Court be his? He vaulted over the

ifs, stiff monosyllables though they

were, with a single jump. Besides,

even should the thing come tonotbing,

there was the very excuse he sought

for joining Evelyn at Paris, for con-

versing with her. consulting her. It

was true that the will of the late lord

left it solely at the discretion of the

trustees to select such landed invest-

ment as seemed best to them. But

still it was, if not legally necessary, at

least but a proper courtesy, to consult

Evelyn. And plans, and drawings,

and explanations, and rent-rolls, would
justify him in spending inorning after

morning alone with her.

Thus cogitating, Lord Vargrave

suffered Mr. Douce to stammer out

sentence upon sentence, till at length,

as he rang for coffee, his lordship

stretched himself with the air of a

man stretching himself into self-

complacency or a good thing, and
said :

" Mr. Douce, I will go down to

Lisle Court as soon as I can— I will

see it— I will ascertain all about it

—

I will consider favourably of it—

I

agree with you, I think it will do

famously.''

" But," said Mr. Douce, who seemed
singularly anxious about the matter,
" we must make haste, my lord ; for

really—yes, indeed—if—if—if Baron
Roths—Rothschild should—that is to

say
"

" Oh, yes, I understand—keep the

thing close, my dear Douce; make
friends with the colonel's

play with him a little, till I can run

down "

" Besides, you see, you are such a

good man of business, my lord—that

you see, that—yes, really—there must
be time to draw out the purchase-

money—sell out at a prop—prop "

" To be sure, to be sure—bless me,
how late it is ! I am afraid my car-

riage is ready } I must go to Madame
de L s.'

Mr. Douce, who seemed to have

much more to say, was forced to keep
it in for another time, and to take

his leave.

Lord Vargrave went to Madame de

L 's. His position in what is

called Exclusive Society was rather

peculiar. By those who affected to

be the best judges, the frankness of

bis manner, and the easy oddity of

his conversation, were pronounced at

variance with the tranquil serenity

of thorough breeding. But still ha

was a great favourite both with -fine

ladies and dandies. His handsome,

keen countenance, his talents, his

politics, his intrigues, and an animated

boldness in his bearing, compen-

sated for his constant violation of

all the minutiae of orthodox conven-

tionalism.

At this house he met Colonel Mal-

travers, and took an opportunity to

renew his acquaintance with that

gentleman. He then referred, in a

confidential whisper, to the comm.i-

nication he had received touching

Lisle Court.
" Yes," said the colonel, " I sup-

pose I must sell the place, if I can do

so quietly. To be sure, when I first

spoke to my lawyer it was in a

moment of vexation, on hearing that

the railroad was to go through

the park, but I find that I ovei

that danger. Still, if you will do me
the honour to go and look over the

place, you will find very good shoot-

ing; and when you come back, you

can see if it will suit you. Don't say

any thing about it, when you are

there ; it is better not to publish my
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intention all over the county. I shall

have Sir Gregory Gubbins offering to

bay it, if you do !

"

" You may depend on my discre-

tion. Have you heard any thing of

your brother lately ]

"

" Yes ; I fancy he is going to

Switzerland. He would soon be in

England, if he heard I was going to

part with Lisle Court
!

"

" What, it would vex him so 1

"

" I fear it would ; but he has a nice

old place of his own, not half so large,

and therefore not half so troublesome,

as Lisle Court"

" Ay ! and he did talk of selling

that nice old place."

" Selling Burleigh ! you surprise

me. But really country places in

England are a bore. I suppose he

has his Gubbins as well as myself !

"

Here the chief minister of the

government, adorned by Lord Var-

grave's virtues, passed by, and Lumley
turned to greet him.

The two ministers talked togethei

most affectionately in a close whisper:

—so affectionately, that one might
have seen, with half an eye, that thej

hated each other like poison 1
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CHAPTER V.

•Inspicere tanquam in speculum, in vitas omnium
Jubeo." *

—

Terent.

Ernest Maltraveks still lingered at

Paris : he gave up all notion of pro-

ceeding further. He was, in fact,

tired of travel. But there was another

reason that chained him to that
" Navel of the Earth"—there is not

any where a better sounding-board to

London rumours than the English

quartier between the Boulevard des

Italiennes and the Tuileries; here, at

all events, he should soonest learn the

\v0r3t : and every day, as he took up
the English newspapers, a sick feeling

of apprehension and fear came over

him. No ! till the seal was set upon
the bond—till the Rubicon was passed

—till Miss Cameron was the wife of

Lord Vargrave, he could neither

return to the home that was so

eloquent with the recollections of

Evelyn, nor, by removing further from
England, delay the receipt of an in-

telligence which he vainly told him-
self he was prepared to meet.

He continued to seek such distrac-

tions from thought as were within

his reach; and, as his heart was too

occupied for pleasures which had,

indeed, long since palled,—those dis-

tractions were of the grave and noble

character which it is a prerogative of

the intellect to afford to the passions.

De Montaigne was neither a Doc-

trinaire nor a Republican—and yet,

perhaps, he was a little of both. He
was one who thought that the ten-

dency of all European States is towards

Democracy ; but he by no means

* I bid you look into the lives of all men,
»-. it were into a mirror

looked upon democracy as a panacea

for all legislative evils. He thought

that, while a writer should be in ad-

vance of his time, a statesman should

content himself with marching by its

side; that a nation could not be

ripened, like an exotic, by artificial

means; that it must be developed

only by natural influences. He be-

lieved that forms of government are

never universal in their effects. Thus,

De Montaigne conceived that we were

wrong in attaching more importance

to legislative than to social reforms.

He considered, for instance, that the

surest sign of our progressive civilisa-

tion is in our growing distaste to

capital punishments. He believed,

not in the ultimate perfection of man
kind, but in their progressive per-

fectibility. He thought that improve-

ment was indefinite ; but he did not

place its advance more under Repub-
lican than under Monarchical forms.
" Provided," he was wont to say, " all

our checks to power are of the right

kind, it matters little to what hands
the power itself is confided."

" ^Egina and Athens," said he,
" were republics— commercial and
maritime— placed under the same
sky, surrounded by the same neigh-

bours, and rent by the same struggles

between oligarchy and democracy.

Yet, while one ieft the world an
immortal heir-loom of genius—where
are the poets, the philosophers, the

statesmen, of the other ] Arrian tells

us of republics in India—still supposed
to exist by modern investigators— but

they are not more productive of
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liberty of thought, or ferment of intel-

lect, than the principalities. In Italy

there were commonwealths as liberal

as the republic of Florence ; but they

did Dot produce a Machiavelli or a

Dante. What daring thought, what
gigantic speculation, what democracy

of wisdom and genius, have sprung up
amongst the despotisms of Germany !

You cannot educate two individuals

so as to produce the same resull ft m
both; you cannot, by similar consti-

tutions (which are the education of

nations) produce the same results from
different communities. The proper

object of statesmen should be, to give

every facility to the people to develope

themselves, and every facility to philo-

sophy to dispute and discuss as to the

ultimate objects to be obtained. But
you cannot, as a practical legislator,

place your country under a melon-

frame : it must grow of its own accord."

I do not say whether or not De
Montaigne was wrong ; but Maltravers

saw at least that he was faithful to his

theories ; that all his motives were

sincere—all his practice pure. He
could not but allow, too, that, in his

occupations and labours, De Mon-
taigne appeared to feel a sublime

enjoyment ;— that, in linking all the

powers of his mind to active and
useful objects, De Montaigne was infi-

nitely happier than the Philosophy of

Indifference, the scorn of ambition,

had made Maltravers. The influence

exercised by the large-souled and prac-

tical Frenchman over the fate and the

history of Maltravers was very peculiar.

De Montaigne had not, apparently

and directly, operated upon his

friend's outward destinies; but he

had done so indirectly, by operating

on his mind. Perhaps it was he
who had consolidated the first wa-

vering and uncertain impulses of Mal-

travers towards literary exertion ;

—

it was he who had consoled him for

the mortifications at the early part of

his career ; and now, perhaps, he

might serve, in the full vigour of his

intellect, permanently to reconcile the

Englishman to the claims of life.

There were, indeed, certain conver-

sations which Maltravers held with

De Montaigne, the germ and pith

of which it is necessary that I should

place before the reader,—for I write

the inner as well as the outer history

of a man ; and the great incidents of

life are not brought about only by the

dramatic agencies of others, but also

by our own reasonings and habits of

thought. What I am now about to

set down may be wearisome, but it is

not episodical ; and I promise that it

shall be the last didactic conversation

in the work.

One day, Maltravers was relating to

De Montaigne all that he had been

planning at Burleigh for the improve-

ment of his peasantry, and all his

theories respecting Labour-schools

and Poor-rates, when De Montaigne
abruptly turned round, and said

—

'• You have, then, really found that

in your own little village, your exer-

tions—exertions not very arduous,

not demanding a tenth part of your

time—have done practical good )"

" Certainly I think so," replied

Maltravers, in some surprise.

" And yet it was but yesterday, that

you declared ' that all the labours of

Philosophy and Legislation were

labours vain ; their benefits equivocal

and uncertain ; that as the sea, where
it loses in one place, gains in another,

so civilisation only partially profits

us, stealing away one virtue while it

yields another, and leaving the large

proportions of good and evil eternally

the same.'"
" True ; but I never said that man

might not relieve individuals by indi-

vidual exertion ; though he cannot by
abstract theories—nay. even by prac-

tical action in the wide circle,—
benefit the mass."

"Do you not emrloy on behalf of

individuals the same moral agencies
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that wise legislation or sound philo-

'

gophy would adopt towards the multi-

tude 1 For example, you find that

the children of your village are hap-

pier, more orderly, more obedient,

promise to be wiser and better men
in their own station of life, from the

new, and I grant, excellent, system of

school discipline and teaching that

you have established. What you

have done in one village, why should

not legislation do throughout a king-

dom 1 Again, you find that, by simply

holding out hope and emulation to

Industry—by making stern distinc-

tions between the energetic and the

idle—the independent exertion and

the pauper-mendicancy — you have

found a lever by which you have

literally moved and shifted the little

world around you. But what is the

difference here between the rules of a

village lord and the laws of a wise

legislature ? The moral feelings you

have appealed to exist universally

—

the moral remedies you have practised

are as open to legislation as to the

individual proprietor."

" Yes ; but when you apply to a

nation the same principles which

regenerate a village, new counter-

balancing principles arise. If I give

education to my peasants, I send

them into the world with advantages

superior to their fellows ; advantages

which, not being common to their
,

class, enable them to outstrip their

fellows. But if this education were

universal to the whole tribe, no man
would have an advantage superior to

the others ; the knowledge they would

have acquired being shared by all,

would leave all as they now are,

hewers of wood and drawers of water

:

the principle of individual hope,

which springs from knowledge, would

eoon be baffled by the vast competi-

tion that universal knowledge would

produce. Thus by the universal im-

provement would be engendered an
universal discontent.

" Take a broader view of the subject.

Advantages given to thefew around

me—superior wages—lighter toils

—

a greater sense of the dignity of man
—are not productive of any change in

society. Give these advantages to the

whole mass of the labouring classes,

and what in the small orbit is the

desire of the individual to rise,

becomes in the large circumference

the desire of the class to rise ; hence

social restlessness, social change,

revolution and its hazards. For

revolutions are produced but by the

aspirations of one order, and the

resistance of the other. Consequently,

legislative improvement differs widely

from individual amelioration ; the

same principle, the same agency, that

purifies the small body, becomes

destructive when applied to the large

one. Apply the flame to the log on

the hearth, or apply it to the forest,

is there no distinction in the result ?

—the breeze that freshens the foun-

tain passes to the ocean, current

impels current, wave urges wave, and

the breeze becomes the storm ?

"

" Were there truth in this train of

argument," replied De Montaigne

;

" had we ever abstained from commu-
nicating to the multitude the enjoy-

ments and advantages of the Few

—

had we shrunk from the good, because

the good is a parent of the change

and its partial ills, what now would

be society] Is there no difference

in collective happiness and virtue

between the painted Picts and the

Druid worship, and the glorious har-

mony, light, and order, of the great

English nation V
" The question is popular," said

Maltravers, with a smile ; and, were

you my opponent in an election,

would be cheered on any hustings in

the kingdom. But I have lived

among savage tribes—savage, perhaps,

as the race that resisted Caesar ; and
their happiness seems to me, not

perhaps the same as that of the
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few whose sources of enjoyment are

numerous, refined, and, save by their

own passions, unalloyed ; but equal

to that of the mass of men in states

the most civilised and advanced. The
artisans, crowded together in the

foetid air of factories, with physical

ills gnawing at the core of the consti-

tution, from the cradle to the grave

;

drudging on from dawn to sunset, and
flying for recreation to the dread

excitement of the dram-shop, or the

wild and vain hopes of political fanat-

icism,—are not in my e,>es happier

than the wild Indians with hardy
frames, and calm tempers, seasoned

to the privations for which you pity

them, and uncursed with desires of

that better state never to be theirs.

The Arab in his desert has seen all

the luxuries of the pasha in his

harem ; but he envies them not. He
is contented with his barb, his tent,

his desolate sands, and his spring of

refreshing water.

"Are we not daily told— do not

our priests preach it from their

pulpits— that the cottage shelters

happiness equal to that within the

palace? Yet what the distinction

between the peasant and the i

differing from that between the

peasant and the savage ? There are

more enjoyments and more privations

in the one than in the other ; but if,

in the latter case, the enjoyments,

though fewer, be more keenly felt,

—

if the privations, though apparently

sharper, fall upon duller sensibilities

and hardier frames,—your gauge of

proportion loses all its value. Nay,
in civilisation there is for the multi-

tude an evil that exists not in the

savage state. The poor man sees

daily and hourly all the vast dispari-

ties produced by civilised society

;

and, reversing the divine parable, it

is Lazarus who from afar, and from
the despondent pit, looks upon Dives

in the lap of Paradise : therefoie, his

privations, his sufferings, are made

more keen by comparison with the

luxuries of others. Not so in the

desert and the forest. There, but

small distinctions, and those softened

by immemorial and hereditary usage

—that has in it the sanctity of reli-

gion—separate the savage from his

chief ! The fact is, that in civilisation

we behold a splendid aggregate :—lite-

rature and science, wealth and luxury,

commerce and glory ; but we see not

the million victims crushed beneath

the wheels of the machine—the health

sacrificed—the board breadless—the

gaols filled—the hospitals reeking

—

the human life poisoned in every

spring, and poured forth like water !

Neither do we remember all the^steps,

marked by desolation, crime, and
bloodshed, by which this barren

summit has been reached. Take the

history of any civilised state—Eng-

land, France, Spain before she rotted

back into second childhood— the

Italian Republics—the Greek Com-
monwealths — the Empress of the

Seven Hills—what struggles, what
persecutions, what crimes, what mas
sacres ! Where, in the page of history,

shall we look back and say ' here

improvement has diminished the sum
of evil?' Extend, too, your scope

beyond the state itself: each state has

won its acquisitions by the woes of

others. Spain springs above the

Old World on the blood-stained ruins

of the New ; and the groans and the

gold of Mexico produce the splendours

of the Fifth Charles

!

" Behold England—the wise, the

liberal, the free England—through

what struggles she has passed ; and is

she yet contented ? The sullen

oligarchy of the Normans—our own
criminal invasions of Scotland and
France—the plundered people—the

butchered kings—the persecutions of

the Lollards—the wars of Lancaster

and York—the new dynasty of the

Tudors, that at once put back Liberty,

and put forward Civilisation !—the
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Reformation, cradled in the lap of a

hideous despot, and nursed by violence

and Rapine—the stakes and fires of

Mary ; and the craftier cruelties of

Elizabeth ;
— England, strengthened

by the desolation of Ireland—the

Civil Wars—the reign of Hypocrisy,

followed by the reign of naked Vice
;— the nation that beheaded the

graceful Charles gaping idly on the

scaffold of the lofty Sidney ;—the vain

Revolution of 1688, which, if a jubilee

in England, was a massacre in Ireland

—the bootless glories of Marlborough

—the organised corruption of Wal-

pole—the frantic war with our own
American sons — the exhausting

struggles with Napoleon !

" Well, we close the page—we say,

Lo ! a thousand years of incessant

struggles and afflictions !—millions

have perished, but Art has survived
;

our boors wear stockings, our women
drink tea, our poets read Shakspeare,

and our astronomers improve on
Newton ! Are wc now contented ?

No ! more restless than ever. New
classes are called into power : new
forms of government insisted on.

Still the same catch-words—Liberty

here, Religion there—Order with one

faction, Amelioration with the other.

Where is the goal, and what have we
gained ? Books are written, silks are

woven, palaces are built— mighty
acquisitions for the few—but the

peasant is a peasant still ! The crowd
are yet at the bottom of the wheel

;

better off you say. No, for they are

not more contented ! The Artisan is

as anxious for change as ever the Serf

was ; and the steam engine has its

victims as well as the sword.
" Talk of legislation ; all isolated :

laws pave the way to wholesale changes

in the form of government ! Emanci-

pate Catholics, and you open the

door to the democratic principle, that

Opinion should be free. If free with

the sectarian, it should be free with I

the elector. The Ballot is a corollary
|

from the Catholic Relief-bill. Grant
the Ballot, and the new corollary of

enlarged suffrage. Suffrage enlarged

is divided but by a yielding surface

(a circle widening in the waters) from
universal suffrage. Universal suff-

rage is Democracy. Is democracy
better than the aristocratic common-
wealth ? Look at the Greeks, who
knew both forms, are they agreed

which is the best? Plato, Thucy-

dides, Xenophon, Aristophanes—the

Dreamer, the Historian, the Philoso-

phic Man of Action, the penetrating

Wit—have no ideals in Democracy

!

Algernon Sidney, the martyr of

liberty, allows no government to the

multitude. Brutus died for a republic,

but a republic of Patricians • What
form of government is, then, the best ?

All dispute, the wisest cannot agree.

The many still say ' a Republic
;

' yet,

as you yourself will allow, Prussia^ the

Despotism, does all that Republics do.

Yes, but a good Despot is a lucky

accident ; true, but a just and bene-

volent Republic is as yet a monster

equally short-lived. When the People

have no other tyrant, their own public

opinion becomes one. No secret

espionage is more intolerable to a free

spirit than the broad glare of the

American eye.

" A rural republic is but a patriar-

chal tribe—no emulation, no glory
;

—peace and stagnation. What Eng-

lishman— what Frenchman, would
wish to be a Swiss] A commercial

republic is but an admirable machine
for making money. Is Man created

for nothing nobler than freighting

ships, and speculating on silk and
sugar? In fact, there is no certain

goal in legislation ; we go on colonis-

ing Utopia, and lighting phanto.ns in

the clouds. Let us content ourselves

with injuring no man, and doing good
only in our own little sphere. Let us

leave states and senates to fill the

sieve of the Danaides, and roll up the

stone of Sisyphus."
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" My dear friend," said De Mon-
taigne, " you have certainly made the

most ofan argument, which, if granted,

would consign government to fools

and knaves, and plunge the commu-
nities of mankind into the Slough of

Despond. But a very common-place
view of the question might suffice to

shake your system. Is life, mere
animal life, on the whole, a curse or a

Messing]"
" The generality of men in all

countries," answered Maltravers,
" enjoy existence, and apprehend

death ;—were it otherwise, the world

had been made by a Fiend, and not

a God !

"

" Well, then, observe how the pro-

gress of society cheats the grave ! In

great cities, where the effect of civili-

sation must be the most visible, the

diminution of mortality^ in a corres-

ponding ratio with the increase of

civilisation is most remarkable. In

Berlin, from the year 1747 to 1755,

the annual mortality was as one to

twenty-eight; but from 1816 to 1822,

it was as one to thirty-four ! You ask

what England has gained by her pro-

gress in the arts ] I will answer you
by her bills of mortality. In London,
Birmingham, and Liverpool, deaths

have decreased in less than a century

from one to twenty, to one to forty

(precisely one-half!). AgaiD, when-
ever a community—nay, a single city,

decreases in civilisation, and in its

concomitants, activity aDd commerce,
its mortality instantly increases. But
if civilisation be favourable to the

prolongation of life, must it not be
favourable to all that blesses life—to

bodily health, to mental cheerfulness,

to the capacities for enjoyment 1 And
how much more grand, how much
more sublime, becomes the prospect

of gain, if we reflect that, to each life

thus called forth, there is a soul—

a

destiny beyond the grave,—multiplied

immortalities ! What an apology for

the continued progress of states ! But

you say that, however we advance, we
continue impatient and dissatisfied :

: can you really suppose that, because

man in every state is discontented

with his lot, there is no difference in

the degree and quality of his discon-

tent—no distinction between pining

for bread and longing for the moon 1

Desire is implanted within us, as the

very principle of existence ; the phy-

sical desire fills the world, and the

moral desire improves it; where there

is desire, there must be discontent

;

if we are satisfied with all things,

desire is extinct. But a certain degree

of discontent is not incompatible with

happiness, nayr
, it has happiness of its

own ; what happiness like hope ?

—

what is hope, but desire! The
European serf, whose seigneur could

command his life, or insist as a right

on the chastity of his daughter, desires

to better his condition. God has

compassion on his state; Providence

calls into action the ambition of

leaders, the contests of faction, the

movement of men's aims and passions:

a change passes through society and
legislation, and the serf becomes free

!

He desires still, but what 1—no longer

personal security, no longer the privi-

leges of life and health ; but higher

wages, greater comfort, easier justice

for diminished wrongs. Is there no

difference in the quality of that desire?

Was one a greater torment than the

other is ] Rise a scale higher :—

A

new class is created—the Middle

Class—the express creature of Civili-

sation. Behold the burgher and the

citizen, still struggling, still contend-

ing, still desiring, and therefore still

discontented. But ihj discontent

does not prey upon the springs of

life : it is the discontent of hope, not

despair; it calls forth faculties,

energies, and passions, in which there

is more joy than sorrow. It is

this desire which makes the citizen

in private life an anxious father, a

careful master, an active, and there-
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fore not an unhappy, man. Yo:i

allow that individuals can effect ind

victual good: this very restlessnes-.

this very discontent with the exact

place that he occupies, makes the

citizen a henefactor in his narrow

circle. Commerce, better than charity,

feeds the hungry, and clothes the

naked. Ambition, better than brute

affection, gives education to our

children, and teaches them the love

of industry, the pride of independence,

the respect for others and them-

selves •

"

"In other words, a deference to

such qualities as can best fit them to

set on in the world, and make the

most money !

"

" Take that view if you will ; but

the wiser, the more civilised the state,

the worse chances for the rogue to

get on !—there may be some art, some
hypocrisy, some avarice,—nay, some
hardness of heart, in paternal example
and professional tuition. But what
are such sober infirmities to the vices

that arise from defiance and despair !

Your savage has his virtues, but they

are mostly physical, fortitude, absti-

nence, patience :- Menial and moral

virtues must be numerous or few, in

proportion to the range of ideas and
the exigencies of social life. With
the savage, therefore, they must be

fewer than with civilised men ; and
they are consequently limited to those

simple and rude elements which the

safety of his state renders necessary

to him. He is usually hospitable
;

sometimes honest. But vices are

necessary to his existence, as well as

virtues : he is at war with a tribe

that may destroy his own
; and trea-

chery without scruple, cruelty without

remorse, are essential to him; he

feels their necessity, and calls them
virtues! Even the half civilised man,
the Arab whom you praise, imagines

he has a necessity for your money;
and his robberies become virtues to

aim. But in civilised states, vices

are a-t least not necessary to the

existence of the majority; they ara

not, therefore, worshipped as virtues.

Society unites against them; trea-

chery, robbery, massacre, are not
essential to the strength or safety of

the community : they exist, it is true,

but they are not cultivated, but
punished. The thief in St. Giles's

has the virtues of your savage : he is

true to his companions, he is brave
in danger, he is patient in privation

;

he practises the virtues necessary to

the bonds of his calling and the tacit

laws of his vocation. He might have
made an admirable savage ; but surely

the mass of civilised men are better

than the thief]"

Maltravers was struck, and paused
a little before he replied ; and then

he shifted his ground. " But at least

all our laws, all our efforts, must, leave

the multitude in every state con-

demned to a labour that deadens intel-

lect, and a poverty that embitters life."

" Supposing this were true, still

there are multitudes besides the mul
titude. In each state Civilisation

produces a middle class, more nume-
rous to-day than the whole peasantry

of a thousand years ago. Would
Movement and Progress be without

their divine uses, even if they limited

their effect to the production of such

a class J Look also to the effect of

art, and refinement, and just laws, in

the wealthier and higher classes. See

how their very habits of life tend to

increase the sum of enjoyment— see

the mighty activity that their very

luxury, the very frivolity of their

pursuits, create ! Without an aris-

tocracy, would there have been a

middle class? without a middle class,

would there ever have been an inter-

position between lord and slave ?

Before Commerce produces a middle

class, Religion creates one. The
Priesthood, whatever its errors, was
the curb to Power. But, to return to

the multitude—you say that in alt
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times they are left the same. Is it

so 1 I come to statistics again : I

find that not only civilisation, hut

liberty, has a prodigious effect upon
human life. It is, as it were, by the

instinctof self-preservation that liberty

is so passionately desired by the multi-

tude. A negro slave, for instance,

dies annually as one to five or six, but

a free African in the English service

only as one to thirty-five ! Freedom
is not, therefore, a mere abstract

dream—a beautiful name—a Platonic

aspiration : it is interwoven with the

most practical of all blessings, life

itself ! And can you say fairiy, that,

by laws, labour cannot be lightened

and poverty diminished ] We have

granted already, that since there are

degrees in discontent, there is a

!

difference between the peasant and
the serf;—how know you what '.he

peasant a thousand years hence may
be? Discontented, you will say

—

still discontented. Yes ; but if he

had not been discontented, he would

have been a serf still! Far from
quelling this desire to better himself,

we ought to hail it as the source of

his perpetual progress. That desire

to him is often like imagination to

the poet, it transports him into the

Future

—

• Crura sonant ferro, sed canit inter opus '

—

it is, indeed, the gradual transforma-

tion from the desire of Despair to

the desire of Hope, that makes the

difference between man and man

—

between misery and bliss."

• And then comes the crisis. Hope
i ens into deeds ; the stormy revolu-

tion, perhaps the armed despotism

;

the relapse into the second infancy of

states
!

"

" Can we, with new agencies at

our command—new morality—new
wisdom—predicate of the Future by
the Past 1 In ancient states, the

mass were slaves ; civilisation and
freedom rested with oligarchies; in

No. -211.

Athens 20,000 citizens, 400,000

slaves ! How easy decline, degene-

racy, overthrow, in such states—

&

handful of soldiers and philosophers

without a People ! Now we have no
longer barriers to the circulation of

the blood of states. The absence of

slavery, the existence of the Press

;

the healthful proportions of kingdoms,
neither too confined nor too vast

;

have created new hopes, which history

cannot destroy. As a proof, look to

all late revolutions : in England the

Civil Wars, the Reformation,—in

France her awful Saturnalia, her mili-

tary despotism ! Has either nation

fallen back ? The deluge passes, and
behold, the face of things more glorious

than before ! Compare the French
of to-day with the French of the old

regime. You are silent; well, and if

in all states there is ever some danger

of evil in their activity, is that a

reason why you are to lie down inac-

tive 1—why you are to leave the crew

to battle for the helm 1 How much
may individuals, by the diffusion of

their own thoughts, in letters or in

action, regulate the order of vast

events—now prevent—now soften

—

now animate—now guide ! And is a

man, towhom Providence and Fortune
have imparted such prerogatives, to

stand aloof, because he can neither

foresee the Future nor create Perfec-

tion ] And you talk of no certain and
definite goal ! How know we that

there is a certain and definite goal,

even in Heaven ? how know we that

excellence may not be illimitable]

Enough that we improve—that we
proceed : Seeing in the great design

of earth that benevolence is an attri-

bute of the Designer, let us leave the

rest to Posterity and to God."
" You have disturbed many of my

theories," said Maltravers, candidly
;

"and I will reflect on our conversation:

but, after all, is every man to aspire

to influence others? to throw his

ooinions into the great scales in whicb
13
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human destinies are weighed ? Private

life is not criminal. It is no virtue

to write a book, or to make a speech.

Perhaps, I should be as well engaged

in returning to my country village,

looking at my schools, and wrangling

with the parish overseers
"

" Ah," interrupted the Frenchman,
laughing; "if I have driven you to

this point, I will go no further. Every

state of life has its duties ; every man
must be himself the judge of what he

is most fit for. It is quite enough

that he desires to be active, and labours

to be useful ; that he acknowledges

the precept, ' never to be weary in

well-doing.' The divine appetite once

fostered, let it select its own food.

But the man who, after fair trial of

his capacities, and with all opportunity

for their full development before

him, is convinced that he has facul-

ties which private life cannot wholly

absorb must not repine that Human
Nature is not perfect, when he refuses

even to exercise the gifts he himself

Now these arguments have been
very tedious ; in some places they

have been old and trite ; in others

they may appear too much to apper-

tain to the abstract theory of first

principles. Yet from such arguments,

pro and con, unless I greatly mistake,

are to be derived corollaries equally

practical and sublime ; the virtue oi

Action—the obligations of Genius—
and the philosophy that teaches us to

confide in the destinies, and labour in

the service, of mankind.
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CHAPTER TL

111 tell you presently her very ploture:

Stay—yes it is so—Lelia."

Tin Captain, Act v. Scene 1.

Maltravebs had not shrunk into a

system of false philosophy from way-

ward and sickly dreams, from resolute

?elf-delusion-; on the contrary, his

errors rested on his convictions—the

convictions disturbed, the errors were

rudely shaken.

But when his mind began restlessly

to turn once more towards the duties

of active life; when he recalled all

the former drudgeries and toils of

political conflict, or the wearing

fatigues of literature, with its small

enmities, its false friendships, and its

meagre and capricious rewards :—ah

!

then, indeed, he shrunk in dismay

from the thoughts of the solitude at

home ! No lips to console in dejec-

tion, no heart to sympathise in

triumph, no love within to counter-

balance the hate without—and the

best of man, his household affections,

teft to wither away, or to waste them-

selves on ideal images, or melancholy

. remembrance.

It may, indeed, be generally re-

marked (contrary to a common
notion), that tne men who are mo.st

happy at home are the most active

abroad. The animal spirits are neces-

sary to healthful action ; and dejec-

tion and the sense of solitude will

turn the stoutest into dreamers. The
hermit is the antipodes of the citizen;

and no gods animate and inspire us

like the Lares.

One evening, after an absence from

Paris of nearly a fortnight, at De
Montaigne's villa, in the neighbour-

hood of St Cloud, Maltravers, *ho,

though he no longer practised the

art, was not less fond than heretofore

of music, was seated in Madame de

Ventadour's box at the Italian Opera
;

and Valerie, who was above all the

woman's jealousy of beauty, was

expatiating with great warmth of

eulogium upon the charms of a

young English lady whom she had

met at Lady G '9 the preceding

evening

—

" She is just my beau ideal of the

true English beauty," said Valerie

:

"it is not only the exquisite fairness

of the complexion, nor the eyes so

purely blue, which the dark lashes

relieve from the coldness common to

the light eyes of the Scotch and

Germans,—that are so beautifully

national, but the simplicity of manner,

the unconsciousness of admiration,

the mingled modesty and sense of

the expression. No, I have seen

women more beautiful, but 1 never

saw one more lovely : you are silent

—

I expected some burst of patriotism

in return for my compliment to your

countrywoman !

"

" But I am so absorbed in that

wonderful Pasta
"

" You are no such thing
;

your

thoughts are far away. But can you

tell me anything about my fail

stranger and her friends 1 In the

first place, there is a Lord Doltimore,

whom I knew before— you need

say nothing about him ; in the

next, there is his new-married bride,

handsome, dark—but you are not

well 1

"

n 2
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" It was the draught from the door

—go on I beseech you—the young

'ady—the friend, her name 1

"

" Ht>r name I do not remember;

but she was engaged to be married

to one of your statesmen, Lord Var-

grave—the marriage is broken off

—

I know not if that be the cause of a

•srtain melancholy in her counte-

nance^—a melancholy I am sure nol

natural to its Hebedike expression.

—But who have just entered the

opposite box ? Ah, Mr. Maltravers,

do look, there is the beautiful English

girl !

"

And Maltravers raised his eyes,

and once more beheld the counte-

~«nce of Evelyn Cameron 1
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BOOK V1L

CHAPTER I.

Luce, Is the wind there ?

That makes for me.
Isab. Come—I forget a business."

Wit without Monep.

Lord Vargrave's travelling carriage

was at his door, and he him?elf

was putting on his great-coat in

his library, when Lord Saxingham
entered.

" What ! you are going into the

country ?

"

Yes— I wrote you word—to see

Lisle Court."
" Ay, true ; I had forgot. Some-

how or other my memory is not so

good as it was."
" But, let me see, Lisle Court is in

shire. Why, you will pass within

ten miles of C * * * * *."

« C ***** j sban i ] i am not
much versed in the geography of

England—never learned it at school.

As for Poland, Kamschatka, Mexico,

Madagascar, or any other place as to

which knowledge would be useful, I

have every inch of the way at my
fingers' end. But dpropos of C * * * * *,

it is the town in which my late uncle

made his fortune."

" Ah, so it is. I recollect you were

to nave stood for C * * * * *, but gave

it up to Staunch ; very handsome in

you. Have you any interest there

still J
M

" I think my ward has some
tenants,—a street or two,—one called

Richard Street, and the other Temple-

ton Place. I had intended some
weeks ago to have gone down there,

and seen what interest was still left

to our family ; but Staunch himaelf

told me that C * * * * * was a sure

card."

" So he thought ; but he has been

with me this morning in great alarm:

he now thinks he shall be thrown out.

A Mr. Winsley, who has a great deal

of interest there, and was a supporter

of his, hangs back on account of the
* * * * question. This is unlucky, as

Staunch is quite with us ; and if he

were to rat now it would be most
unfortunate."

" Winsley ! Winsley !— my poor

uncle's right-hand man. A great

brewer— always chairman of the

Templeton Committee. I know the

name, though I never saw the man."
" If you could take C * * * * * it.

your way 1

"

" To be sure. Staunch must not

be lost. We cannot throw away y

single vote, much more one of such

weight,—eighteen stone at the least I
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I '11 stop at C ***** on pretence of

seeing after my ward's houses, and

have a quiet conference with Mr.

Winsley. Hem ! Peers must not

interfere in elections— eh? Well,

good-by; take care of yourself. I

shall be back in a week, I hope,

—

perhaps less."

In a minute more, Lord Vargrave

and Mr. George Frederick Augustus

Howard, a slim young gentleman of

high birth and connexions, but who,

baring, as a portionless cadet, his own
way to make in the world, conde-

scended to be his lordship's private

secretary, were rattling over the streets

the first stage to C * * * * *.

It was late at night when Lord

Vargrave arrived at the head inn of

that grave and respectable cathedral

city, in which once Richard Temple-

ton, Esq.,—saint, banker, and poli-

tician,—had exercised his dictatorial

sway. Sic transit gloria mundi ! As
he warmed his hands by the fire in

the large wainscoted apartment into

which he was shown, his eye met a

full-length engraving of his uncle,

with a roll of paper in his hands,

—

meant for a parliamentary bill for the

turnpike trusts in the neighbourhood

of C *****. The sight brought

back his recollections of that pious

and saturnine relation, and insensibly

the minister's thoughts flew to his

death-bed, and to the strange secret

which in that last hour he had revealed

to Lumley,—a secret which had done
much in deepening Lord Vargrave's

contempt for the forms and conven-

tionalities of decorous life. And here

it may be mentioned—though in the

course of this volume a penetratin

reader may have guessed as much
that, whatever that secret, it did n
refer expressly or exclusively to th

late lord's singular and ill-assorted

marriage. Upon that point much
was still left obscure to arouse Lum-
ley's curiosity, had he been a man
whose curiosity was very vivacious.

But on this he felt but little interest.

He knew enough to believe that no

further information could benefit him-

self personally; why should he trouble

his head with what never would fill

his pockets ?

An audible yawn from the slim

secretary roused Lord Vargrave from

his revery.

" I envy you, my young friend,"

said he, good-humouredly. " It is a

pleasure we lose as we grow older

—

that of being sleepy. However, ' to

bed,' as Lady Macbeth says. Faith,

I don't wonder the poor devil of a

thane was slow in going to bed with
; such a tigress. Good night to you."
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CHAPTER II.

" Ma fortune va prendre une face nouvelle."*

Racine : Androm. Act i. Scene I.

The next morning Vargrave inquired

the way to Mr. Winsley's, and walked

alone to the house of the brewer.

The slim secretary went to inspect

the cathedral.

Mr. Winsley was a little thickset

man, with a civil but blunt elec-

tioneering manner. He started when
he heard Lord Vargrave's name, and
bowed with great stiffness. Vargrave

saw at a glance that there was some
cause of grudge in the mind of the

worthy man; nor did Mr. Winsley

long hesitate before he cleansed his

bosom of its perilous stuff.

" This is an unexpected honour,

my lord : I don't know how to account

ior it."

•* Why, Mr. Winsley, your friend-

ship with my late uncle can, perhaps,

sufficiently explain and apologise for

a visit from a nephew sincerely

attached to his memory."
" Humph ! I certainly did do all

in my power to promote Mr. Temple-

ton's interests. No man, I may say,

did more; and yet 1 don't think it

was much thought of the moment he

turned his back upon the electors of

C * * * * *. Not that I bear any

malice ; I am well to do, and value

no man's favour—no man's, my lord
!

"

* You amaze me ! I always heard

my poor uncle speak of you in the

highest terms."
" Oh !— well, it don't signify—pray

say no more of it. Can I offer your
lordship a glass of wine 1

"

" No, I am much obliged to you

;

* My fortune is about to take a tura.

but we really must set this little

matter right. You know that after

his marriage my uncle never revisited

C ***** ; and that shortly before

his death he sold the greater part of

his interest in this city. His young
wife, I suppose, liked the neighbour-

hood of London ; and when elderly

gentlemen do marry, you know, they

are no longer their own masters; but

if you had ever come to Fulham—ah.'

then, indeed, my uncle would have

rejoiced to see his old friend."

" Your lordship thinks so," said

Mr. Winsley, with a sardonic smile.

" You are mistaken ; I did call at

Fulham ; and though I sent in my
card, Lord Vargrave's servant (he was

then My Lord) brought back word
that his lordship was not at home."

" But that must have been true

;

he was out, you may depend on it."

" I saw him at the window, my
lord," said Mr. Winsley, taking a

pinch of snuff.

(Oh, the deuce ! I'm in for it,

thought Lumley.) " Very strange,

indeed ! but how can you account for

it? Ah! perhaps the health of Lady
Vargrave—she was so very delicate

then, and my poor uncle lived for

her—you know that he left all hia

fortune to Miss Cameron'!"
" Miss Cameron !—Who is she, my

lord?"
" Why, his daughter-in-law ; Lady

Vargrave was a widow — a Mrs,

Cameron."
" Mrs. Cam . I remember now

— they put Cameron in the news
papers ; but I thought it was a mis-
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take. But, perhaps" (added Winsley, 1

with a sneer of peculiar malignity,)

—

" perhaps, when your worthy uncle

thought of being a peer, he did not

like to have it known that he married I

so much beneath him."
" You quite mistake, my dear sir

;

my uncle never denied that Mrs.
]

Cameron was a lady of no fortune or
|

connexions— widow to some poor
j

Scotch gentleman, who died, I think,
j

in India."

" He' left her very ill off, poor

thing; but she had a great deal of

merit, and worked hard—she taught

my girls to play
"

"Your girls!—did Mrs. Cameron

ever reside in C ***** ]

"

" To be sure ; but she was then

called Mrs. Butler—just as pretty a

name, to my fancy."

" You must make a mistake ; my
uncle married this lady in Devon-

shire."

" Very possibly," quoth the brewer,

doggedly. " Mrs. Butler left the town

with her little girl, some time before

Mr. Templeton married."
" Well, you are wiser than I am,"

said Lumley, forcing a smile. " But

how can you be sure that Mrs. Butler

and Mrs. Cameron are one and the

same person'! You did not go into

the house—you could not have seen

Lady Vargrave" (and here Lumley
shrewdly guessed—if the tale were

true—at the cause of his uncle's

exclusion of his old acquaintance).

" No ; but I saw her ladyship on

the lawn," said Mr. Winsley, with

another sardonic smile ;
" and I asked

the porter at the lodge as I went out,

if that was Lady Vargrave, and he

said ' yes.' However, my lord, by-

gones are by-gones—I bear no malice

;

your uncle was a good man ; and if

he had but said to me, ' Winsley,

don't say a word about Mrs. Butler,'

he might have reckoned on me just

as much as when in his elections he

used to put five thousand pounds in

my hands, and say, ' Winsley, nr.

bribery—it is wicked ; let this be

given in charity.' Did any one eve

know how that money went] Was
your uncle ever accused of corruption]

—But, my lord, surely you will take

some refreshment 1

"

" No, indeed ; but if you will let

me dine with you to-morrow, you'll

oblige me much ;—and, whatever my
uncle's faults (and latterly, poor man,

he was hardly in his senses ;—what a

will he made !) let not the nephew
suffer for them. Come, Mr. Winsley,"

and Lumley held out his hand with

enchanting frankness, "you know my
motives are disinterested—I have no

parliamentary interest to serve—we
have no constituents for our Hospital

of Incurables ;—and—oh ! that's right

—we're friends, I see ! Now, I must
go and look after my ward's houses.

Let me see, the agent's name js

—

is
"

" Perkins, I think, my lord," said

Mr. Winsley, thoroughly softened by

the charm of Yargrave's words ant

manner. " Let me put on my hat,

and show you his house."
" Will you 1—that 's very kind ;

—

give me all the election news by the

way—you know I was once within an

ace of heing your member."
Vargrave learned from his new

friend some further particulars rela-

tive to Mrs. Butler's humble habits

and homely mode of life at Q*****
t

which served completely to explain

to him why his proud and worldly

uncle had so carefully abstained from

all intercourse with that city, and had
prevented the nephew from standing

for its vacant representation. It

seemed, however, that Winsley—
whose resentment was not of a very

active or violent kind—had not com-

municated the discovery he had made
to his follow townspeople; but had

contented himself with hints and

aphorisms, whenever he had heard

; the subject of Mr. Templeton's mar-
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.-iage discussed, which had led the

gossips of the place to imagine that

he had made a much worse selection

than he really had. As to the accu-

racy of Winsley's assertion, Vargrave,

though surprised at first, had but

littledoubt on consideration, especially

when he heard that Mrs Butler's

principal patroness had been the

Mrs. Leslie, now the intimate friend

of Lady Vargrave. But what had
been the career— what the earlier

condition and struggles of this simple

and interesting creature 1—with her

appearance at C * * * * *, commenced
all that surmise could invent. Not
greater was the mystery that wrapped

the apparition of Manco Capac by the

lakeTitiaca, than that which shrouded

the places and the trials whence the

lowly teacher of music had emerged
amidst the streets of C * * * * *.

Weary, and somewhat careless, of

conjecture, Lord Vargrave, in dining

with Mr. Winsley, turned the conver-

sation upon the business on which

he had principally undertaken his

journey—viz. the meditated purchase

of Lisle Court.
" I myself am not a very good judge

of landed property," said Vargrave ;

"I wish I knew of an experienced

surveyor to look over the farms and
timber : can you help me to such a

one ]

"

Mr. Winsley smiled, and glanced at

a rosy-cheeked young lady, who sim-

pered and turned away. " I think

my daughter could recommend one

to your lordship, if she dared."
" Oh, pa !

"

" I see. Well, Miss Winsley, I will

take no recommendation but yours."

Miss Winsley made an effort.

" Indeed, my lord, I have always

heard Mr. Robert Hobbs considered

very clever in his profession."

" Mr. Robert Hobbs is my man

!

His good health—and a fair wife to

him."

Miss Winsley glanced at mamma
and then at a younger sister, and
then there was a titter—and then a

fluttering—and then a rising—and
Mr. Winsley, Lord Vargrave, and the

slim secretary, were left alone.

" Really, my lord," said the host,

resettling himself, and pushing the

wine—" though you have guessed our

little family arrangement, and I have

some interest in the recommendation,

—since Margaret will be Mrs. Robert

Hobbs in a few weeks—yet I do not

know a more acute, intelligent young
man any where. Highly respectable,

with an independent fortune; his

father is lately dead, and made at

least thirty thousand pounds in trade.

His brother Edward is also dead ; so

he has the bulk of the property, and

he follows his profession merely for

amusement. He would consider it a

great honour."
" And where does he live 1

"

"Oh, not in this county— along
way off; close to ***** • but it is

all in your lordship's road. A very

nice house he has too. I have known
his family since I was a boy ; it is

astonishing how his father improved
the place ;—it was a poor little lath-

and-plaster cottage when the late Mr.
Hobbs bought it, and it is now a very

excellent family house."
" Well von shall give me the address

and a letter of introduction, and so

much for that matter. But to return

to politics ;" and here Lord Vargrave

ran eloquently on, till Mr. Winsley

thought him the only man in the

world who could save the country

from that utter annihilation— the

possibility of which he had never even

suspected before.

It may be as well to add, that, on
wishing Lord Vargrave good night,

Mr Winsley whispered in his ear

"Your lordship's friend, Lord Staunch,

need be under no apprehension—we
are all right •

"
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CHAPTER HL

• This is the house, sir."—Love's Pilgrimage, Act iv. Bo. 8.

*' Redeunt Saturnia regna," *—Virgil.

The next morning, Lumley and his

slender companion were rollingrapidly

over the same road on which, sixteen

years ago, way-worn and weary, Alice

Darvil had first met with Mrs. Leslie

;

they were talking about a new opera-

dancer as they whirled by the very

spot.

It was about five o'clock in the

afternoon, the next day, when the

carriage stopped at a cast-iron gate,

on which was inscribed this epigraph,
—" Hobbs' Lodge—Ring the Bell."

" A snug place enough," said Lord

Vargrave, as they were waiting the

arrival of the footman to unbar the

gate.

" Yes," said Mr. Howard. " If a

retired Cit could be transformed into

a house, such is the house he would

be."

Poor Dale Cottage ! the home of

Poetry and Passion ! But change

visits the Commonplace as well as the

Romantic. Since Alice had pressed

to that cold grating her wistful eyes,

time had wrought its allotted revolu-

tions—the old had died—the young
grown up. Of the children playing

on the lawn, death had claimed some,

and marriage others ;—and the holy-

day of youth was gone for all.

The servant opened the gate. Mr.

Robert Hobbs wa$ at home ;—he had
friends with him—he was engaged,

Lord Vargrave sent in his card, and

the introductory letter from Mr.

Winsley. In two seconds, these mis-

sives brought to the gate Mr. Robert

* A former state of things returns.

Hobbs himself : a smart young man,
with a black stock, red whiskers, and
an eye-glass pendant to a hair-chain

which was possibly a gage d'ainour

from Miss Margaret Winsley.

A profusion of bows, compliments,

apologies, &c, the carriage drove up
the sweep, and Lord Vargrave des-

cended, and was immediately ushered

into Mr. Hobbs' private room. The
slim secretary followed, and sate

silent, melancholy, and upright, while

the peer affably explained his wants
and wishes to the surveyor.

Mr. Hobbs was well acquainted

with the locality of Lisle Court, which
was little more than thirty miles

distant ; he should be proud to

accompany Lord Vargrave thither

the next morning. But, might he
venture—might he dare—might he
presume—a gentleman who lived at

the town of * * * * was to dine with

him that day ; a gentleman of the

most profound knowledge of agri-

cultural affairs ; a gentleman who
knew every farm, almost every acre,

belonging to Colonel Maltravers—if

his lordship could be induced to wave
ceremony, and dine with Mr. Hobbs,
it might be really useful to meet this

gentleman. The slim secretary, who
was very hungry, and who thought

he sniffed an uncommonly savoury

smell, looked up from his boots,

—

Lord Vargrave smiled.
" My young friend here is too great

an admirer of Mrs. Hobbs—who is to

be,—not to feel anxious to make the

acquaintance of any members of the

family she is to enter "
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Mr. George Frederick Augustus

Howard blushed indignant refutation

of the calumnious charge.—Vargrave

continued :

" As for me, I shall be delighted to

meet any friends of yours, and am
greatly obliged for your consideration.

We maydismiss the postboys, Howard,

—and what time shall we summon
them ]—ten o'clock ]

"

" Ifyour lordship would condescend

to accept a bed, we can accommodate
your lordship and this gentleman, and

start at any hour in the morning
that

"

"So be it," interrupted Vargrave.
" You speak like a man of business.

Howard, be so kind as to order the

horses for six o'clock to-morrow.

We'll breakfast at Lisle Court."

This matter settled, Lord Vargrave

and Mr. Howard were shown into

their respective apartments. Travel-

ling dresses were changed—the dinner

put back—and the fish overboiled

;

—but what mattered common fish,

when Mr. Hobbs had just caught

such a big one ? Of what consequence

he should be henceforth and ever

!

A peer—a minister—a stranger to

the county,—to come all this way to

consult him !—to be his guest !—to be

shown off, and patted, and trotted out

before all the rest of the company

!

Mr. Hobbs was a made man ! Care-

less of all this,—ever at home with

any one,—and delighted, perhaps, to

escape a tete-dtite with Mr. Howard
in a strange inn,—Vargrave lounged

into the drawing-room, and was for-

mally presented to the expectant

family and the famishing guests.

During the expiring bachelorship

of Mr. Robert Hobbs, his sister, Mrs.

Tiddy (to whom the reader was first

introduced as a bride—gathering the

wisdom of economy and large joints

from the frugal lips of her mamma),
officiated as lady of the house,—

a

comely matron, and well-preserved,

—

except that she ha*1 ^t a front tooth,

— in a jaundiced Bath et gown,—with

a fall of I3ri:i>li blom e, and a tucker

of the 8 line : Mr. Tid.ly being a starch

man, and not willing that the luxu-

riant charms of Mrs. T. should be too

temptingly exposed ! There was also

Mr. Tiddy, whom his wife had mar-

ried for love, and who was now well

to do ; a fine-looking man, with large

whiskers, and a Roman nose, a little

awry. Moreover, there was a Miss

Biddy or Bridget Hobbs, a young
lady of four or five-and-twenty, who
was considering whether she might
ask Lord Vargrave to write something
in her album, and who cast a bashful

look of admiration at the slim secre-

tary, as he now sauntered into the

room, in a black coat, black waistcoat,

black trousers, and black neckcloth,

with a black pin.—looking much like

an ebony cane split half-way up. Miss
Biddy was a fair young lady, a leetle

faded, with uncommonly thin arms
and white 6atin shoes, on which the

slim secretary cast his eyes and

—

shuddered

!

In addition to the family group
were the Rector of * * *, an agreeable

man, who published sermons and
poetry; also Sir William Jekyll, who
was employing Mr. Hobbs to make a

map of an estate he had just pur-

chased ; also two country squires and
their two wives ; moreover, the phy-

sician of the neighbouring town,—

a

remarkably tall man, who wore spec-

tacles and told anecdotes ; and, lastly,

Mr. Onslow, the gentleman to whom
Mr. Hobbs had referred,—an elderly

man of prepossessing exterior, of high

repute as the most efficient magistrate,

the best farmer, and the most sensible

person in i iuhbourhood. This

made the party, to each individual of

which the great man bowed and
smiled ; and the great man's secretary

bent, condescendingly, three joints of

his back-bone.

The bell was now rung—dinner

announced. Sir William Jokyll le<j
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the way with one of the she-squires,

and Lord Vargrave offered his arm to

the portly Mrs. Tiddy.

Vargrave, as usual, was the life of

the feast. Mr. Howard, who sat next

to Miss Bridget, conversed with her

between the courses, " in dumb show."

Mr. Onslow and the physician played

second and third to Lord Vargrave.

When the dinner was over, and the

ladies had retired, Vargrave found

himself seated next to Mr. Onslow,

and discovered in his neighbour a

most agreeable companion. They
talked principally about Lisle Court,

and from Colonel Maltravers, the

conversation turned naturally upon

Ernest. Vargrave proclaimed his

early intimacy with the latter gentle-

man,— complained, feelingly, that

politics had divided them of late,

—

and told two or three anecdotes of

their youthful adventures in the East.

Mr. Onslow listened to him with

much attention.

" I made the acquaintance of Mr.

Maltravers many years ago," said he,

"and upon a very delicate occasion.

T was greatly interested in him,—

I

never saw one so young (for he was

then but a boy) manifest feelings so

deep. By the dates you have referred

to, your acquaintance with him must

have commenced very shortly after

mine. Was he, at that time, cheerful

—in good spirits 1

"

" No, indeed— hypochondriacal to

the greatest degree."
" Your lordship's intimacy with

him, and the confidence that generally

exists between young men, induce me
to suppose that he may have told you

a little romance connected with his

early years."

Lumley paused to consider; and
this conversation, which had been

carried on apart, was suddenly broken

into by the tall doctor, who wanted to

know whether his lordship had ever

heard the anecdote about Lord Thur-

low and the late King. The anecdote

was as long as the doctor himself;

and when it was over, the gentlemen
adjourned to the drawing-room, and
all conversation was immediately
drowned by " Row, brothers, row,"

which had only been suspended till

the arrival of Mr. Tiddy, who had a

fine bass voice.

Alas ! eighteen years ago, in that

spot of earth, Alice Darvil had first

caught the soul of music from the

lips of Genius and of Love ! But
better as it is—less romantic, but

more proper—as Hobbs' Lodge was

less pretty, but more safe from the

winds and rains, than Dale Cottage.

Miss Bridget ventured to ask the

good-humoured Lord Vargrave if he

sang
1

? "Not I, Miss Hobbs—but

Howard, there—Ah, if you heard

him!" The consequence of this

hint was, that the unhappy secretary,

who alone, in a distant corner, was

unconsciously refreshing his fancj

with some cool weak coffee, was in-

stantly beset with applications from

Miss Bridget, Mrs. Tiddy, Mr. Tiddy
and the tall doctor, to favour the

company with a specimen of his

talents. Mr. Howard could sing—he
could even play the guitar. But to

sing at Hobbs' Lodge—to sing to the

accompaniment of Mrs. Tiddy—to

have his gentle tenor erushed to

death in a glee by the heavy splay-

foot of Mr. Tiddy's manly bass—the

thought was insufferable ! He fal-

tered forth assurances of his igno-

rance, and hastened to bury his

resentment in the retirement of a

remote sofa. Vargrave, who had
forgotten the significant question of

Mr. Onslow, renewed in a whisper his

conversation with that gentleman

relative to the meditated investment

while Mr. and Mrs. Tiddy sang,

" Come dwell with me ;
" and Onslow

was so pleased with his new acquaint-

ance, that he volunteered to make a

fourth in Lumley 's carriage the next

morning, and accompany him to Lisle
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Court. This settled, the party soon

afterwards broke up. At midnight

Lord Vargrave was fast asleep ; and
Mr. Howard, tossing restlessly to and
fro on his melancholy couch, was

revolving all the hardships that await

a native of St. James's, who ventures

forth among
" The Anthropophagi, and men whose headi
Do grow beneath their shoulders J"

CHAPTER IV.

But how were these doubts to be changed into absolute certainty f "—Edgar Huntley .

The next morning, while it was yet

dark, Lord Vargrave's carriage picked

up Mr. Onslow at the door of a large

old-fashioned house, at the entrance

of the manufacturing town of * * * *

The party were silent and sleepy,

till they arrived at Lisle Court,

—

the sun had then appeared — the

morning was clear—the air frosty and
bracing. And as, after traversing

a noble park, a superb quadrangular

pile of brick, flanked by huge square

turrets, coped with stone, broke upon

the gaze of Lord Vargrave, his

worldly heart swelled within him,

and the image of Evelyn became
inexpressibly lovely and seductive.

Though the housekeeper was not

prepared for Vargrave's arrival at so

early an hour, yet he had been daily

expected : the logs soon burnt bright

in the ample hearth of the breakfast-

room—the urn hissed—the cutlets

smoked—and while the rest of the

party gathered round the fire, and
ruimuffled themselves of cloaks and
shaw1-handkerch iefs, "Vargrave seizing

upon the housekeeper traversed with

delighted steps the magnificent suite

of rooms—gazed on the pictures

—

admired the state bedchambers

—

peeped into the offices—and recog-

nised in all a mansion worthy of a

Peer of England ; but which a more
prudent man would have thought,

with a sigh, required careful manage-
ment of the rent-roll raised from the

property adequately to equip and

1 maintain. Such an idea did not

I cross the mind of Vargrave ; he only

I

thought how much he should be

! honoured and envied, when, as

Secretary of State, he should yearly

fill those feudal chambers with the

pride and rank of England ! It was
characteristic of the extraordinary

sanguineness and self-confidence of

Vargrave, that he entirely overlooked

one slight obstacle to this prospect,

in the determined refusal of Evelyn

to accept that passionate homage
which he offered to—her fortune !

When breakfast was over the

steward was called in, and the party,

mounted upon ponies, set out to

reconnoitre. After spending the

short day most agreeably in looking

over the gardens, pleasure-grounds,

park, and home-farm, and settling t<.

visit the more distant parts of tht

property the next day, the party were

returning home to dine, when Var-
grave's eye caught the glittering whin
of Sir Gregory Gubbins.

He pointed it out to Mr. Onslow,

and laughed much at hearing of the

annoyance it occasioned to Colonel

Maltravere. " Thus," said Lumley,
'' do we all crumple the rose-leaf

under us, and quarrel with couches

the most luxuriant ! As for me, I

will wager, that were this property

mine, or my ward's, in three weeks

we should have won the heart of Sir

Gregory, made him pull down his

whim, and coaxed him out of his
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interest in the city of * * * *. A
good seat for you, Howard, some

day or other."

" Sir Gregory has prodigiously bad

taste," said Mr. Hobbs. "For my
part, I think that there ought to be a

certain modest simplicity in the dis-

play of wealth got in business :—that

was my poor father's maxim."
" Ah ! " said Vargrave, " Hobbs'

Lodge is a specimen. Who was

your predecessor in that charming

retreat ]

"

" Why the place—then called Dale

Cottage—belonged to a Mr. Berners,

a rich bachelor in business, who was

rich enough not to mind what people

said of him, and kept a lady there.

She ran off from him, and he then let

it to some young man—a stranger

—very eccentric, I hear—a Mr.—Mr.

Butler—and he, too, gave the cottage

an unlawful attraction—a most beau-

tiful girl, I have heard."

" Butler
!

" echoed Vargrave

—

" Butler—Butler !
" — Lumley recol-

lected that such had been the real

name of Mrs. Cameron.

Onslow looked hard at Vargrave.
" You recognise the name, my lord,"

said he in a whisper, as Hobbs had

turned to address himself to Mr.

Howard. " I thought you very dis-

creet when I asked you, last night, if

you remembered the early follies of

your friend." A suspicion at once

flashed upon the quick mind of Var-

grave :— Butler was a name on

the mother's side in the family of

Maltravers ; the gloom of Ernest when

he first knew him—the boy's hints

that the gloom was connected with

the affections—the extraordinary and

single accomplishment of Lady Var-

grave in that art of which Maltra-

vers was so consummate a master

—

the similarity

the knowledge of which could be

turned to advantage. He took care

not to confess his ignorance, but

artfully proceeded to draw out Mr.
Onslow's communications.

" Why, it is true," said he, " that

Maltravers and I had no secrets.

Ah ! we were wild fellows then—the

name of Butler is in his family

—

eh?"
" It is. I see you know alL"

Yes ; he told me the story, but it

is eighteen years ago. Do refresh

my memory. — Howard, my good
fellow, just ride on and expedite

dinner : Mr. Hobbs, will you go with

Mr. What's-his-name, the steward,

and look over the maps, outgoings,

&c. ? Now, Mr. Onslow—so Maltra-

vers took the cottage, and a lady

with it ?—ay, I remember."

Mr. Onslow (who was in fact that

magistrate to whom Ernest had con-

fided his name and committed the

search after Alice, and who was

really anxious to know if any tidings

of the poor girl had ever been as-

certained) here related that history

with which the reader is acquainted

;

—the robbery of the cottage—the

disappearance of Alice— the sus-

picions that connected that disap-

pearance with her ruffian father—the

despair and search of Maltravers.

He added that Ernest, both before

his departure from England, and on

his return, had written to him
to learn if Alice had ever been

heard of;—the replies of the magis-

trate were unsatisfactory. " And do

you think, my lord, that Mr. Maltra-

vers has never to this day ascertained

what became of the poor young
woman?

"

" Why, let me see
;
—what was Ker

name ?

"
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and now almost convinced of the

truth of his first vague suspicion.

" You seem to know the name."
" Of Alice ; yes—but not Darvil.

No, no ; I believe he has never heard

of the girl to this hour. Nor you

either 1

"

" I have not. One little circum-

stance related to me by Mr. Hobbs,

your surveyor's father, gave me some
uneasiness. About two years after

the young woman disappeared, a girl,

of very humble dress and appearance,

stopped at the gate of Hobbs' Lodge,

and asked earnestly for Mr. Butler.

On hearing he was gone, she turned

away, and was seen no more. It

seems that this girl had an infant in

her arms—which rather shocked the

propriety of Mr. and Mrs. Hobbs.

The old gentleman told me the cir-

cumstance a few days after it hap-

pened, and I caused inquiry to be made
for the stranger ; but she could not

be discovered. I thought at first this

possibly might be the lost Alice ; but I

learned that, during his stay at the

cottage, your friend—despite his error,

which we will not stop to excuse,

—

had exercised so generous and wide a

charity amongst the poor in the town

and neighbourhood, that it was a more
probable supposition of the two, that

the girl belonged to some family he

had formerly relieved, and her visit

was that of a mendicant, not a mis-

tress. Accordingly, after much con-

sideration, I resolved not to mention
the circumstance to Mr. Maltravers,

when he wrote to me on his return

from the Continent. A considerable

time had then elapsed since the girl

had applied to Mr. Hobbs ;— all trace

of her was lost—the incident might
open wounds that time must have

nearly healed—might give false hopes

—or, what was worse, occasion a fresk

and unfounded remorse at the idea ol

Alice's destitution; it would, in fact,

do no good, and might occasion

much unnecessary pain. I therefore

suppressed all mention of it."

" You did right? and so the poor

girl had an infant in her arms?
—humph ! What sort of looking

person was this Alice Darvil )—pretty,

of course ?

"

" I never saw her ; and none out

the persons employed in the pre-

mises knew her by sight— they

described her as remarkably lovely."

" Fair and slight,—with blue eyes,

I suppose 1—those are the orthodox

requisites of a heroine."
" Upon my word I forget ;—indeed

I should never have remembered as

much as I do, if the celebrity of Mr.
Maltravers, and the consequence of

his family in these parts, together

with the sight of his own agony—the

most painful I ever witnessed—had
not served to impress the whole affair

very deeply on my mind."
" Was the girl who appeared at the

gate of Hobbs' Lodge described to

you ]"

" No ;—they scarcely observed her

countenance, except that her com-
plexion was too fair for a gipsy's ;

—

yet, now I think of it, Mrs. Tiddy,

who was with her father when he told

me the adventure, dwelt particularly

on her having (as you so pleasantly

conjecture) fair hair and blue eyes.

Mrs. Tiddy, being just married, was
romantic at that day."

" Well, it is an odd tale.—But life

is full of odd tales. Here we are at

the house— it really is a splendid old

place 1

"

No. 212. 14
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CHAPTER V.

•Pendent opera interrupta."*

—

Virgii.

The history Vargrave had heard, he

revolved much when he retired to

rest. He could not but allow that

there was still little ground for more
than conjecture, that Alice Darvil and

Alice Lady Vargrave were one and

the same person. It might, however,

be of great importance to him, to

trace this conjecture to certainty.

The knowledge of a secret of early

sin and degradation in one so pure,

so spotless, as Lady Vargrave, might

be of immense service in giving him
a power over her, which he could

turn to account with Evelyn. How
could he best prosecute further in-

quiry?— by repairing at once to

Brook Green—or—the thought struck

nim—by visiting and " pumping "

Mrs. Leslie, the patroness of Mrs.

Butler of C * * * *, the friend of

Lady Vargrave 1 It was worth trying

the latter—it was little out of his

way back to London. His success

in picking the brains of Mr. Onslow

of a secret, encouraged him in the

hope of equal success with Mrs.

Leslie. He decided accordingly, and

fell asleep to dream of Christmas

battues, royal visitors, the cabinet, the

premier>hip !—Well, no possession

equals the dreams of it !—Sleep on,

my lord !—you would be restless

enough if you were to get all you want.

For the next three days, Lord Var-

grave was employed in examining

the general outlines of the estate, and

the result of this survey satisfied him

as to the expediency of the purchase.

* The things begun are interrupted and
Rupended

I

On the third day, he was several miles

from the house when a heavy rain

came on. Lord Vargrave was con-

stitutionally hardy, and, not having
been much exposed to the visitations

of the weather of late years, was not

practically aware that, when a man is

past forty, he cannot endure with

impunity all that falls innocuously on
the elasticity of twenty-six. He did

not, therefore, heed the rain that

drenched him to the skin, and neg-

lected to change his dress till he had
finished reading some letters and
newspapers which awaited his return

at Lisle Court. The consequence of

this imprudence was, that, the next
morning when he woke, Lord Var-

grave found himself, for almost the

first time in his life, seriously ill.

His head ached violently—cold shiver-

ings shook his frame like an ague;

the very strength of the constitution

on which the fever had begun to

fasten itself, augmented its danger.

Lumley—the last man in the world

to think of the possibility of dying

—

fought up against his own sensations

—ordered his post-horses, as his visit

of survey was now over, and scarcely

even alluded to his indisposition.

About an hour before he set off, his

letters arrived ; one of these informed

him that Caroline, accompanied by
Evelyn, had already arrived in Paris;

the other was from Colonel Legard,

respectfully resigning his office, on

the ground of an accession of fortune

by the sudden death of the admiral,

and his intention to spend the ensuing

year in a continental excursion. This

last letter occasioned Vargrave con
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iderable alarm ; he had always felt a

deep jealousy of the handsome ex-

guardsman, and he at once suspected

that Legard was about to repair to

Paris as his rival. He sighed, and
looked round the spacious apartment,

and gazed on the wide prospects of

grove and turf that extended from

the window, and said to himself—" Is

another to snatch these from my
grasp.?" His impatience to visit

Mrs. Leslie—to gain ascendancy over

Lady Vargrave—to repair to Paris

—

toscheme—to manoeuvre—to triumph

—accelerated the progress of the dis-

ease that was now burning in his

reins; and the hand that he held

out to Mr. Hobbs, as he stepped into

his carriage, almost scorched the cold,

plump, moist fingers of the surveyor.

Before six o'clock in the evening,

Lord Vargrave confessed reluctantly

to himself, that he was too ill to

proceed much further. "Howard,"
said he then, breaking a silence that

had lasted some hours, " don't be
alarmed—I feel that I am about to

have a severe attack ;— I shall stop at

M , (naming a large town they

were approaching)—I shall send for

the best physician the place affords
;

if I am delirious to morrow, or unable

to give my own orders, have the kind-

ness to send express for Dr. Holland

—but don't leave me yourself, my
good fellow. At my age, it a a hard

thing to have no one in the world to

care for me in illness : d n affectioD

when I am well
!

"

After this strange burst, which very

much frightened Mr. Howard, Lumley
relapsed into silence, not broken till

he reached M . The best phy-

sician was sent for ; and the next

morning, as he had half-foreseen and

foretold; Lord Targrave was delirious!
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CHAPTER VL

•' Nought under Heaven so strongly doth allure

The sense of man, and all his mind possess,

As Beauty's love-bait."

—

Spensbr.

Lboaed was, as I have before inti-

mated, a young man of generous and
excellent dispositions, though some-

what spoiled by the tenour of his

education, and the gay and reckless

society which had administered tonics

to his vanity and opiates to his in-

tellect. The effect which the beauty,

the grace, the innocence of Evelyn,

had produced upon him had been

most deep and most salutary. It

had rendered dissipation tasteless and
insipid—it had made him look more
deeply into his own heart, and into

the rules of life. Though, partly

from the irksomeness of dependence

upon an uncle at once generous and
ungracious, partly from a diffident

and feeling sense of his own inade-

quate pretensions to the hand of Miss

Cameron, and partly from the prior

and acknowledged claims of Lord
Vargrave—he had accepted, half in

despair, the appointment offered to

him, he still found it impossible U
banish that image which had beer*

the first to engrave upon ardent and
fresh affections an indelible impres-

sion. He secretly chafed at the

thought that it was to a fortunate

rival that he owed the independence

and the station he had acquired, and

resolved to seize an early opportunity

to free himself from obligations that

he deeply regretted he had incurred.

At length, he learned that Lord Var-

grave had been refused—that Evelyn

was free; and, within a few days

fr^m that intelligence, the admiral

ivas seized with apoplexy—and Legard

luddenlv found himself possessed, if

not of wealth, at least of a compeienca
sufficient to redeem his character as

a suitor from the suspicion attached

to a fortune-hunter and adventurer.

Despite the new prospects opened to

him by the death of his uncle, and
despite the surly caprice which had
mingled with and alloyed the old

admiral's kindness, Legard was greatly

shocked by his death ; and his grate-

ful and gentle nature was at first

only sensible to grief for the loss he
had sustained. But when, at last,

recovering from his sorrow, he saw
Evelyn disengaged and free, and
himself in a position honourably to

contest her hand, he could not resist

the sweet and passionate hopes that

broke upon him. He resigned, as we
have seen, his official appointment,

and set out for Paris. He reached

that city a day or two after the arrival

of Lord and Lady Doltimore. He
found the former, who had not for-

gotten the cautions of Vargrave, at

first cold and distant ; but partly from

the indolent habit of submitting t<

Legard's dictates on matters of taste,

partly from a liking to his society,

and principally from the popular suf-

frages of fashion, which had always

been accorded to Legard, and which

were noways diminished by the news

of his accession of fortune— Lord

Doltimore, weak and vain, speedily

yielded to the influences of his old

associate, and Legard became quietly

installed as the enfant de la maison.

Caroline was not in this instance a

very faithful ally to Vargrave's views

and policy. In his singular liaison
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with Lady Doltimore, the crafty ma-

noeuvre: had committed the vulgar

fault of intriguers : he had over-

refined, and had over-reached himself.

At thecommencement of their strange

and unprincipled intimacy, Yargrave

had had, perhaps, no other thought

than that of piquing Evelyn, con-

soling his vanity, amusing his ennui,

and indulging rather his propensities

as a gallant, than promoting his more

serious objects as a man of the world.

By degrees, and especially at Knares-

dean, Vargrave himself became deeply

entangled, by an affair that he had

never before contemplated as more
important than a passing diversion :

—instead of securing a friend to

assist him in his designs on Evelyn,

he suddenly found that he had ob-

tained a mistress anxious for his love,

and jealous of his homage. With his

usual promptitude and self-confidence,

he was led at once to deliver himself

of all the ill consequences of his rash-

ness— to get rid of Caroline as a

mistress—and to retain her as a tool.

by marrying her to Lord Doltim

By the great ascendancy which

character acquired over her, and by

her own worldly ambition, he suc-

ceeded in inducing her to sacrifice all

romance to an union that gave her

rank and fortune ; and Vargrave then

rested satisfied, that the clever wife

would not only secure him a perma-

nent power over the political influence

and private fortune of the weak hus-

band, but also abet his designs in

securing an alliance equally desirable

for himself. Here it was that Var-

grave's incapacity to understand the

refinements and scruples of a woman's
affection and nature, however guilty

the one, and however worldly the

other, foiled and deceived him. Caro-

line, though the wife of another, could

not contemplate, without anguish, a

similar bondage for her lover; and,

having something of the better quali-

ties of her sex still left to her, she

' recoiled from being an accomplice in

arts that were to drive the young,

inexperienced, and guileless creature

who called her " friend " into the

arms of a man who openly avowed

the most mercenary motives, and who
took gods and men to witness that

his heart was sacred to another. Only
in Vargrave's presence were these

scruples overmastered ; but the mo-
ment he was gone they returned in

full force : she had yielded, from
positive fear, to his commands that

she should convey Evelyn to Paris

;

but she trembled to think of the

vague hints and dark menaces that

Vargrave had let fall as to ulterior

proceedings, and was distracted at

the thought of being implicated in

some villanous or rash design. When,
therefore, the man whose rivalry Var-

grave most feared was almost esta-

blished at her house, she made but a

feeble resistance : she thought that,

if Legard should become a welcome
and accepted suitor before Lumley
arrived, the latter would be forced

to forego whatever hopes he yet

cherished, and that she should be

delivered from a dilemma, the pros-

pect of which daunted and appalled

her. Added to this, Caroline was
now, alas ! sensible that a fool is not

so easily governed—her resistance to

an intimacy with Legard would have

been of little avail : Doltimore, in

these matters, had an obstinate will

of his own ; and, whatever might once

have been Caroline's influence over

her liege, certain it is, that such influ-

ence had been greatly impaired of

late by the indulgence of a temper,

always irritable, and now daily more
soured by regret, remorse, contempt
for her husband,—and the melancholy

discovery that fortune, youth, beauty,

and station, are no talismans against

misery.

It was the gayest season of Paris
j

and, to escape from herself, Caroline

plunged eagerly into the vortex of its
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dissipations. If Doltimore's heart was

disappointed, his vanity was pleased

it the admiration Caroline excited

;

and he himself was of an age and

temper to share in the pursuits and
amusements of his wife. Into these

gaieties, new to their fascination,

dazzled hy their splendour, the young
Evelyn entered, with her hostess

;

and ever by her side was the un-

equalled form of Legard. Each of

them in the bloom of youth, each of

them at once formed to please, and to

be pleased by, that fair Armida which

we call the World, there was, neces-

sarily, a certain congeniality in their

views and sentiments, their occupa-

tions and their objects ; nor was there,

in all that brilliant city, one more
calculated to captivate the eye and

fancy than George Legard. But still,

to a certain degree, diffident and
fearful, Legard never yet spoke of

love; nor did their intimacy at this

time ripen to that point in which

Evelyn could have asked herself if

there were danger in the society of

Legard, or serious meaning in his

obvious admiration. Whether that

melancholy, to which Lady Vargrave

had alluded in her correspondence

with Lumley, were occasioned by

thoughts connected with Maltravers,

or unacknowledged recollections of

Legard, it remains for the acute reader

himself to ascertain.

The Doltimores had been about

three weeks in Paris ; and, for a fort-

night of that time, Legard had been

their constant guest, and half the

inmate of their hotel ; when, on that

night which has been commemorated
in our last book, Maltravers suddenly

once more beheld the face of Evelyn,

and in the same hour learned that

she was free ; he quitted Valerie's

box : with a burning pulse and a

beating heart, joy and surprise, and
hope, sparkling in his eyes, and
brightening his whole aspect, he

hastened to Evelyn's side.

It was at this time Legard, who
sate behind Miss Cameron, uncon-
scious of the approach of a rival, hap-
pened, by one of those chances which
occur in conversation, to mention
the name of Maltravers. He asked
Evelyn if she had yet met him ?

" What ! is he then in Paris 1

"

asked Evelyn quickly. " I heard,

indeed," she continued, " that he left

Burleigh for Paria, but imagined he
had gone on to Italy."

" No, he is still here ; but he goes,

I believe, little into the society Lady
Doltimore chiefly visits. Is he one
of your favourites, Miss Cameron ]

"

There was a slight increase of colour

in Evelyn's beautiful cheek, as she

answered

—

" Is it possible not to admire and
be interested in one so gifted ?

"

" lie has certainly nobl« and fine

qualities," returned Legal d ; "but I

cannot feel at ease with him ; a cold-

ness— a hauteur— a measured dis-

tance of manner—seem to forbid even

esteem. Yet / ought not to say so,"

he added, with a pang of self-reproach.

" No, indeed, you ought not to say

so," said Evelyn, shaking her head
with a pretty affectation of anger;
" for I know that you pretend to like

what I like, and admire what I

admire ; and I am an enthusiast in

all that relates to Mr. Maltravers
!

"

" I know that I would wish to see

all things in life through Miss Came-
ron's eyes," whispered Legard, softly

;

and this was the most meaning speech

he had ever yet made.

Evelyn turned away, and seemed

absorbed in the opera; and at that

instant the door of the box opened,

and Maltravers entered.

In her open, undisguised, youthful

delight, at seeing him again, Mal-

travers felt indeed "as if Paradise

were opened in her face." In his own
agitated emotions, he scarcely noticed

that Legard had risen and resigned

his seat to him : he availed himself
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of the civility, greeted his old ac-

quaintance with a smile and bow, and

in a few minutes he was in deep con-

verse with Evelyn.

Never had he so successfully exerted

the singular, the master-fascination

that he could command at will—the

more powerful, from its contrast to

his ordinary coldness : in the very

expression of his eyes—the very tone

of his voice— there was that, in Mal-

travers, seen at his happier moments,
which irresistibly interested and ab-

sorbed your attention : he could make
you forget everything but himself,

and the rich, easy, yet earnest elo-

quence, which gave colour to his

language and melody to his voice.

In that hour of renewed intercourse

with one who had at first awakened,

if not her heart, at least her imagi-

nation and her deeper thoughts,

certain it is that even Legard was

not missed. As she smiled and lis-

tened, Evelyn dreamt not of the

anguish she inflicted. Leaning against

the back of the box, Legard surveyed

the absorbed attention of Evelyn, the

adoring eyes of Maltravers, with that

utter and crushing wretchedness which
no passion but jealousy, and that only

while it is yet a virgin agony, can

bestow ! Re had never before eve*

dreamt of rivalry in such a quarter .

but there was that ineffable instinct,

which lovers have, and which sc

seldom errs, that told him at once

that in Maltravers was the greates.

obstacle and peril his passion coulf'

encounter. He waited in hopes thai

Evelyn would take the occasion tc

turn to him at least—when the fourth

act closed. She did not ; and, unabl"

to constrain his emotions, and replj

to the small-talk of Lord Doltimore,

he abruptly quitted the hox.

When the opera was over, Maltra-

vers offered his arm to Evelyn ; she

accepted it, and then she looked rouD'4

for Legard. He was gone.
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CHAPTER L

* * " She is young, wise, fair,

In these to Nature she 'a immediate heir.

* * Honours best thrive,

When rather from our acts we them derive

Than our foregoers! "

—

All 's Well that End* Well.

LETTER TBOM ERNEST MALTRAVERS TO THE

HON. FREDERICK CLEVELAND.

" Evelyn 18 free—she is in Paris—

I

have seen her—I see her daily.

" How true it is that we cannot

make a philosophy of indifference

!

The affections are stronger than all

our reasonings. We must take them

into our alliance, or they will destroy

all our theories of self-government.

Such fools of fate are we, passing from

system to system—from scheme to

scheme—vainly seeking to shut out

passion and sorrow—forgetting that

they are born within i..-—and return

to the soul as the seasons to the earth

!

Yet,—years, many years ago—when

I first looked gravely into my own
nature and being here—when I first

awakened to the dignity and solemn

responsibilities of human life—I had

resolved to curl) and tame myself into

a thing of rule and measure. Bearing

within me the wound scarred over but

never healed— the consciousness of

wrong to the heart that had leaned

upon me—haunted by the mournful

memory of my lost Alice— I shud-

dered at new affections bequeathing

new griefs. Wrapped in a haughty

egotism, I wished not to extend my
empire over a wider circuit than my
own intellect and passions. I turned

from the trader-covetousness of bliss,

that would freight the wealth of life

upon barks exposed to every wind
upon the seas of Fate—I was contented

with the hope to pass life alone,

honoured, though unloved. Slowly

and reluctantly I yielded to the fasci-

nations of Florence Lascelles. The
hour that sealed the compact between

us was one of regret and alarm. In

vain I sought to deceive myself—

I

felt that I did not love. And then I

imagined that Love was no longer in

my nature—that I had exhausted its

treasures before my time, and left my
heart a bankrupt. Not till the last

—not till that glorious soul broke out

in all its brightness, the nearer it

approached the source to which it has

returned—did I feel of what tender-

ness she was worthy and I was capable.

She died, and the world was darkened

!

Energy—ambition—my former aims
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and objects—wove all sacrificed at her

tomb. But amidst ruins and through

the darkness, my soul yet supported

me; I could no longer hope, but I

could endure. I was resolved that I

would not be subdued, and that the

world should not hear me groan.

Amidst strange and far-distant scenes

—amidst hordes to whom my very

language was unknown— in wastes

and forests which the step of civilised

man, with his sorrows and his dreams,

had never trodden— I wrestled with

my soul, as the patriarch of old

wrestled with the angel — and the

angel was at last the victor ! You do

not mistake me—you know that it

was not the death of Florence alone

that worked in me that awful revolu-

tion, but with that death the last

glory fled from the face of things,

that had seemed to me beautiful of

old. Hers was a love that accom-

panied and dignified the schemes and

aspirations of manhood—a love that

was an incarnation of ambition itself;

and all the evils and disappointments

that belong to ambition seemed to

crowd around my heart like vultures

to a feast, allured and invited by the

dead. But this at length was over;

the barbarous state restored me to the

civilised. I returned to my equals,

prepared no more to be an actor in

the strife, but a calm spectator of the

turbulent arena. I once more laid

my head beneath the roof of my
fathers ; and, if without any clear and
definite object, I at least hoped to

find amidst ' my old hereditary trees

'

the charm of contemplation and

repose. And scarce— in the first

hours of my arrival—had I indulged

that dream, when a fair face, a sweet

voice, that had once before left deep

and unobliterated Impressions on my
heart, scattered all my philosophy to

the winds. I saw Evelyn ! and if ever

there was love at first sight, it was

that which I felt for her : I lived in

her presence, and forgot the Future !

Or, rather, I was with the Past- -in

the bowers of my spring-tide of life

and hope ! It was an after-birth of

youth—my love for that young heart

!

" It is, indeed, only in maturity

that we know how lovely were our

earliest years ! What depth of wisdom
in the old Greek myth, that allotted

Hebe as the prize to the God who
had been the Arch-Labourer of life

!

and whom the satiety of all that

results from experience, had made
enamoured of all that belongs to the

Hopeful and the New

!

" This enchanting child—this de-

lightful Evelyn—this ray of undreamt-

of sunshine— smiled away all my
palaces of ice ! I loved, Cleveland

—

T loved more ardently, more passion-

ately, more wildly than ever I did of

old ! But suddenly I learned that

she was affianced to another, and felt

that it was not for me to question, to

seek the annulment of, the bond. I

had been unworthy to love Evelyn, if

I had not loved Honour more ! I

fled from her presence, honestly and
resolutely ; I sought to conquer a

forbidden passion ; I believed that I

had not won affection in return ; I

believed, from certain expressions that

I overheard Evelyn utter to another,

that her heart as well as her hand,

was given to Vargrave. I came
hither

;
you know how sternly and

resolutely I strove to eradicate a

weakness that seemed without even

the justification of hope ! If I suffered,

I betrayed it not. Suddenly Evelyn

appeared again before me ! — and
suddenly I learned that she was free !

Oh, the rapture of that moment

!

Could you have seen her bright face,

her enchanting smile, when we met
again ! Her ingenuous innocence did

not conceal her gladness at seeing

me ! What hopes broke upon me !

Despite the difference of our years, I

think she loves me ! that in that love

I am about at last to learn what

blessings there are in life 1
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*• Evelyn has the simplicity, the

tenderness, of Alice, with the refine-

ment and culture of Florence herself;

not the genius—not the daring spirit

—not the almost fearful brilliancy of

that ill-fated being—but with a taste

as true to the Beautiful, with a soul

as sensitive t> the Sublime ! In

Evelyn's presence I feel a sense of

peace, of security, of home ! Happy !

thrice happy ! he who will take her

to his breast ! Of late she has assumed
a new charm in my eyes—a certain

pensiveness and abstraction have

succeeded to her wonted gaiety. Ah

!

Love is pensive ; is it not Cleveland )

How often I ask myself that question !

And yet, amidst all my hopes, there

are hours when I tremble and despond

!

How can that innocent and joyous

spirit sympathise with all that mine
has endured and known 1 How, even

though her imagination be dazzled by
some prestige around my name, how
can I believe that I have awakened
ner heart to that deep and real love

of which it is capable, and which
youth excites in youth ] When we
meet at her home, or amidst the quiet

yet brilliant society which is gathered

round Madame de Ventadour or the

De Montaignes, with whom she is an
especial favourite—when we converse

—when I sit by her, and her soft eyes

meet mine—I feel not the disparity

of years ; my heart speaks to her, and
that is youthful still ! But in the

more gay and crowded haunts to

which her presence allures me, wheu
I see that fairy form surrounded by
those who have not outlived the

pleasures that so naturally dazzle and
captivate her— then, indeed, I feel

that my tastes, my habits, my pur-

suits, belong to another season of

life, and ask myself anxiously, if my
nature and my years are those that

can make her happy ] Then, indeed,

I recognise the wide interval that time

and trial place between one whom the

world has wearied, and one for whom

the world is new; If she should dis-

cover hereafter that youth should love

only youth, my bitterest anguish

would be that of remorse ! I know
how deeply I love, by knowing how
immeasurably dearer her happiness is

than my own ! I will wait, then, yet

awhile—I will examine—I will watch
well that I do not deceive myself. As
yet,, I think that I have no rivals

whom I need fear : surrounded as she

is by the youngest and the gayest, she

still turns with evident pleasure to

me, whom she calls her friend. Sh
will forego even the amusements she

most loves, for society in which we
can converse more at ease. You
remember, for instance, young Legard?
—he is here; and before I met Evelyn,

was much at Lady Doltimore's house.

1 cannot be blind to his superior

advantages of youth and person ; and
there is something striking and pre-

possessing in the gentle yet manly
frankness of his manner ;—and yet

no fear of his rivalship ever haunts
me. True, that of late he has been
little in Evelyn's society ; nor do I

think, in the frivolity of his pursuits,

he can have educated his mind to

appreciate Evelyn, or be possessed of

those qualities which would render

him worthy of her. But there is

something good in the young man,
despite his foibles—something that

wins upon me ; and you will

smile to learn, that he has even
surprised from me— usually so re-

served on such matters— the con-

fession of my attachment and hopes !

Evelyn often talks to me of her

mother, and describes her in colours

so glowing, that I feel the greatest

interest in one who has helped to

form so beautiful and pure a mind.

Can you learn who Lady Vargrave
was %-—there is evidently some mystery
thrown over her birth and connexions;

and, from what I can hear, this arises

from their lowliness. You know that,

though T have been accused of family
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pride, it is a pride of a peculiar sort.

I am proud, not of the length of a

mouldering pedigree, but of Borne

historical quarterings in my escut-

cheon— of some blood of scholars

and of heroes that rolls in my veins

;

it is the same kind of pride that an

Englishman may feel in belonging to

a country that has produced Shaks-

peare and Bacon. I have never, I

hope, felt the vulgar pride that dis-

dains want of birth in others ; and I

rare not three straws whether my
friend or my wife be descended from

a king or a peasant. It is myself,

and not my connexions, who alone

can disgrace my lineage ; therefore,

however humble Lady Vargrave's

parentage, do not scruple to inform

me, should you learn any intelligence

that bears upon it.

" I had a conversation last night

with Evelyn, that delighted me. By
some accident we spoke of Lord Var-

grave ; and she told me, with an
enchanting candour, of the position

in which she stood with him, and the

conscientious and noble scruples she

felt as to the enjoyment of a fortune,

which her benefactor and step- father

had evidently intended to be shared

with his nearest relative. In these

scruples I cordially concurred ; and
if I marry Evelyn, my first care will

be to carry them into effect— by
securing to Vargrave, as far as the

lav may permit, the larger part of

the income—I should like to say ah

—at least till Evelyn's children would
have the right to claim it: a right

not to be enforced during her own,

and, therefore, probably not during

Vargrave's life. I own that this

would be no sacrifice, for I am proud

enough to recoil from the thought of

being indebted for fortune to the

woman I love. It was that kind of

pride which gave coldness and con-

straint to my regard for Florence

,

and for the rest, my own property

(much increased by the simplicity of

my habits of life for the last few

years) will suffice for all Evelyn or

myself could require. Ah ! madman,
that I am !— I calculate already on
marriage, even while I have so much
cause for anxiety as to love. But my
heart beats—my heart has grown a

dial, that keeps the account of time

;

by its movements I calculate the

momenta—in an hour I shall see her!
" Oh ! — never !— never ! in my

wildest and earliest visions, could I

have fancied that I should love as I

love now! Adieu, my oldest and

kindest friend ! If I am happy at

last, it will be something to feel that

at last I shall have satisfied your
expectations of my youth.

" Affectionately yours,
" E. Malthaybb»."

" Rue dt ——, Paris,

January —, 18—.**
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CHAPTER II.

• * * *' In her youth

There Is a prone and speechless dialect

—

Such as moves men."

—

Measure for Measure.

"Abbess. Haply in private

—

Adriana. And in assemblies too."

—

Comedy of Errors.

It was true, as Maltravers had stated,

that Legard had of late heen little at

Lady Doltimore's, or in the same
society as Evelyn. With the vehe-

mence of an ardent and passionate

nature, he yielded to the jealous rage

and grief that devoured him. He
saw too clearly, and from the first,

that Maltravers adored Evelyn ; and,

in her familiar kindness of manner
towards him, in the unlimited venera-

tion in which she appeared to hold

his gifts and qualities, he thought

that that love might become reci-

procal. He became gloomy and
almost morose ;—he sbunned Evelyn

—he forbore to enter into the lists

against his rival. Perhaps the intel-

lectual superiority of Maltravers—the

extraordinary conversational brilliancy

that he could display when he pleased

— the commanding dignity of his

manners—even the matured authority

of his reputation and years, might
have served to awe the hopes, as well

as to wound the vanity, of a man
accustomed himself to be the oracle

of a circle. These might have strongly

influenced Legard in withdrawing

himself from Evelyn's society; but

there was one circumstance, connected

with motives much more generous,

that mainly determined his conduct.

It happened that Maltravers, shortly

after his first interview with Evelyn,

was riding aione one day, in the more
sequestered part of the Bois de Bou-
logne, when he encountered Legard,

also alone, and on horseback. The
latter, on succeeding to his uncle's

fortune, had taken care to repay his

debt to Maltravers; he had done so

in a short, but feeling and grateful

letter, which had been forwarded to

Maltravers at Paris, and which pleased

and touched him. Since that time

he had taken a liking to the young
man, and now, meeting him at Paris,

he sought, to a certain extent, Legard's

more intimate acquaintance. Mal-

travers was in that happy mood, when
we are inclined to be friends with

all men. It is true, however, that,

though unknown to himself, that pride

of bearing, which often gave to the

very virtues of Maltravers an unami-
able aspect, occasionally irritated one
who felt he had incurred to him an
obligation of honour and of life, never
to be effaced ; it made the sense of

this obligation more intolerable to

Legard ; it made him more desirous

to acquit himself of the charge. But,

on this day, there was so much
cordiality in the greeting of Mal-
travers, and he pressed Legard in so

friendly a manner to join him in his

ride, that the young man's heart was
softened, and they rode together,

conversing familiarly on such topics

as were in common between them.
At last the conversation fell on Lord
and Lady Doltimore ; and thence

Maltravers, whose soul was full of one

thought, turned it indirectly towards

Evelyn.
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" Did you ever see Lady Vargrave?"
" Never," replied Legard, looking

another way ;
" but Lady Doltimore

says she is as beautiful as Evelyn

herself, if that be possible ; and still

bo young in form and countenance,

that she looks rather like her sister

than her mother !

"

" How I should like to know her I"

said Maltravers, with a sudden energy.

Legard changed the subject. He
spoke of the Carnival—of balls—of

masquerades—of operas—of reigning

beauties

!

" Ah !

" said Maltravers, with a half

sigh, "yours is the age for those

dazzling pleasures ; to me they are

' the twice-told tale.'

"

Maltravers meant it not, but this

remark chafed Legard. He thought

it conveyed a sarcasm on the childish-

ness of his own mind, or the levity of

his pursuits : his colour mounted, as

he replied,

" It is not, I fear, the slight differ-

ence of years between us, it is the

difference of intellect you would in-

sinuate ; but you should remember
all men have not your resources ; all

men cannot pretend to genius !

"

" My dear Legard," said Maltravers.

kindly, "do not fancy that I could

have designed any insinuation half so

presumptuous and impertinent. Be-

lieve me, I envy you, sincerely and

sadly, all those faculties of enjoyment

which I have worn away. Oh, how I

envy you ! for, were they still mine,

then—then, indeed, I might hope to

mould myself into greater congeniality

with the beautiful and the young !

"

Maltravers paused a moment, and

resumed with a grave smile :
" I

trust, Legard, that you will be wiser

than I have been ; that you will

gather your roses while it is yet May

:

and that you will not live to thirty-

six, pining for happiness and home, a

disappointed and desolate man ; till,

when your ideal is at last found, you

shrink back appalled, to discover that

you have lost none of the tendencies

to love, but many of the graces by

which love is to be allured !

"

There was so much serious an|

earnest feeling in these words, thai

they went home at once to Legard?

sympathies. He felt irresistibly im-

pelled to learn the worst.

" Maltravers !
" said he, in a hurred

tone, " it would be an idle compliment
to say that you are not likely to love

in vain : perhaps it is indelicate in

me to apply a general remark ; and

yet—yet I cannot but fancy that I

have discovered your secret, and that

you are not insensible to the charmB

of Miss Cameron !

"

"Legard!" said Maltravers,—and
so strong was his fervent attachment

to Evelyn, that it swept away all his

natural coldness and reserve—" I tell

you plainly and frankly, that in my
love for Evelyn Cameron lie the jast

hopes I have in life. I have no

thought, no ambition, no sentiment

that is not vowed to her. If my love

ehould be unreturned,—I may strive

to endure the blow—I may mix with

the world—I may seem to occupy

myself in the aims of others—but my
heart will be broken ! Let us talk of

this no more—you have surprised my
secret, though it must have betrayed

itself. Learn from me how preter-

naturally strong—how generally fatal

—is love deferred to that day when

—

in the stern growth of all the feelings

—love writes itself on granite
!

"

Maltravers, as if impatient of hia

own weakness, put spurs to his horse,

and they rode on rapidly for some

time without speaking.

That silence was employed by

Legard in meditating over all he had

heard and witnessed—in recalling all

that he owed to Maltravers; and be-

fore that silence was broken the

young man nobly resolved not even

to attempt, not even to hope, a

rivalry with Maltravers; to forego all

the expectations he had so fonrllj
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nursed—to absent himself from the

company of Evelyn—to requite faith-

fully and firmly that act of generosity

to which he owed the preservation

of his life— the redemption of his

honour

!

Agreeably t<" this datermination,

he abstained nom visiting those

haunts in which Evelyn shone; and
if accident brought them together,

his manner was embarrassed and
abrupt. She wondered—at last, per-

haps, she resented—it may be that

she grieved ; for certain it is that

Maltravers was right in thinking that

her manner had lost the gaiety that

distinguished it at Merton Rectory.

But still it may be doubted whether
Evelyn had seen enough of Legard,

and whether her fancy and romance
were still sufficiently free from the

magical influences of the genius that

called them forth in the eloquent

homage of Maltravers, to trace, her-

self, to any causes connected with her

younger lover, the listless melancholy

that crept over her. In very young
women— new alike to the world and
the knowledge of themselves—many
vague and undefined feeliugs herald

the dawn of Love;— shade after

shade, and light upon light succeeds,

before the sun breaks forth, and the

earth awakens to his presence.

It was one evening that Legard had
suffered himself to be led into a party

at the ambassador's, and there,

as he stood by the door, he saw, at a

little distance, Maltravers conversing

with Evelyn. Again he writhed be-

neath the tortures of his jealous

anguish ; and there, as he gazed and
Buffered, he resolved (as Maltravers

had done before him) to fly from the

place that had a little while ago

seemed to him Elysium ! He would
quit Paris, he would travel—he would
not see Evelyn again till the irre-

vocable barrier was passed, and she

was the wife of Maltravers ! In the

first heat of this determination, he
No. 213.

turned towards some young men
standing near him,—one of whom
was about to visit Vienna. He gailj

proposed to join him—a proposal

readily accepted, and began con

versing on the journey, the city, ita

splendid and proud society, with all

that cruel exhilaration which the

forced spirits of a stricken heart can

alone display, when Evelyn (whose

conference with Maltravers was ended)

passed close by him. She was leaning

on Lady Doltim ore's arm, and the

admiring murmur of his companions

caused Legard to turn suddenly

round.
" You are not dancing to-night,

Colonel Legard," said Caroline, glanc-

ing towards Evelyn. " The more the

season for balls advances, the more
indolent you become."

Legard muttered a confused reply,

one-half of which seemed petulant,

while the other half was inaudible.

" Not so indolent as you suppose,"

said his friend :
" Legard meditates

an excursion sufficient, I hope, to re-

deem his character in your eyes. It

is a long journey, and, what is worse,

a very cold journey, to Vienna."
" Vienna !—do you think of going

to Vienna ] " cried Caroline.

" Yes," said Legard. " I hate

Paris, any place better than this

odious city ! " and he moved away.

Evelyn's eyejs followed him sadly

and gravely. She remained by Lady
Doltimore'8 side, abstracted and silent

for several minutes.

Meanwhile Caroline, turning to

Lord Devonport (the friend who had

proposed the Viennese excursion),

said, " It is cruel in you to go tc

Vienna,—it is doubly cruel to rob

Lord Doltimore of his best friend, and
Paris of its best waltzcr."

" Oh, it is a voluntary offer of

Legard's, Lady Doltimore,—believe

me, I have used no persuasive arts

But the fact is, that we have been

talking of a fair widow, the beauty of
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Austria, and as proud and as un-

assailable as Ehrenbreitstein itself.

Legard's vanity is piqued,—and so

—

as a professed lady-killer—he intends

to see what can be effected by the

handsomest Englishman of his time."

Caroline laughed,—and new claim-

ants on her notice succeeded to Lord
Devonport. It was not till the ladies

were waiting their carriage in the

shawl -room, that Lady Doltimore

noticed the paleness and thoughtful

brow of Evelyn.
" Are you fatigued or unwell, dear!"

he said.

" No," answered Evelyn, forcing a

mile,—and at that moment they

were joined by Maltravers, with the

jitelligence that it would be some
minutes before the carriage could

draw up. Caroline amused herself in

the interval, by shrewd criticisms on
fhe dresses and characters of her

various friends. Caroline had grown
an amazing prude in her judgment of

ithers !

" What a turban !— prudent for

Mrs. A to wear—bright red : it

puts out her face, as the sun puts out

the fire. Mr. Maltravers, do observe

Lady B with that very young
gentleman. After all her experience

in angling, it is odd that she should

Btill only throw in for small fish.

Pray, why is the marriage between

Lady C D and Mr. F
broken off; Is it true that he is so

much in debt ?—and is so very—very

profligate ? They say she is heart-

broken."
" Really, Lady Doltimore," said

Maltravers, smiling, " I am but a bad

Bcandal-monger. But poor F is

not, I believe, much worse than others.

How do we know whose fault it is

when a marriage is broken off ] Lady
C D heart-broken !—what
an idea ' Nowadays there is never
any affection in compacts of that

sort; and the chain that binds the

frivolous nature is but a gossamer
thread. Fine gentlemen and fine

ladies!— their loves and their mar-
riages

' May flourish and may fade—
A breath may make them, as a breath has

made.'

Never believe that a heart long

accustomed to beat only in good
society can be broken—it is rarely

even touched
!

"

Evelyn listened attentively, and
seemed struck. She sighed, and
said in a very low voice, as to herself,

" It is true—how could I think other-

wise ?

"

For the next few days, Evelyn was
unwell, and did not quit her room,

Maltravers was in despair. The
flowers — the books— the music ha

sent—his anxious inquiries, his ear-

nest and respectful notes—touched

with that ineffable charm which

Heart and Intellect breathe into the

most trifling coinage from their mint

—all affected Evelyn sensibly ;—per-

haps she contrasted them with Le-

gard's indifference and apparent

caprice ;—perhaps in that contrast,

Maltravers gained more than by all

his brilliant qualities. Meanwhile,

without visit— without message—
without farewell—unconscious, it is

true, of Evelyn's illness,—Legard de-

parted for Vienna.
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CHAPTER III.

" A pleasing land * * *

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye,

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass,

For ever flashing round a 6ummer sky."

—

Thomson.

Dailt—hourly—increased the influ-

ence of Evelyn over Maltravers. Oh,

what a dupe is a man's pride I—what

a fool his wisdom ! That a girl—

a

mere child,— one who scarce knew
her own heart—beautiful as it was,

—

whose deeper feelings still lay coiled

up in their sweet buds,—that she

should thus master this proud, wise

man ! But as thou—our universal

teacher— as thou, Shakspeare !

haply speaking from the hints of

thine own experience— hast de-

clared

—

"None are so truly caught, when they are

catch 'd,

As wit turned fool ;—folly in wisdom
hatched.

Hath wisdom's warrant."

Still, methinks that, in that sur-

passing and dangerously indulged

affection which levelled thee, Mal-

travers, with the weakest,—which

overturned all thy fine philosophy of

Stoicism, and made thee the veriest

slave of the " Rose-Garden,"—etill,

Maltravers, thou mightst, at least,

have seen that thou hadst lost for

ever all right to pride, all privilege to

disdain the herd ! But thou wert

proud of thine own infirmity ! And
far sharper must be that lesson which

can teach thee that Pride—thine

angel—is ever pre-doomed to fall

!

What a mistake to suppose that the

passions are strongest in youth ! The
passions are not stronger, but the

control over them is weaker. They
are more easily excited— they are

more violent and more apparent,—but
they have less energy, less durability,

less intense and concentrated power,

than in maturer life. In youth, pas-

sion succeeds to passion, and one
breaks upon the other, as waves upon
a rock, till the heart frets itself tc

repose. In mauhcod, the great deep
flows on, more calm, but more pro-

found, its serenity is the proof of the

might and terror of its course, were
the wind to blow and the storm to

rise.

A young man's ambition is but

vanity,—it ha3 no definite aim,—it

plays with a thousand toys. As with

one passion, so with the rest. In

youth, love is ever on the wing, but,

like the birds in April, it hath not

yet built its nest. With so long a

career of summer and hope before it,

the disappointment of to-day is suc-

ceeded by the novelty of to-morrow,

and the sun that advances to the

noon but dries up its fervent tears.

But when we have arrived at that

epoch of life,—when, if the light fail

us, if the last rose wither, we feel

that the loss cannot be retrieved, and
that the frost and the darkness are a

hand, Love becomes to us a treasure

that we watch over and hoard with a
miser's care. Our youngest -born
affection is our darling and our idol,

the fondest pledge of the Past, the

most cherished of our hopes for the

Future. A certain melancholy that

mingles with our joy at the possession

only enhances its charm. We feel

ourselves so dependent on it for all

Q2
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that is yet to come. Our other harks

—our gay galleys of pleasure—our

stately argosies of pride—have heen

swallowed up by the remorseless wave.

On this last vessel we freight our all

—to its frail tenement we commit

ourselves. The star that guides it

is our guide, and in the tempest

that menaces we behold our own
doom

!

Still Maltravers shrank from the

confession that trembled on his lips

—still be adhered to the course he

had prescribed to himself. If ever

(as he bad implied in his letter to

Cleveland)— if ever Evelyn should

discover they were not suited to each

other! The possibiliiy of such an

affliction impressed his judgment

—

the dread of it chilled his heart!

With all his pride, there was a certain

humility in Maltravers that was per-

haps one cause of his reserve. He
knew what a beautiful possession is

youth—its sanguine hopes—its elastic

spirit— its inexhaustible resources !

What to the eyes of woman were the

acquisitions which manhood had
brought him )—the vast, but the sad

experience— the arid wisdom— the

philosophy based on disappointment ?

He might be loved but for the vain

glitter of name and reputation,—and
love might vanish as custom dimmed
the illusion. Men of strong affections

are jealous of their own genius. They
know how separate a thing from the

household character genius often is,

—

they fear lest they should be loved for

a quality, not for themselves.

Thus communed he with himself

—thus, as the path had become clear

to his hopes, did new fears arise ; and
thus did love bring, as it ever does,

in its burning wake

" The pung, the agony, the doubt !
"

Maltravers then confirmed himself
in the resolution he had formed : he
would cautiously examine Evelyn and
himpelf— he would weigh in the

balance every straw that the wind

should turn up—he would not aspire

to the treasure, unless he could feel

secure that the coffer could preserve

the gem. This was not only a pru-

dent, it was a just and a generous

determination. It was one which we
all ought to form if tu»S fervour of our

passions will permit us. We have no

right to sacrifice years to moments,

and to melt the pearl that has no

price in a single draught ! But can

Maltravers adhere to his wise pre-

cautions ) The truth must be spoken

—it was perhaps the first time in his

life that Maltravers had been really

in love.

As the reader will remember, he

had not been in love with the haughty

Florence ; admiration, gratitude—the

affection of the head, not that of the

feelings,— had been the links that

bound him to the enthusiastic cor-

respondent—revealed in the gifted

\

beauty ;—and the gloomy circum-

[

stances connected with her early fate,

: had left deep furrows in his memory.
' Time and vicissitude had effaced the

wounds, and the Light of the Beau?
:
tiful dawned once more in the face of

I

Evelyn. Valerie de Ventadour had

I

been but the fancy of a roving breast

!

Alice, the sweet Alice !—her, indeed,

in the first flower ofyouth, he had loved

with a boy's romance. He had loved

her deeply, fondly—but perhaps he
had never been in love with her ; he
had mourned her loss for years—in-

sensibly to himself her loss had altered,

his character and cast a melancholy
gloom over all the colours of his life.

But she whose range of ideas was
so confined—she who had but broke
into knowledge, as the chrysalis into

the butterfly—how much in that pro-

digal and gifted nature, bounding
onwards into the broad plains of life,

must the peasant girl have failed to

fill ! They had had nothing in com
mon, but their youth and their love.
T
t was a dream that had hovered orer
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the poet-boy in the morning twilight

—a dream he had often wished to

recall—a dream that had haunted

him in the noonday,—but had, as all

boyish visions ever have done, left

the heart unexhausted, and the pas-

sions unconsumed ! Years— long

years—since then had rolled away,

and yet perhaps one unconscious

attraction that drew Maltravers so

suddenly towards Eveiyn was a some-

thing indistinct and undefinable that

reminded him of Alice. There was
no similarity in their features ; but

at times a tone in Evelyn's voice—

a

"trick of the manner"— an air—

a

gesture—recalled him, over the gulfs

of Time, to Poetry, and Hope, and
Alice.

In the youth of each—the absent

and the present one—there was re-

semblance,— resemblance in their

simplicity, their grace. Perhaps,

Alice, of the two, had in her nature

more real depth, more ardour of

feeling, more sublimity of sentiment,

than Evelyn. But in her primitive

ignorance, half her noblest qualities

were embedded and unknown. And
Evelyn—his equal in rank—Evelyn,

well cultivated— Evelyn, so long

courted—so deeply studied—had such

advantages over the poor peasant

girl ! Still the poor peasant girl

often seemed to smile on him from
that fair face. And in Evelyn he

half loved Alice again !

So these two persons now met daily;

their intercourse was even more
familiar than before—their several

\

minds grew hourly more developed

and transparent to each ooier. But

'

of love, Maltravers still forbore to
;

speak ;—they were friends, —no more

;

such friends as the disparity of their
;

years and their experience might
warrant them to be. And in that

!

young and innocent nature—with its

rectitude, its enthusiasm, and its

pious and cheerful t«n fancies—Mai-
J

travers found freshness in the desert,

as the camel-driver lingering at the

well. Insensibly his heart warmed
again to his kind. And as the harp

of David to the ear of Saul, was the

soft voice that lulled remembrance
and awakened hope in the ionel<

man.
Meanwhile, what was me effec

that the presence, the attentions, of

Maltravers produced on Evelyn ! Per-

haps it was of that kind which most

flatters us and most deceives. She
never dreamed of comparing him ;vith

others. To her thoughts he stood

aloof and alone from all his kind. It

may seem a paradox, but it might be

that she admired and venerated him
almost too much for love. Still her

pleasure in his society was so evident

ami unequivocal, her deference to his

opinion so marked,—she sympathised

in so many of his objects—she had so

much blindness or forbearance for his

faults (and he never sought to mask
them), that the most diffident of men
might have drawn from so many
symptoms hopes the most auspicious.

Since the departure of Legard, the

gaieties of Paris lost their charm for

Evelyn, and more than ever she could

appreciate the society of her friend.

He thus gradually lost his earlier fears

of her forming too keen an attach-

ment to the great world ; and as

nothing could be more apparent than

Evelyn's indifference to the crowd

of flatterers and suitors that hovered

round her, Maltravers no longer

dreaded a rival. He began to feel

assured that they had both gone

through the ordeal; and that he

might ask for love without a doubt of

its immutability and faitb. At this

period, they were both invited, with

the Doltimores, to spend a few days

at the villa of De Montaigne, near

St. Cloud. And there it was that

Maltravers determined to know hie

fate!
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CHAPTER IV.

" Chaos of Thought and Passion all confused."

—

Popk

It is to the contemplation of a very

different scene that the course of our

story now conducts us.

Between St. Cloud and Versailles

there was at that time—perhaps there

still is—a lone and melancholy house,

appropriated to the insane. Melan-

choly—not from its site, but the pur-

pose to which it is devoted. Placed

on an eminence, the windows of the

mansion command — beyond the

gloomy walls that gird the garden

ground— one of those enchanting

prospects which win for France her

title to La Belle. There, the glorious

Seine is seen in the distance, broad

and winding through the varied plains,

and beside the gleaming villages and

villas. There, too, beneath the clear

blue sky of France, the forest-lands

of Versailles and St. Germain's stretch

in dark luxuriance around and afar.

There you may see sleeping on the

verge of the landscape, the mighty

city— crowned with the thousand

spires from which, proud above the

rest, rises the eyrie of Napoleon's

eagle, the pinnacle of Notre Dame.
Remote, sequestered, the place still

commands the survey of the turbu-

lent world below. And Madness

gazes upon prospects that might well

charm the thoughtful eyes of Ima-

gination cr of Wisdom ! In one of

the rooms of this house sate Cas-

truccio Cesarini. The apartment was

furnished even with elegance ; a

variety of books strewed the tables

—

nothing for comfort or for solace, that

the care and providence of affection

could dictate, was omitted.—Cesarini

was alone ; leaning his cheek upon

his hand, he gazed on the beautiful

and tranquil view we have described
" And am I never to set a free foot on

that soil again ? " he muttered indig-

nantly, as he broke from his revery.

The door opened, and the keeper of

the sad abode (a surgeon of humanity
and eminence) entered, followed by

De Montaigne. Cesarini turned round

and scowled upon the latter ; the

surgeon, after a few words of saluta-

tion, withdrew to a corner of the

room, and appeared absorbed in a

book. De Montaigne approachedjns

brother-in-law—"I have brought you

some poems just published at Milan,

my dear Castruccio—they will please

you."
" Give me my liberty ! " cried

Cesarini, clenching his hands. " Why
am I to be detained here? Why are

my nights to be broken by the groans

of maniacs, and my days devoured in

a solitude that loathes the aspect of

things around me? Am / mad?

—

You know I am not ! It is an old

trick to say that poets are mad—you

mistake our agonies for insanity.

See, I am calm—I can reason : give

me any test of sound mind—no

matter how rigid—I will pass it. I

am not mad—I swear 1 am not
!

"

" No, my dear Castruccio," said De
Montaigne, soothingly, " but you are

still unwell—you still have fever;

—

when next I see you perhaps you may
be recovered sufficiently to dismiss

the doctor and change the air. Mean-

while, is there anything you would

have added or altered ?

"

Cetarini had listened to this speech

with a mocking sarcasm on his lip,
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but an txpression of such hopeless

wretchedness in his eyes, as they alone

can comprehend who have witnessed

madness in its lucid intervals. He
sunk down, and his head drooped

gloomily on his breast. " No," said

he ;
" I want nothing but free air or

death—no matter which."

De Montaigno stayed some time

with the unhappy man, and sought

to soothe him ; but it was in vain.

Yet, when he rose to depart, Cesarini

started up, ;i id fixing on him his

large wistful eyes, exclaimed—"Ah!
do not Have mc yet. It is so dreadful

to be alone with the dead and the

worse than dead !

"

The Frenchman turned aside to

wipe his eyes, and stifle the rising at

his heart ; and again he sate, and

again he sought to soothe. At length

Cesarini, seemingly more calm, gave

him leave to depart. " Go," said he,

"go— tell Teresa I am better—that I

love her tenderly—that I shall live to

tell her children not to be poets.

Stay
;
you asked if there was aught

I wished changed—yes—this room
;

it is too still : I hear my own pulse

beat so loudly in the silence—it is

horrible !—there is a room below, by

the window of which there is a tree,

and the winds rock its boughs to and
fro, and it sighs and groans like a

living thing ;—it will be pleasant to

look at that tree, and see the birds

come home to it,—yet that tree is

wintry and blasted too !—it will he

pleasant to hear it fret and chafe in

the stormy nights : it will be a friend

to me, that old tree ! let me have

that room. Nay, look not at each

other—it is not so high as this—but

the window is barred — I cannot

escape !
" A. ad Cesarini smiled.

" Certainly," said the surgeon, " if

you prefer that room ; but it has not

10 fine a view."

" I hate the view of the world that

.has cast me off—when may I change]

"

" This very evening."

* Thank you—it will be a great

revolution in my life."

And Cesarini's eyes brightened, and
he looked happy. De Montaigne,

thoroughly unmanned, tore himself

away.

The promise was kept, and Cesarini

was transferred that night to the

chamber he had selected.

As soon as it was deep night—the

last visit of the keeper paid— and,

save now and then, by some -.aarp

cry in the more distant quarter of the

house, all was still, Cesarini .esc from
his ted ; a partial light came from
the stars that streamed through the

frosty and keen air, and cast a sickly

gleam through the heavy bars of the

casement. It was then that Cesarini

drew from under his pillow a long-

cherished and carefully -concealed

treasure. Oh ! with what rapture

had he first possessed himself of it

!

—with what anxiety had it been
watched and guarded !—how many
cunning stratagems and profound in-

ventions had gone towards the baffling

the jealous search of the keeper and
his myrmidons ! The abandoned and
wandering mother never clasped her

child more fondly to her bosom, nor

gazed upon its features with more
passionate visions for the future. And
what had so enchanted the poor pri-

soner—so deluded the poor maniac ?

—A large nail ? He had found it

accidentally in the garden—he had
hoarded it for weeks—it had inspired

him with the hope of liberty. Often,

in the days far gone, he had read of

the wonders that had been effected

—

of the 3tones removed and the bars

filed, by the self-same kind of imple-

ment. He remembered that the most
celebrated of those bold unfortunates

who live a life against law, had said,

" Choose my prison, and give me
but a rusty nail, and I laugh at your

gaolers and your walla !

" Hu crept

to the window—he examined his relic

by the dim starlight —he kissed it
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passionately, and the tears stood in

bis eyes.

Ah! who shall determine the worth

of things ] No king that night so

prized his crown, as the madman
prized that rusty inch of wire—the

proper prey of the rubbish-cart and
dunghill. Little didst thou think,

old blacksmith, when thou drewest

the dull metal from the fire, of what
precious price it was to become

!

C'esarini, with the astuteness of his

malady, had long marked out this

chamber for the scene of his opera-

tions ; he had observed that the frame-

work in which the bars were set

seemed old and worm eaten—that the

window was but a few feet from the

ground—that the noise made in the

winter nights by the sighing branches

of the old tree without would deaden

the sound of the lone workman. Now,
then, his hopes were to be crowned.

Poor Fool ! and even tJiau hast hope

still ! All that night he toiled and
toiled, and sought to work his iron

into a file ; now he tried the bars, and

now the framework. Alas ! he had
not learned the skill in such tools,

possessed by his renowned model and
inspirer ; the flesh was worn from his

fingers—the cold drops stood on his

brow—and morning surprised him,

advanced not a hair's-breadth in his

labour.

He crept back to bed, and again

hid the useless implement, and at last

he slept.

And, night after night, the same task

—the same results ! But at length, one

day, when C'esarini returned from his

moody walk in the gardens (pleasure-

grounds they were called by the

owner), he found better workmen
than he at the window ; they were

repairing the framework, they were

strengthening the bars—all hope was

now gone ! The unfortunate said

nothing ; too cunning to show his

despair—he eyed them silently, and

cursed them ; but the old tree was

left still, and that was something

—

company and music

!

A day or two after this barbarous

counterplot, Cesarini was walking in

the gardens, towards the latter part

of the afternoon (just when, in the

short days, the darkness begins to steal

apace over the chill and westering

sun), when he was accosted by a fel-

low-captive, who had often before

sought his acquaintance ; for they try

to have friends—these poor people!

Even we do the sai^.c
;
though vie say

we are not mad ! This man had been

a warrior—had served with Napoleon

—had received honours and ribands

—

might, for aught we know, have

dreamed of being a marshal ! But
the demon smote him in the hour of

his pride. It was his disease to fancy

himself a Monarch. He believed, for

he forgot chronology, that he was at

once the Iron Mask, and the true

sovereign of France and Navarre,

confined in state by the usurpers of

his crown. On other points he was

generally sane; a tall, strong man,

with fierce features, and stern lines,

wherein could be read many a bloody

tale of violence and wrong—of law-

less passions—of terrible excesses

—

to which madness might be at once

the consummation and the curse.

This man had taken a fancy to

Cesarini ; and in some hours. C'esarini

had shunned him less than others

;

for they could alike rail against all

living things. The lunatic approached

Cesarini with an air of dignity find

condescension —
" It is a cold night, sir,—and there

will be no moon. Has it never oc-

curred to you that the w'n'cr is the

season for escape 1

"

Cesarini started—the ex-oflicer con-

tinued :

" Ay,—I 6ee by your manner that

you, too, chafe at our ignominious

confinement. I think that together

we might brave the worst. You pro-

bably are confined on some stato
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offence. I give you full pardon, if

you assist me. For myself, I have

but to appear in my capital—old

Louis le Grand must be near his last

hour."

"This madman my best com-

panion ! " thought Cesarini, revolted

at his own infirmity, as Gulliver

started from the Yahoo. " No mat-

ter, he talks of escape."

"And how think you," said the

Italian, aloud,—" how think you, that

we have any chance of deliverance ?

"

" Hush—speak lower," said the

soldier. " In the inner garden, I have

observed for the last two days that a

gardener is employed in nailing some
fig-trees and vines to the wall. Be-

tween that garden and these grounds

there is but a paling, which we can

easily scale. He works till dusk ; at

the latest hour we can, let us climb

noiselessly over the paling, and creep

along the vegetable beds till we reach

the man. He uses a ladder for his

purpose,—the rest is clear,—we must
fell and gag him—twist his neck if

necessary— I have twisted a neck be-

fore," quoth the maniac, with a horrid

smile. " The ladder will help us

over the wall—and the night soon

grows dark at this season."

Cesarini listened, and his heart

beat quick. " Will it be too late to

try to-night ? " said he in a whisper.

"Perhaps not," said the soldier,

who retained all his military acute-

ness. " But are you prepared ?

—

don't you require time to man your-

self?
"

"No--"^.— I have had time enough!

—I am ready."
" Weli, then,—hist !—we are watch-

ed—one of the gaolers !—Talk easily

—smile—laugh.—This way." They
passed by one of the watch of the

place, and just as they were in his

hearing, the soldier turned to Cesarini,

—" Sir, will you favour me with your

snuff-box ]

"

" I have none."
" None—what a pity I My good

friend," and he turned to the scout,

" may I request you to look in my
room for my snuff-box ?—it is on the

chimney-piece—it will not take you
a minute."

The soldier was one of those whose
insanity was deemed most harmless,

and his relations, who were rich and
well-born, had requested every indul-

gence to be shown to him. The watch

suspected nothing, and repaired to

the house. As soon as the trees hid

him,—"Now," said the soldier, " stoop

almost on all fours, and run quick."

So saying, the maniac crouched low,

and glided along with a rapidity

which did not distance Cesarini. They
reached the paling that separated the

vegetable garden from the pleasure-

ground—the soldier vaulted over it

with ease—Cesarini, with more diffi-

culty, followed,—they crept along

;

the herbs and vegetable beds, with

their long bare stalks, concealed

their movements ; the man was still

on the ladder. "La bonne Espe-

rance ! " said the soldier, through his

ground teeth, muttering some old

watchword of the wars, and (while

Cesarini, below, held the ladder stead-

fast) he rushed up the steps—and,

with a sudden effort of his muscular

arm, hurled the gardener to the

ground. The man, surprised, half

stunned, and whollv terrified, did

not attempt to wrestle with the wo
madmen,—he uttered loud enes for

help ! But help came too late : these

strange and fearful comrades had al-

ready scaled the wall, had dropped on
the other side, and were fast making
across the dusky fields to the neigh-

bouring forest.
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CHAPTER V.

«' Hopes and Fears
Start up alarmed, and o'er life's narrow verge

Look down : on what ?—a fathomless abyss
! "

—

Young.

Midnight — and intense frost !
—

there they were—houseless and bread-

less—the two fugitives, in the heart

of that beautiful forest which has

rung to the horns of many a royal

chase. The soldier, whose youth had
been inured to hardships, and to the

conquests which our mother-wit

wrings from the stepdame Nature

—

had made a fire by the friction of

two pieces of dry wood ; such wood
was hard to be found, for the snow
whitened the level ground, and laj'

deep in the hollows ; and when it

was discovered, the fuel was slow to

burn ; however, the fire blazed red at

last. On a little mound, shaded by a

semicircle of huge trees, sate the Out-

laws of Human Reason. They cowered

over the blaze opposite to each other,

and the glare crimsoned their fea-

tures. And each in his heart longed

to rid himself of his mad neighbour;

and each felt the awe of solitude

—

the dread of sleep beside a comrade
whose soul had lost God's light!

" Ho !
" said the warrior, breaking a

silence that had been long kept,
" this is cold work at the best, and
hunger pinches me ; I almost regret

the prison."

" I do not feel the cold," said

Cesarini, " and I do not care for

hunger : I am revelling only in the

sense of liberty !

"

" Try and sleep," quoth the soldier,

with a coaxing and sinister softness of

voice ;
" we will take it by turns to

watch."

"I cannot sleep—take you the first

turn."

" Harkye, sir !
" said the soldier,

sullenly ;
" I must not have my com

mands disputed ; now we are free, ws
are no longer equal : I am heir to the

crowns of France and Navarre. Sleep,

I say
!

"

" And what Prince or Potentate,

King or Kaisar," cried Cesarini,

catching the quick contagion of the

fit that had seized his comrade, " can

dictate to the Monarch of Earth and
Air—the Elements and the music-

breathing Stars ?— I am Cesarini the

Bard ! and the huntsman Orion halts

in his chase above to listen to my
lyre ! Be stilled, rude man !—thou

scarest away the angels, whose breath

even now was rushing through my
hair

!

"

" It is too horrible !
" cried the

grim man of blood, shivering ; " my
enemies are relentless, and give me a

madman for a gaoler
!

"

"Ha!— a madman!" exclaimed

Cesarini, springing to his feet, and
glaring at the soldier with eyes that

caught and rivalled the blaze of the

fire. " And who are you ?—what
devil from the deep hell, that art

leagued with my persecutors against

me ?

"

With the instinct of his old calling

and valour, the soldier also rose when
he saw the movement of his com-

panion ; and his fierce features worked
with rage and fear.

"Avaunt!" said he, waving his

arm; "we banish thee from our

presence !—This is our palace—and
our guards are at hand !

" pointing to

the still and skeleton trees that

grouped round in ghastly bareness.

" Begone I"
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At that moment they heard at a

distance the deep barking of a dog,

and each cried simultaneously—
" They are after me !—betrayed !

"

The soldier sprung at the throat of

Cesarini ; but the Italian, at the same
instant, caught a half-burnt brand

from the fire, and dashed the blazing

end in the face of his assailant. The
Boldier uttered a cry of pain, and
recoiled back, blinded and dismayed.

Cesarmi, whose madness, when fairly

roused, was of the most deadly nature,

again raised his weapon, and, pro-

bably, nothing bat death could have

separated the foes ; but again the bay
of the dog was heard, and Cesarini,

answering the sound by a wild yell,

threw down the brand, and fled away
through the forest with inconceivable

swiftness. He hurried on through

bush and dell—and the boughs tore

his garments and mangled his flesh

—

but stopped not his progress till he

fell at last on the ground, breathless

and exhausted, and heard from some
far-off clock the second hour of

morning. He had left the forest—

a

farm-house stood before him ; and the

whitened roofs of scattered cottages

sloped to the tranquil sky. The
witness of man—the social tranquil

sky and the reasoning man—operated

like a charm upon the senses which
recent excitement had more than
usually disturbed. The unhappy
wretch gazed at the peaceful abodes,

and sighed heavily ; then, rising from
the earth, he crept into one of the

sheds that adjoined the farm-house,

and throwing himself on some straw,

slept sound and quietly till daylight,

and the voices of peasauts in the shed

awakened him.

He rose refreshed, calm, and, for

ordinary purposes, sufficiently sane to

prevent suspicion of his disease. He
approached the startled peasants, and,

representing himself as a traveller

who had lost his way in the night and
|

amidst the forest, begged for food

and water. Though his garments
I

I were torn, they were new and of good
fashion ; his voice was mild ; his

whole appearance and address those

of one of some station—and the

French peasant is a hospitable fellow.

Cesarini refreshed and rested himself

an hour or two at the farm, and then

resumed his wanderings ; he offered

no money, for the rules of the asylum

forbade money to its inmates;—he
had none with him—but none was
expected from him ; and they bade
him farewell as kindly as if he had
bought their blessings. He then

began to consider where he was to

take refuge, and how provide for

himself; the feeling of liberty braced,

and for a time restored, his int fleet.

Fortunately, he had on hi3 person,

besides some rings of trifling cost, a

watch of no inconsiderable value, the

sale of which might support him, in

such obscure and humble quarter as

he could alone venture to inhabit, for
' several weeks—perhaps months. This

thought made him cheerful and
elated ; he walked lustily on, shun-

ning the highroad—the day was clear

—the sun bright—the air full of racy

health. Oh ! what soft raptures

swelled the heart of the wanderer, as

he gazed around him ! The Foet and
the Freeman alike stirred within his

shattered heart ! He paused to con-

template the berries of the icy trees

—to listen to the sharp glee of the

blackbird—and once—when he found

beneath a hedge a cold, scentless

group of hardy violets—he laughed

aloud in his joy. In that laughter

there was no madness—no danger

;

but when, as he journeyed on, he
passed through a little hamlet, and
saw the children at play upon the

ground, and heard from the open
door of a cabin the sound of rustic

music, then, indeed, he paused

abruptly ; the past gathered over

him : he knew that which he had be"H—that which he was now !—an awful

memory !—a dread revelation ! And,
covering his face with his hands, he
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wept aloud. In those tears were the Revenge!

—

Lumley, Lord Yargrave !

peril and the method of madness. He I better, from that hour, to encounter

woke from them to think of his the tiger in his lair, than find thyself

youth—his hopes—of Florence—of I alone with that miserable man!

CHAPTER VI.

" It seem'd the laurel chaste and stubborn oak,

And all the gentle trees on earth that grew ;

It seem'd the land, the sea, and heaven above,

All breathed out fancy sweet, and sigh'd out love."—Fairvai'a Tatto.

at De Montaigne's villa, Evelyn, for

the first time, gathered from the looks,

the manners ofMaltravers, that she was

beloved. It was no longer possible

to mistake the evidences of affection.

Formerly, Maltravers had availed

himself of his advantage of years and

experience, and would warn, admonish,

dispute, even reprove ; formerly, there

had been so much of seeming caprice,

of cold distance, of sudden and way-

ward haughtiness, in his bearing;

—

but now, the whole man was changed

—the Mentor had vanished in the

Lover :—he held his being on her

breath. Her lightest pleasure seemed

to have grown his law—no coldness

ever alternated the deep devotion of

his manner ; an anxious, a timid, a

watchful softness replaced all his

stately self-possession. Evelyn saw

that she was loved ; and she then

looked into her own heart.

I have said before that Evelyn was

gentle, even to yieldingness ; that her

susceptibility made her shrink from

the thought of pain t" another ; and so

thorougniy did she revere Maltravers

— so grateful did she feel for a love

that cov'.d not but flatter pride, and

raise her in her self-esteem—that she

felt it impossible that she could reject

his suit. " Then, do I love him as I

dreamt I could love ]
" she asked her-

self; and her heart gave no intelli-

gible reply. " Yes !—it must be so
;

—in his presence I feel a tranquil and

eloquent charm ; his praise delights

me; his esteem is my most high
ambition ;—and yet—and yet-

—

"

she sighed, and thought of Legard,

•'but he loved me not
!

" and she turned

restlessly from that image. " He
thinks but of the world—of pleasure

;

Maltravers is right — the spoiled

children of society cannot love : why
should I think of him ]

"

There were no guests at the villa,

except Maltravers, Evelyn, and Lord
and Lady Doltimore. Evelyn was
much captivated by the graceful

vivacity of Teresa, though that viva-

city was not what it had been before

her brother's affliction ; their children,

some of whom were grown up, consti-

tuted an amiable and intelligent

family; and De Montaigne himself

was agreeable and winning, despite

his sober manners, and his love of

philosophical dispute. Evelyn often

listened thoughtfully to Teresa's praises

of her husband—to her account of the

happiness she had known m a mar-

riage where there had been so great a

disparity of years ;—Evelyn began to

question the truth of her early visions

of romance.

Caroline saw the unequivocal attach-

ment of Maltravers with the same
indifference with which she had antici-

pated the suit of Legard. It was the

same to her what hand delivered

Evelyn and herself from the designs

of Vargrave ;—but Vargrave occupied
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nearly all her thoughts. The news-

paper.* had reported him as seriously

ill—at one time in great clanger. He
wa^ n<m recovering, but still unable

to quit his room. He had written to

her once, lamenting his ill-fortune

—

trusting soon to be at Paris; and
touching, with evident pleasure, upon
Regard's departure for Vienna, which

he had seen in the " Morning Post."

But he was afar — alone — ill —
untended ;

— and 'hough Caroline's

guilty love had been much abated by

Vargrave's icy selfishness—by absence

and remorse— still she had the heart

of a woman ;—and Vargrave was the

only one that had ever touched it.

She felt for him, and grieved in

silence : she did not dare to utter

sympathy aloud, for Doltimore had

already given evidence of a suspicious

and jealous temper.

Evelyn was also deeply affected by
the account of her guardian's illness.

As I before said, the moment he

ceased to be her lover, her childish

affection for him returned. She even

permitted herself to write to him

;

and a tone of melancholy depression

which artfully pervaded his reply

struck her with something like

remorse. He told her in that letter,

that he had much to say to her rela-

tive to an investment, in conformity

with her step-father's wishes, and he

should hasten to Paris, even before

the doctor would sanction his removal.

Vargrave forbore to mention what
the meditated investment was. The
last public accounts of the Minister

had, however, been so favourable, that

his arrival might be almost daily

expected ; and both Caroline and
Eveiyn felt relieved.

To De Montaigne, Maltravers con-

fided his attachment, and both the

Frenchman and Teresa sanctioned

and encouraged it. Evelyn enchanted
them ; and they had passed that age
when they could have imagined it

possible that the man they had known
almost as a bov was 8epar*t^ by years

I

from the lively feelings and extreme
youth of Evelyn. They could not

believe that the sentiments he had
inspired were colder than those that

animated himself.

One day, Maltravers l.nd been
absent for some hours on his solitary

rambles, and De Montaigne had not

yet returned from Paris— .vhich he

visited almost daily. It was so late

in the noon as almost to border on
evening, when Maltravers, on his

return, entered the grounds by a gate

that separated them from an extensive

wood. He saw Evelyn, Teresa, and
two of her children, walking on a

kind of terrace almost immediately

before him. He joined them ; and,

somehow or other, it soon chanced

that Teresa and himself loitered

behind the rest—a little distance out

of hearing. " Ah, Mr. Maltravers,"

said the former, " we miss the soft

skie3 of Italy and the beautiful hues
of Como."

"And for my part. I miss the

youth that gave 'glory to the grass

and splendour to the flower.'

"

" Nay ; we are happier now, believe

me,—or at least I should be, if—but
I must not think of my poor brother.

Ah ! if his guilt deprived you of one
who was worthy of you, it would be
some comfort to his sister to think at

last that the loss was repaired. And
you still have scruples ?

"

" Who that lovfcs truly has not i

How young—how lovely— ho*- worthy
of lighter hearts and fairer forms than
mine ! Give me back the yenrs that

have passed since we last rn-Jl ai

Como, and I might hope !

"

"And this to me, who hnx a en
joyed such happiness with one Older,

when we married, by ten year3 than
you are now !

"

"But you, Teresa, were born to see

life through the Claude glass."

" Ah, you provoke me with these

refinements—you turn from a happi-

ness you have but to demand."
"Do not—do not raise my hope*
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too high," cried Malt ravers, with

great emotion ;
" I have been school-

ing myself all day. But if I am de-

ceived !

"

" Trust me, you are not. See, even

\ow she turns round to look for you

-she loves you—loves you as you

.jserve. This difference of years that

jok so lament does but deepen and

elevate her attachment
!

"

Teresa turned to Maltravers—sur-

prised at his silence. How joyous

sate his heart upon his looks—no

gloom on his brow—no doubt in his

sparkling eyes ! He was mortal, and

he yielded to the delight of believing

himself beloved. He pressed Teresa's

hand in silence, and quitting her

abruptly, gained the side of Evelyn.

Madame de Montaigne comprehended

all that passed within him ; and as

she followed, she soon contrived to

detach her children, and returned

with them to the house on a whis-

pered pretence of seeing if their father

had yet arrived. Evelyn and Mal-

travers continued to ualk on— not

aware, at first, that the rest of the

party were not close behind.

The sun had set ; and they were in

a part of the grounds which, by way
of contrast to the rest, was laid out

in the English fashion ; the walk

wound, serpent-like, among a profu-

sion of evergreens irregularly planted;

the scene was shut in and bounded,

except where at a distance, through

an opening of the trees, you caught

the spire of a distant church, over

which glimmered, faint and fair, the

smile of the evening star.

" This reminds me of home," said

Evelyn, gently.

" And hereafter it will remind me
of you," said Maltravers, in whispered

accents. He fixed his eyes on her

is he spoke. Never had his look

been so true to his heart—never

had his voice so undisguiscdly ex-

pressed the profound and passionate

sentiment which had sprung up with-

in him—to constitute, as he then

I believed, the latest bliss, or the

crowning misery of his life ! At
that moment, it was a sort of instinct

,
that told him they were alone

;

for who has not felt—in tho^e few

and memorable hours of life when
love long suppressed overflows the

fountain, and seems to pervade the

wholeframe and the whole spirit—that

there is a magic around and within

! us that hath a keener intelligence

than intellect itself] Alone a* such

an hour with the one we love, the

whole world beside seems to vanish,

and our feet to have entered the soil,

and our lips to have caught the air,

of Fairy Land.

They were alone.— And why did

Evelyn tremble .-—Why did she feel

that a crisis of existence was at

i hand 1

" Miss Cameron— Evelyn,"— said

|

Maltravers, after they had walkejl

some moments in silence,—" hear me
] —and let your reason as well as your

i

heart reply. From the first moment
we met, you became dear to me.
Yes, even when a child, your sweet-

ness and your fortitude foretold so

well what you would be in woman-
hood : even then you left upon my
memory a delightful and mysterious

shadow—too prophetic of the light

that now hallows and wraps your

image ! We met again—and the at-

traction that had drawn me towards

you years before was suddenly re-

newed.—I love you, Evelyn !— I love

you better than all words can tell !

—

Your future fate, your welfare, your

happiness, contain and ernbedj' all the

hopes left to me in life? But our

years are different, Evelyn, I have

known sorrows—and the disappoint-

ments and the experience that have

severed me from the common world

have robbed me of more than time

itself hath done. They have robbed

me of that zest for the ordinary

pleasures of our race—which may
it he yours, sweet Evelyn, ever to

retain. To me, the time foretold
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by the Preacher as the lot of age has

already arrived—when the sun and

the moon are darkened, and when,

save in you and through you, I have

do pleasure in anything. Judge, if

such a heing you can love ! Judge,

if my very confession does not revolt

and chill— if it does not present to

you a gloomy and cheerless future

—

were it possible that you could unite

your lot to mine ! Answer not from

friendship or from pity; the love I

feel for you can have a reply from love

alone, and from that reasoning which

love, in its enduring power—in its

healthful confidence—in its prophetic

foresight—alone supplies ! I can re-

sign you without a murmur—hut I

could not live with you and even fancy

that you had one care I could not

»oothe, though you might have hap-

piness I could not share. And fate

does not present to me any vision so

dark and terrible—no, not your loss

itself— no, not your indifference—no,

not your aversion, —as your discovery

—after time should make regret

in vain, that you had mistaken fancy

or friendship for affection—a senti-

ment for love. Evelyn, I have con-

fided to you all—all this wild heart,

now and evermore your own. My
destiny is with you !

"

Evelyn was silent— he took her

hand—and her tears fell warm and
fast upon it. Alarmed and anxious,

he drew her towards him and gazed

upon her face.

" You fear to wound me," he said,

with pale lips and trembling voice.

" Speak on,— I can bear all."

"No— no," said Evelyn, falter-

ingly ;
" I have no fear, but no* to

deserve you.

"

" You love me, then,—you love me !

"

cried Maltravers wildly, and clasping

her to his heart.

The moon rose at that instant, and

the wintry sward and the dark trees

were bathed in the sudden light. The
time—the light—so exquisite to all

—even in loneliness and in sorrow

—

how divine in such companionship !

—in such overflowing and ineffable

sense of bliss ! There and then for

the first time did Maltravers press

upon that modest and blushing cheek

the kiss of Love—of Hope,—the seal

of a union he fondly hoped the grave

itself could not dissolve !

CHAPTER VII.

" Queen. Whereon do you look ?

Hamlet. On hiui—on him,—look you how pale he glares ! "—Humid.

Perhaps to Maltravers those few

minutes which ensued, as they walked

slowly on, compensated for all the

troubles and cares of years ;—for na-

tures like his feel joy even yet more
intensely than sorrow. It might be

that the transport— the delirium of

passionate and grateful thoughts that

he poured forth— when at last he

could summon words—expressed feel-

ings the young Evelyn could not

comprehend, and which less delighted

Vhau terrified her with the new re-

sponsibility she had incurred. Rut
love so honest—so generous—so in-

tense—dazzled and bewildered, and
carried her whole soul away. Cer-

tainly at that hour she felt no regret

—no thought but that one in whom
she had so long recognised something
nobler than is found in the com-
mon world—was thus happy and
thus made happy hy a word— a

look from her! Such a thought
is woman's dearest triumph,— pud
one so thoroughly unselfish— so
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yielding and so soft—could not be

insensible to the rapture she had

caused.
" And oh ! " said Maltravers, as he

clasped again and again the hand that

he believed he had won for ever,

" now. at length, have I learned how
beautiful is life ! For this—for this

I have -been reserved ? Heaven is

merciful to me—and the waking world

is brighter than all my dreams?"

He ceased abruptly. At that in-

stant they were once more on the

terrace where he had first joined

Teresa—facing the wood—which was

divided by a slight and low palisade

from the spot where they stood. He
ceased abruptly, for his eyes encoun-

tered a terrible and ominous opposi-

tion—a form connected with dreary

associations of fate and woe. The
figure had raised itself upon a pile

of firewood on the other side the

fence, and hence it seemed almost

gigantic in its stature. It gazed upon
the pair with eyes that burned with a

preternatural blaze, and a voice which

Maltravers too well remembered
shrieked out,—"Love—love ! What

!

tlwu love again ? Where is the Dead ?

Ha !—ha ! Where is the Dead ?

"

Evelyn, startled by the words,

looked up, and clung in speechless

terror to Maltravers. He remained

rooted to the spot.

"Unhappy man," said he, at length,

and soothingly, " how came you

hither? Fly not, you are with

friends."

Frauds !
" said the maniac, with

a scornful laugh. " I know thee,

Ernest Maltravers,— I know thee: but

it is not thou who has locked me up
in darkness and in hell, side by side

with the mocking fiend ! Friends !

—

ah, but no friends shall catch me
nc>w ! I am free—I am free !—air

and wave are not more free !
" and

the madman laughed with horrible

glee. "She is fair— fair,'* he said,

abruptly checking himself, and with

a changed voice, " but not so fair aa

the Dead. Faithless that thou art

and yet she loved Uiee ! Woe to thee!

—woe—Maltravers, the perfidior.s

'

Woe to thee— and remorse—ami
shame !

"

" Fear not, Evelyn,— fear not,''

whispered Maltravers, gently, and
placing her behind han; "support
your courage—nothing shall harm
you."

Evelyn, though very pais va.

trembling from head to foot, retained

her senses. Maltravers advanced to-

wards the madman. But no sooner

did the quick eye of the last rerceive

the movement, than, with the fear

which belongs to that dread disease

—

the fear of losing liberty, he turned,

and, with a loud cry, fled into the

wood. Maltravers leaped over the

fence, and pursued him some way in

vain. The thick copses of the wood
snatched every trace of the fugitive

from his eye.

Breathless and exhausted, Mal-

travers returned to the spot where

he had left Evelyn. As he reached

it, he saw Teresa and her husband
approaching towards him, and Te-

resa's merry laugh Bounded clear and
musical in the racy air. The sound
appalled him—he hastened his steps

to Evelyn.

"Say nothing of what we have

seen to Madame de Montaigne, I be-

seech you," said he :
" I will explain

why hereafter."

Evelyn, too overcome to speak,

nodded her acquiescence. They joined

the Do Montaignes, and Maltravers

took the Frenchman aside.

But before he could address him,

De Montaigne said,

" Hush ! do not alarm my wife

—

she knows nothing—but I have just

beard, at Paris, that—that he has

escaped—you know whom I mean?''
" I do—he is at hand—send in

search of him !— I have seen him !

—

once more I have seen Castruccic

Cesarini I

"
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BOOK IX.

CHAPTER I.

a The privilege that statesmen ever claim.

Who private interest never yet pursued,

But still pretended 't was was for others* good.

* * *

From hence on every humourous wind that veer'd

With shifted sails a several course you steer'd."

—

Absalom and Achitophek, Part II.

Lord Varqbave had for more than a

fortnight remained at the inn at

M , too ill to be removed with

safety in a season so severe. Even
when at last, by easy stages, he reached

London, he was subjected to a relapse

;

and his recovery was slow and gradual.

Hitherto unused to sickness, he bore

his confinement with extreme impa-

tience ; and, against the commands of

his physician, insisted on continuing

to transact his official business, and

consult with his political friends in

his sick room ; for Lumley knew well,

that it is most pernicious to public

men to be considered failing in

health :—turkeys are not more unfeel-

ing to a sick brother, than politicians

to an ailing statesman : they give out

that his head is touched, and see

paralysis and epilepsy in every speech

and every despatch. The time, too,

nearly ripe for his great schemes,

made it doubly necessary that he

ghould exert himself, and prevent

being shelved with a plausible excuse

of tender compassion for his infirmi-

ties. As soon, therefore, as he learned

that Legard had left Paris, he thought

himself safe for awhile in that quarter,

and surrendered his thoughts wholly

to his ambitious projects. Perhaps,

too, with the susceptible vanity of a

middle-aged man, who has had his

bonnes fortunes, Lumley deemed, with

Rousseau, that a lover, pale and hag-

gard—just raised from the bed of

suffering — is more interesting to

friendship, than attractive to love.

He and Rousseau were, I believe, both

mistaken; but that is a matter of

opinion : they both thought very

cuursely of women,—one, from having

no sentiment, and the other, from

having a sentiment that was but a

disease. At length, just as Lumley
was sufficiently recovered to quit his

house—to appear at his office, and

declare that his illness had wonder-

fully improved his constitution,

—

intelligence from Paris, the more

startling from being wholly unex-

pected, reached him. From Caroline

he learned that Maltravers had pro-

posed to Evelyn, and been accepted.

From .Maltravers himself he heard the

b2
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confirmation of the news. The last

letter was short, but kind and manly.

He addressed Lord Vargrave as

Evelyn's guardian ; slightly alluded

to the Bcruples he had entertained,

till Lord Vargrave's suit was broken

off; and feeling the subject too deli-

cate for a letter, expressed a desire

to confei »>"ith Lumley respecting

Evelyn's wishes as to certain arrange-

ments in her property.

And for this was it that Lumley
had toiled ! for this had he visited

Lisle Court ! and for this had he been

stricken down to the bed of pain

!

Was it only to make his old rival the

purchaser, if he so pleased it, of the

possessions of his own family ? Lumley
thought at that moment less of Evelyn

than of Lisle Court. As he woke

from the stupor and the first fit of

rage into which these epistles cast

him, the recollection of the story he

had heard from Mr. Onslow flashed

across him. Were his suspicions true,

what a secret he would possess ! How
fate might yet befriend him ! Not a

moment was to be lost. Weak, suffer-

ing as he still was, he ordered his

carriage, and hastened down to Mrs.

Leslie.

In the interview that took place, he

was careful not to alarm her into

discretion. He managed the confe-

rence with his usual consummate

dexterity. He did not appear to

believe that there had been any

actual connexion between Alice and

the supposed Butler. He began by

simply asking whether Alice had

ever, in early life, been acquainted

with a person of that name, and when
residing in the neighbourhood of

* * * 1 The change of countenance

—the surprised start of Mrs. Lessie

—

eonvinced him that his suspicions

were true.

" And why do you ask, my lord ]
"

Baid the old lady. " Is it to ascertain

this point that you have done me the

honour to visit me ?

"

" Not exactly, my dear madam,
said Lumley, smiling. " But I am
going to C * * * * on business ; and
besides, that I wished to give an
account of your health to Evelyn,

whom I shall shortly see at Paris, I

certainly did desire to know whether

it would be any gratification to Lady
Vargrave, for whom I have the deepest

regard, to renew her acquaintance

with the said Mr. Butler !

"

" What does your lordship know of

him \—What is he 1—who is he 1

"

" Ah, my dear lady, you turn the

tables on me, I see—for my one ques-

tion you would give me fifty. But,

seriously, before I answer you, you

must tell me whether Lady Vargrave

does know a gentleman of that name

;

yet, indeed, to save trouble, I may as

well inform you, that I know it was

under that name that she resided at

C * * * *, when my poor uncle first

made her acquaintance. What I ought

to ask, is this,—supposing Mr. Butler

be still alive, and a gentleman of

character and fortune, would it please

Lady Vargrave to meet with him once

more ]

"

" I cannot tell you," said Mrs. Leslie,

sinking back in her chair, much
embarrassed.

"Enough, I shall not stir further

in the matter. Glad to see you look-

ing so well. Fine place—beautiful

trees. Any commands at C * * * *, or

any message for Evelyn 1"

Lumley rose to depart.

" Stay," said Mrs. Leslie, recalling

all the pining, restless, untiring love

that Lady Vargrave had manifested

towards the lost, and feeling that she

ought not to sacrifice to slight scru-

ples the Aiance of happiness for her

friend's future years,—" stay— I think

this question you should address to

Lady Vargrave, or shall I >

"

• As you will—perhaps / had better

write. Good-day," and Vargrave

hurried away
He had satisfied himself, but ha
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had another yet to satisfy,—and that,

from certain reasons known but to

himself, without bringing the third

person in contact with Lady Var-

grave. On arriving at C * * * * he

wrote, therefore, to Lady Vargrave as

follows :

—

" My Dear Friend,
" Do not think me impertinent or

intrusive—but you know me too well

for that. A gentleman of the name
of Butler is exceedingly anxious to

ascertain ifyou once lived near * * * *,

in a pretty little cottage,—Dove, or

Dale, or Dell Cottage (some such

appellation),—and if you remember a

person of his name ?—Should you care

to give a reply to these queries, send

me a line addressed to London, which

I shall get on my way to Paris.

" Yours most truly,

" Vargrave."

As soon as he had concluded, and
despatched this letter, Vargrave wrote

to Mr. Winsley as follows :

—

" My dear Sir,

"I am so unwell, as to be unable to

call on you, or even to see any one,

however agreeable (nay, the more
agreeable the more exciting

!
) I

hope, however, to renew our personal

acquaintance before quitting C * * * *.

Meanwhile, oblige me with a line to

say if I did not understand you to

signify that you could, if necessary,

prove that Lady Vargrave once resided

in this town as Mrs. Butler, a very

short time before she married my
uncle, under the name of Cameron, in

Devonshire ; and had she not also at

that time a little girl—an infant, or

nearly so,—who must necessarily be

the young lady who is my uncle's

heiress, Miss Evelyn Cameron ? My
reason for thus troubling you is

obvious. As Miss Cameron's guardian,

I have very shortly to wind up certain

affairs connected with my uncle's will;

and, what is more, there is some

property bequeathed by the late Mr.

Butler, which may make it necessary

to prove identity.

" Truly yours,
" Vargrave.''

The answer to the latter communi-
cation ran thus :

—

" Mr Lord,
" I am very sorry to hear your lord-

ship is so unwell, and will pay my
respects to-morrow. I certainly can

swear that the present Lady Vargrave
was the Mrs. Butler who resided at

C * * * *, and taught music. And as

the child with her was of the same
sex, and about the same age, as Miss

Cameron, there can, I should think,

be no difficulty in establishing the

identity between that young lady and
the child Lady Vargrave had by her

first husband, Mr. Butler; but of this,

of course, I cannot speak.
" I have the honour,

"&c. &c."

The next morning Vargrave des-

patched a note to Mr. Winsley, saying

that his health required him to return

to town immediately,—and to town,

in fact, he hastened. The day after

his arrival, he received, in a hurried

hand—strangely blurred and blotted,

perhaps by tears,—this short letter :—

" For Heaven's sake, tell me what

you mean ! Yes—yes,—I did once

reside at Dale Cottage—I did know
one of the name of Butler! Has he

discovered the name / bear 1 Where
is he ? I implore you to write, or let

me see you before you leave England

!

" Alice Vargrave."

Lumley smiled triumphantly when
he read, and carefully put up, this

letter.

" I must now amuse and put her off

—at all events for the present."

In answer to Lady Vargrave's

letter, he wrote a few lines to say,

that he had only heard through a

third person (a lawyer) of a Mr. Butler
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residing somewhere abroad, who had

wished these inquiries to be made

—

that he believed it only related to

some disposition of property—that,

perhnps, the Mr. Butler who made the

inquiry was heir to the Mr. Butler

she had known—that he could learn

nothing else at present, as the purport

of her reply must be sent abroad ; the

lawyer would or could say nothing

more—that directly he received a

further communication it should be

despatches to her—that he was most
affectionately and most truly hers.

The rest of that morning Vargrave

devoted to Lord Saxingham and his

allies ; and declaring, and believing,

that he should not be long absent at

Paris, he took an early dinner, and

was about once more to commit him
self to the risks of travel, when, as he

crossed the hall, Mr. Douce came
hastily upon him.

" My lord—my lord—I must have

a word with your 1-1-lordship ;—you

are going to—that is
—

" (and the little

man looked frightened) "you intend

to -to go to—that is—ab-ab-ab
"

"Not abscond, Mr. Douce—come
into the library : I am in a great

hurry, but I have always time for you

—what 's the matter 1

"

" Why, then, my lord,— I— I have

Heard nothing m-m-more from your

lordship about the pur-pur
"

" Purchase 1— I am going to Paris,

to settle all particulars with Miss

Cameron , tell the lawyers so."

" May—may— we draw out the

money to—to—show—that—that we

are in earnest? otherwise I fear—that
is, I suspect—I mean I know, that

Colonel Maltravers will be off the

bargain."
" Why, Mr. Douce, really I must

just see my ward first ! but you shall

hear from me in a day or two ;—and
the ten thousand pounds I owe you !"

" Yes, indeed, the ten—ten—ten

—

my partner is very
"

" Anxious for it, no doubt !—my
compliments to him—God bless you !

—take care of yourself—must be off

to save the packet ;" and Vargrave

hurried away, muttering " Heaven
sends money, and the devil sends

duns
!"

Douce gasped like a fish for breath,

as his eyes followed the rapid steps of

Vargrave ; and there was an angry

scowl of disappointment on bis small

features. Lumley, by this time, seated

in his carriage, and wrapped up in'his

cloak, had forgotten the creditor's

existence, and whispered to his aristo-

cratic secretary, as he bent his head

out of the carriage window, * I have

told Lord Saxingham to despatch you

to me, if there is any—the least—
necessity for me in London. I leave

you behind, Howard, because, your

sister being at court, and your cousin

with our notable premier, you will find

out every change in the wind—you
understand. And I say, Howard

—

don't think I forget your kindness !

—

you know that no man ever served me
in vain !—Oh, there 's that horrid little

Douce behind you !—tell them to

drive on !

"
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CHAPTER II.

* * "Heard you that?

What prodigy of horror is disclosing ?
"—Liluj : Fatal Curiosity.

The unhappy companion of Cesarini's

flight was soon discovered and recap-

tured ; but all search for Cesarini

himself proved ineffectual, not only

in the neighbourhood of St. Cloud,

but in the surrounding country and

in Paris. The only comfort was in

thinking that his watch would at

least preserve him for some time

from the horrors of want ; and that,

by the sale of the trinket, he might

be traced. The police, too, were set

at work—the vigilant police of Paris !

Still day rolled on day, and no

tidings. The secret of the escape

was carefully concealed from Teresa
;

and public cares were a sufficient

excuse for the gloom on De Mon-
taigne's brow.

Evelyn heard from Maltravers,

with mingled emotions of compas-

sion, grief, and awe, the gloomy tale

connected with the history of the

maniac. . She wept for the fate of

Florence—she shuddered at the curse

that had fallen on Cesarini ; and per-

haps Maltravers grew dearer to her

from the thought, that there was so

much in the memories of the past

that needed a comforter and a soother.

They returned to Paris, affianced

and plighted lovers ; and then it was

that Evelyn sought carefully and
resolutely to banish from her mind
all recollection, all regret, of the

absent Legard : she felt the solemnity

of the trust confided in her, and she

resolved that no thought of hers

should ever be of a nature to gall

the generous and tender spirit that

had confided its life of life to her

car*1 The influence of Maltravers

over her increased in their new »nd
more familiar position ; and yet still

it partook too much of veneration

—

too little of passion ; but that might
be her innocence and youth. Pe, at

least, was sensible of no want—she

had chosen him from the world ; and,

fastidious as he deemed himself, he

reposed, without a doubt, on the

security of her faith. None of those

presentiments which had haunted

him when first betrothed to Florenc 1

disturbed him now. The affection c
.'

one so young and so guileless, seemed

to bring back to him all his own
youth—we are ever young while the

young can love us ! Suddenly, too,

the world took, to his eyes, a brighter

and fairer aspect—Hope, born again,

reconciled him to his career, and to

his race ! The more he listened to

Evelyn, the more he watched every

evidence of her docile but generous

nature, the more he felt assured that

he had found, at last, a heart suited

to his own. Her beautiful serenity

of temper, cheerful, yet never fitful

or unquiet, gladdened him with its

insensible contagion. To be with

Evelyn, was like basking in the sun-

shine of some happy sky ! It was an

inexpressible charm to one wearied

with '• the hack sights and sounds"

of this jaded w>rld—to watch the

ever fresh and sparkling thoughts

and fancies which came from a sot"

so new to life ! It enchanted one,

painfully fastidious in what relates

to the true nobility of character,

that, however various the themes

discussed, no low or mean thought

ever sullied those beautiful lips.
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It was not the mere innocence of

inexperience, but the moral incap-

ability of guile, that charmed him
in the companion he had chosen on

his path to Eternity ! He was also

delighted to notice Evelyn's readiness

of resources : she had that faculty,

without which woman has no inde-

pendence from the world, no pledge

that dome-tic retirement will not

soon languish into wearisome mono-

tony—the faculty of making trifles

contribute to occupation or amuse-

ment ; she was easily pleased, and

yet she so soon reconciled herself to

disappointment. He felt, and chid

his own d ulness for not feeling it

before—that, young and surpassingly

lovely as she was, she required no

stimulant from the heated pursuits

and the hollow admiration of the

crowd.
" Such," thought he, " are the

natures that alone can preserve

through years the poetry of the first

passionate illusion— that can alone

render wedlock the seal that confirms

affection, and not the mocking cere-

monial that vainly consecrates its

grave
!

"

Maltravers, as we have seen, for-

mally wrote to Lumley some days

after their return to Paris. He would

have written also to Lady Yargrave
— but Evelyn thought it best to

prepare her mother by a letter from

herself.

Miss Cameron now wanted but a

few weeks to the age of eighteen, at

which she was to be the sole mistress

of her own destiny. On arriving at

that age, the marriage was to take

place. Valerie heard with sincere

delight of the new engagement her

friend had formed. She eagerly

Bought every opportunity to increase

her intimacy with Evelyn, who was

completely won by her graceful kind-

ness ;—the result of Valerie's exami-

nation was. that she did not wonder

at the passionate love of Maltravers.

but that her deep knowledge of the

human heart (that knowledge so re-

markable in the women of her

country !) made her doubt how far

it was adequately returned—how far

Evelyn deceived herself. Her first

satisfaction became mingled with

anxiety, and she relied more for

the future felicity of her friend on
Evelyn's purity of thought and gene-

ral tenderness of heart, than en the

exclusiveness and ardour of her love.

Alas ! few at eighteen are not too

young for the irrevocable step—and
Evelyn was younger than her years !

One evening, at Madame de Venta-
dour's, Maltravers asked Evelyn if

she had yet heard from Lady Var-

grave. Evelyn expressed her surprise

that she had not, and the conversa-

tion fell, as was natural, upon Lady
Yargrave herself. " Is she as fond

of music as you are?" asked Mal-

travers.

" Yes, indeed, I think so—and of

the songs of a certain person in par-

ticular ; they always had for her an
indescribable charm. Often have I

heard her say, that to read your
writings was like talking to an early

friend. Your name and genius

seemed to make her solitary con-

nexion with the great world. Nay
—but you will not be angryr— I half

think it was her enthusiasm, so

strange and rare, that first taught

me interest in yourself."

" I have a double reason, then, for

loving your mother." said Maltravers,

much pleased and flattered. " And
does she not like Italian music V

" Not much ; she prefers some
rather old-fashioned German airs,

very simple, but very touching."
" M y own early passion," said Mal-

travers, more and more interesteu.

" But there are, also, one or two

English songs which I have occa-

sionally, but very seldom, heard her

sing. One in especial affects her so

deeply, even when she plays the air,



ALICE; OK*, THE MYSTERIES. 24 S»

that I have always attached to it a

certain mysterious sanctity. I should

not like to sing it before a crowd ; but

to-morrow, when you call on me, and

we are alone
"

" Ah, to-morrow I will not fail to

remind you."

Their conversation ceased ;
yet,

somehow or other, that night when
he retired to rest, the recollection of

it haunted Maltravers. He felt a

vague, unaccountable curiosity re-

specting this secluded and solitary

mother ; all concerning her early fate

seemed so wrapt in mystery. Cleve-

land, in reply to his letter, had

informed him that all inquiries

respecting the birth and first mar-

riage of Lady Vargrave had failed.

Evelyn evidently knew but little of

either, and he felt a certain delicacy

in pressing questions which might

be ascribed to the inquisitiveness

of a vulgar family pride. Moreover,

lovers have so much to say to each

other, that he had not yet found time

to talk at length to Evelyn about

third persons. He slept ill that night

—dark and boding dreams disturbed

his slumber. He rose late and de-

jected by presentiments he could

not master : his morning meal was

scarcely over, and he had already

taken his hat to go to Evelyn's for

comfort and sunshine, when the door

opened, and he was surprised by the

entrance of Lord Vargrave.

Lumley seated himself with a

formal gravity very unusual to him

;

and, as if anxious to wave unneces-

sary explanations, began as follows,

with a serious and impressive voice

and aspect :

—

" Maltravers, of late years we have

Deen estranged from each other ; I

do not presume to dictate to you

your friendships or your dislikes.

Why this estrangement has hap-

pened, you alone can determine.

Foi my part, I am conscious of no

offence ; that which I was I am still.

It is you who have changed. Whether
it be the difference of our political

opinions, or any other and more
secret cause, I know not. I lament,

but it is now too late to attempt to

remove it. If you suspect mc of

ever seeking, or even wishing, to sow

dissension between yourself and my
ill-fated cousin, now no more, you
are mistaken. I ever sought the

happiness and the union of you

both. And yet, Maltravers, you then

came between me and an early and
cherished dream. But I suffered in

silence ; my course was at least dis-

interested, perhaps generous : let it

pass. A second time you cross my
path—you win from me a heart I

had long learned to consider mine.

You have no scruple of early friend-

ship — you have no forbearance

towards acknowledged and affianced

ties. You are my rival with Evelyn

Cameron, and your suit has pros-

pered."
" Vargrave," said Maltravers, " you

have spoken frankly ; and I will reply

with an equal candour. A difference

of tastes, tempers, and opinions, led

us long since into opposite paths. I

am one who cannot disunite public

morality from private virtue. From
motives best known to you, but which

I say openly I hold to have been those

of interest or ambition,—you did not

change your opinions (there is no sin

in that), but retaining them in pri-

vate, professed others in public, and
played with the destinies of mankind,

as if they were but counters, to mark
a mercenary game. This led me to

examine your character with more
searching eyes ; and I found it one I

could no longer trust. With respect

to the Dead—let the pall drop over

that early grave—I acquit you of all

blame. He who sinned has suffered

more than would atone the crime

!

You charge me with my love to

Evelyn. Pardon me, but I seduced

uo affection, I have broken no tie 1
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Not till slie was free, in heart and in

hand, to choose between us, did I

hint at love. Let me think, that a

way may be found to soften one por-

tion at least of the disappointment

you cannot but feel acutely."

" Stay ! " said Lord Vargrave (who.

plunged in a gloomy revery, had

Bcarcely seemed to hear the last few

sentences of his rival) ;
" stay, Mal-

traver3. Speak not of love to Evelyn !

—a horrible foreboding tells me that,

a few hours hence, you would rather

pluck ^ut your tongue by the roots,

than vuple the words of love with

the thought of that unfortunate girl

!

Oh, if I were vindictive, what awful

triumph would await me now ! What
retaliation on your harsh judgment,

your cold contempt, your momen-
tary and wretched victory over me !

Heaven is my witness, that my only

sentiment is that of terror and woe !

Maltravers, in your earliest youth, did

you form connexion with one whom
they called Alice Darvil?"

" Alice !—merciful Heaven ! what

of her?"
" Did you never know that the

Christian name of Evelyn's mother

is Alice ?"

" I never asked—I never knew
;

but it is a common name," faltered

Maltravers.
" Listen to me," resumed Var-

grave :
" with Alice Darvil you lived

in the neighbourhood of ****, did

you not?"
" Go on—go on !"

" You took the name of Butler

—

by that name Alice Darvil was after-

wards known in the town in which my
uncle resided—(there are t^aps in the

history that I canr. i A my own
knowledge fill up)—she taught music

—my uncle became enamoured of

her—but he was vain and worldly.

She removed into Devonshire, and he

married her there, under the name of

Cameron, by which name he hoped

to conceal from the world the low-

ness of her origin, and the humble
calling she had followed. Hold

!

do not interrupt me. Alice had one

daughter, as was supposed, by a former

marriage—that daughter was the off-

spring of him whose name she bore

—

yes, of the false Butler! — that

daughter is Evelyn Cameron !

"

" Liar !—devil !
" cried Maltravers.

springing to his feet, as if a shot

had pierced his heart. " Proofs

—

proofs
!

"

" Will these suffice ? " said Var-
grave : as he drew forth the letters of

Winsley and Lady Vargrave. Mal-

travers took them, but it was some
moments before he could dare to

read. He supported himself with

difficulty from falling to the ground
;

there was a gurgle in his throat,

like the sound of the death-rattle

:

at last he read, and dropped the

letters from his hand.
" Wait me here," he said, very

faintly*, and moved mechanically to

the door.

" Hold !

" said Lord Vargrave,

laying his hand upon Ernest's arm.
" Listen to me for Evelyn's sake—for

her mother's. You are about to seek

Evelyn—be it so ! I know that you
possess the godlike gift of self-con-

trol. You will not suffer her to

learn that her mother has done that

which dishonours alike mother and
child ? You will not consummate
your wrong to Alice Darvil, by rob-

bing her of the fruit of a life of

penitence and remorse ? You will not

unveil her shame to her own daugh-

ter ? Convince yourself, and master
yourself while you do so !

"

" Fear me not," said Maltravers,

with a terrible smile ;
" I will not

afflict my conscience with a double

curse. As I have sowed, so must I

reap. Wait me here !

"
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CHAPTER III.

* * * '* Misery,

That gathers force each moment as it rolls.

And must, at last, o'erwhelm me "

—

Lillo ; fatal Curiositp.

Maltrayers found Evelyn alone ; she

turned towards him with her usual

sweet smile of welcome ; but the

smile vanished at once, as her eyes

met his changed and working counte-

nance ; cold drops stood upon the

rigid and marble brow—the lips

writhed as if in bodily torture—the

muscles of the face had fallen, and
there was a wildnesa which appalled

her in the fixed and feverish bright-

ness of the eyes.

" You are ill, Ernest,—dear Ernest,

you are ill,—your look freezes me !

"

" Nay, Evelyn,'* said Maltravers,

recovering himself by one of those

efforts of which men who have

suffered without sympathy are alone

capable ;
—

" nay, I am better now ; I

have been ill—very ill—but I am
better

!

"

" 111 ! and I not to know of it!"

She attempted to take his hand as she

spoke. Maltravers recoiled.

"It is fire !— it burns !—avaunt !

"

he cried, frantically. " Oh Heaven

!

spare me, spare me !

"

Evelyn wTas now seriously alarmed

;

she gazed on him with the tenderest

compassion. Was this one of those

moody and overwhelming paroxysms
to which it had been whispered

abroad that he was subject 1 Strange

as it may seem, despite her terror, he

was dearer to her in that hour—as

she believed, of gloom and darkness

—than in all the glory of his majestic

intellect, or all the blandishments of

his soft address.

" What has happened to you 1 " she

said, approaching him again ;
" have

you seen Lord Vargrave] I know
that he has arrived, for his servant

has been here to say so; has he
uttered any thing to distress you ] or

has " (she added falteringly and
timidly)—" has poor Evelyn offended

you ? Speak to me,—only speak !

"

Maltravers turned, and his face was
now calm and serene : save by its

extreme and almost ghastly paleness,

no trace of the hell within him could

be discovered.

" Pardon me," said he, gently, " I

know not this morning what I say or

do ; think not of it—think not of me
—it will pass away when I hear your
voice."

" Shall I sing to you the words
I spoke of last night 1—see, I have
them ready—I know them by heart

;

but I thought you might like to read

them, they are so full of simple but

deep feeling."

Maltravers took the song from her

hands, and bent over the paper; at

first, the letters seemed dim and in-

distinct, for there was a mist before

his eyes ; but at last a chord of

memory was struck—he recalled the

words : they were some of those he
had composed for Alice in the first

days of their delicious intercourse

—

links of the golden chain, iu which he

had sought to bind the spirit of

knowledge to that of love.

" And from whom," said he, in a

faint voice, as he calmly put down the

verses,—"from whom didyour mother
learn these words 1

"

" I know not ; some dear friend,

years ago, composed, and gave them
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to her. It must have been one very

dear to her, to judge by the effect

they still produce."
" Think you," said Maltravers, in a

hollow voice—" think you it was
TOUR FATHER?"

" My father !—she never speaks of

him !—I have been early taught to

shun all allusion to his memory. My
father !—it is probable—yes ! it may
have been my father ; whom else

could she have lOved so fondly?"

There was a long silence; Evelyn
was the first to break it.

" I have heard from my mother,

to-day, Ernest : her letter alarms me
—I scarce know why !

"

* Ay !—and how— "

" It is hurried and incoherent

—

almost wild : she says she has learned

some intelligence that has unsettled

and unstrung her mind : she has re-

quested me to inquire if any one I am
acquainted with has heard of, or met
abroad, some person of the name of

Butler. You start !—have you known
one of that name ?

"

" I !—did your mother never allude

to that name before ?

"

" Never!—and yet, once I remem-
ber
—

"

"What?"
" That T was reading an account in

the papers of the sudden death of

some Mr. Butler ; and her agitation

made a powerful and strange impres-

sion upon me—in fact, she fainted,

and seemed almost delirious when
she recovered; she would not rest till

I had completed the account, and
when I came to the particulars of his

age, &c. (he was old, I think) she

clasped her hands, and wept; but
they seemed tears of joy. The name
is so common—whom, of that name
have you known?"

ft is no matter! Is that your
mother's letter?—is that her hand-
writing ?

"

" Yes ;

" and Evelyn gave the letter

V> Maltravers. He glanced over the

characters ; he had once or twice

seen Lady Vargrave's handwriting
before, and had recognised no like-

ness between that handwriting and
such early specimens of Alice's art a«

he had witnessed so many years ago
,

but now, "trifles light as air" had
grown " confirmation strong as proof

of Holy Writ,"—he thought he de-

tected Alice in every line of the

hurried and blotted scroll ; and when
his eye rested on the words—" Your
affectionate mother, Alice! " his blood

curdled in his veins.

" It is strange ! " said he, still strug-

gling for selfcomposure; " strange

that I never thought of asking her

name before :—Alice ! her name is

1 Alice ?

"

" A sweet name, is it not ? it accords

so well with her simple character

—

how you would love her !

"

As she said this, Evelyn turned to

Maltravers with enthusiasm, and again

she was startled by his aspect; for

again it was haggard, distorted, and
convulsed.

" Oh ! if you love me," she cried,

" do send immediately for advice !

—

And yet, is it illness, Ernest, or is it

some grief that you hide from me?"
" It is illness, Evelyn," said Mal-

travers, rising ; and his knees knocked

together. " I am not fit even for

your companionship—I will go home.''

"And send instantly for advice?"
" Ay ! it waits me there already."

" Thank Heaven ! and you will

write to me—one little word—to re-

lieve me ? I am so uneasy !

"

" I will write to you."
" This evening ?

"

"Ay!"
" Now go- I will not detain you."

He walked slowly to the door, but

when he reached it he turned, and
catching her anxious gaze, he opened

his arms ; overpowered with strange

fear and affectionate sympathy, she

burst into passionate tears
;
and, sur-

prised out of the timidity and reserv«
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which had hitherto characterised her

pure and meek attachment to him,

she fell on his breast, and sobbed

aloud. Maltravers raised his hands,

and, placing them solemnly on her
j

young head, his lips muttered as if in

prayer. He paused, and strained her

to his heart ;—but he shunned that

parting kiss, which, hitherto, he had

so fondly sought. That embrace was

one of agony, and not of rapture ;

—

and yet Evelyn dreamt not that he

designed it for tha last

!

Maltravers re-entered the room in i

which he had left Lord Vargrave,
j

who still awaited his return.

He walked up to Lumley and held

out his hand. " You have saved me
j

from a dreadful crime—from an ever-

lasting remorse—I thank you !"

Hardened and frigid as bis nature

was, Lumley was touched ; the move-
ment of Maltravers took him by sur-

prise. " It has been a dreadful duty,

Ernest," said he, pressing the hand he

held ;
" but to come, too, from me—

your rival
!

"

"Proceed—proceed, I pray you

—

explain all this—Yet explanation .'-

—

what do I want to know]—Evelyn is

my daughter— Alice's child! For
Heaven's sake, give me hope,— say it

is not so—say that she is Alice's child,

but not mine/ Father, father!—and
they call it a holy name—it is a hor-

rible one
!

"

" Compose yourself my dear friend :

recollect what you have escaped

!

You will recover this shock ;—time

—

>avel
"

" Peace, man,—peace ! Now then
I am calm ! When Alice left me she

had no child. I knew not that she

bore within her the pledge of our ill-

omened and erring love. Verily, the

sins of my youth have risen against

me ; and the curse has come home to

roost!"
" I cannot explain to you all

details."

"But why not have told me of

this] Why not have warned me

—

why not have said to me, when my
heart could have been satisfied by so

sweet a tie— ' Thou hast a daughter

—

thou art not desolate ]
' Why reserve

the knowledge of the blessing until it

has turned to poison] Fiend that

you are ! you have waited this hour

to gloat over the agony from which, a

word from you—a year, nay, a month
ago—a little month ago,—might have
saved me and her '

"

Maltravers, as he spoke, approached

Vargrave, with eyes sparkling with

fierce passion ; his hand clenched, hia

form dilated, the veins on his forehead

swelled like cords. Lumley, brave

as he was, recoiled.

" I knew not of this secret," said he,

deprecatingly, " till a few days before

I came hither ; and I came hither at

once to disclose it to you. Will you
listen to me] I knew that my uncle

had married a person much beneath

him in rank ; but he was guarded and
cautious, and I knew no more, except

that by a first husband that lady had
one daughter,—Evelyn. A chain of

accidents suddenly acquainted me
with the rest." Here Vargrave pretty

faithfully repeated what he had
learned from the brewer at C* * * * *,

and from Mr. Onslow ; but when he

came to the tacit confirmation of all

his suspicions, received from Mrs.

Leslie, he greatly exaggerated, and
greatly distorted the account. "Judge,
then," concluded Lumley, " of the

horror with which I heard that you
had declared an attachment to

Evelyn, and that it was returned.

Ill as I was, I hastened hither : you
know the rest:—are you satisfied]"

" I will go to Alice !—I will learn

from her own lips—yet how can I

meet her again ] How say to her, ' I

ha,r
£ taken from thee thy last hope

—

I hare broken thy child's heart]'"
" Forgive me, but I should confess

to j ku, that, from all I can learn from
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Mrs. Leslie, Lady Yargrave has but

one prayer—one hope in life—that

she may never again meet with her

betrayer. You may, indeed, in her

own letter, perceive how much she is

Serrified by the thought of your dis-

covering her. She has, at length,

recovered peace of mind, and tran-

quillity of conscience. She shrinks

with dread from the prospect of ever

again encountering one once so dear,

now associated in her mind with re-

collections of guilt and sorrow. More
than this, she is sensitively alive to

the fear of shame, the dread of detec-

ti( n. If ever her daughter were to

know her sin, it would be to her as

a death-blow. Yet, in her nervous

state of health, her ever quick and
uncontrollable feelings, if you were to

meet her, she would disguise nothing,

conceal nothing. The veil would be

torn aside ;—the menials in her own
house would tell the tale, and curiosity

circulate, and scandal blacken, the

story of her early errors. No, Mal-

travers, at least wait awhile before you

see hei ; wait till her mind can be

prepared for such an interview, till

precautions can be taken, till you

yourself are in a calmer state of mind."

Maltravers fixed his piercing eyes

on Lumley while he thus spoke, and
listened in deep attention.

"It matters not," said he, after a

long pause, " whether these be your

real reasons for wishing to defer or

prevent a meeting between Alice and
myself. The affliction that has come
upon me bursts with too clear and

scorching a blaze of light, for me to

see any chance of escape or mitiga-

tion. Even if Evelyn were the

daughter of Alice by another, she

would be for ever separated from me.

—The mother and the child ! there is

a kind of incest even in that thought

!

But such an alleviation of my anguish

is forbidden to my reason. No, poor

Alice, 1 will not disturb the repose

thou hast won at last ! Thou shalt

never have the grief to know that out

error has brought upon thy lover so

black a doom ! All is over ! thfc

world never shall find me again.

Nothing is left for me but the desert

and the grave
!

"

" Speak not so, Ernest," said Lord
Yargrave, soothingly • " a little while

and you will recover this blow : your
control over passion has, even in

youth, inspired me with admiration

and surprise; and now, in calmer

years, and with such incentives to

self-mastery, your triumph will come
sooner than you think. Evelyn, too,

is so young ; she has not known you
long; perhaps her love, after all, is

that caused by some mystic, but inno-

cent working of nature, and she

would rejoice to call you 'father.'

Happy years are yet in store for you."

Maltravers did not listen to these

vain and hollow consolations. "With

his head drooping on his bosom, his

whole form unnerved, the large tears

rolling unheeded down his cheeks, he

seemed the very picture of the broken-

hearted man, whom fate never again

could raise from despair. He—who
had, for years, so cased himself in

pride, on whose very front was en-

graved the victory over passion and
misfortune, whose step had trod the

earth in the royalty of the Con-

queror ;—the veriest slave that crawls

bore not a spirit more humbled,
fallen, or subdued ! He who had
looked with haughty eyes on the in-

firmities of others, who had dis-

dained to serve his race, because

of their human follies and partial

frailties

—

he even he—the Pharisee of

Genius—had but escaped by a chance,

and by the hand of the man he sus-

pected and despised, from a crime at

which nature herself recoils,—which

all law, social and divine, stigmatises

as inexpiable— which the sternest

imagination of the very heathen had

invented as the gloomiest catastrophe

that can befall the wisdom and th«
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pride of mortals! But one step farther,

and the fabulous (Edipus had not been

more accursed

!

Such thoughts as these, unformed,

confused, but strong enough to bow
him to the dust, passed through the

mind of this wretched man. He had

been familiar with grief, he had been

dull to enjoyment ; sad and bitter

memories had consumed his man-
hood ; but pride had been left him
still ! and he had dared in his secret

heart to say, " I can defy Fate ! " Now
the bolt had fallen—Pride was shat-

tered into fragments—Self-abasement

was his companion—Shame sate upon
his prostrate soul. The Future had

no hope left in store. Nothing was

left for him but to die !

Lord Vargrave gazed at him in

real pain, in sincere compassion ; for

his nature, wily, deceitful, perfidious,

though it was, had cruelty only so far

as was necessary to the unrelenting

execution of his schemes. No pity

could swerve him from a purpose; but

he had enough of the man within

him to feel pity not the less, even for

his own victim ! At length Maltravers

lifted his head, and waved his band
gently to Lord Vargrave.

" All is now explained," said he, in

a feeble voice ;
" our interview is

over. I must be alone; I have yet to

collect my '•"•uton, to commune calmly

and deliberately with myself;—

I

have to write to her—to invent—to

lie— I, who believed I could never
never utter, even to an enemy, what
was false ! And I must not soften the

blow to her. I must not utter a word
of love—love, it is incest ! I must
endeavour brutally to crush out the

very affection I created ! She must
hate me—oh, teach her to hate me

!

—Blacken my name, traduce my
motives,—let her believe them levity

or perfidy, what you will. So will she
forget me the sooner; so will she the

easier bear the sorrow which the

father brings upon the child. And
she has not sinned ! 0, Heaven, the

sin was mine ! Let my punishment
be a sacrifice that thou wilt accept for

her?"

Lord Vargrave attempted again to

console ; but this time the words
died upon his lips. His arts failed

him. Maltravers turned impatiently

away, and pointed to the door.
" I will see you again," said he,

" before I quit Paris : leave your ad-

dress below."

Vargrave was not, perhaps, unwil-

ling to terminate a scene so painful

:

he muttered a few incoherent words,

and abruptly withdrew. He heaH
the door locked behind him as he de-

parted. Ernest Maltravers was alon»
'

—what a solitude!
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CHAPTER IV.

Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing
To what I shall unfold."—Hamlet.

LETTER FROM ERNEST MALTRAVEr.8 TO
EVELYN CAMERON.

" Evelyn !

" All that you have read of faith-

lessness and perfidy will seem tame
to you when compared with that con-

duct which you are doomed to meet
from me. We must part, and for

ever. We have seen each other for

the last time. It is bootless even to

ask the cause. Believe that I am
fickle, false, heartless—that a whini

has changed me, if you will. My re-

solve is unalterable. We meet no

more, even as friends. I do not ask

you either to forgive or to remember
me. Look on me as one wholly unwor-

thy even of resentment ! Do not think

that I write this in madness, or in

fever, or excitement. Judge me not

by my seeming illness this morning.

I invent no excuse, no extenuation for

my broken faith and perjure 1 vows.

Calmly, coldly, and deliberately 1

write : and thus writing, I renounce

your love.

" This language is wanton cruelty

— it is fiendish insult—is it not,

Evelyn ? Am I not a villain .' Are

you not grateful for your escape ? Do
you not look on the past with a

shudder at the precipice on which

you stood ?

" I have done with this subject, I

turn to another. We are parted,

Evel^, and forever. Do nut fancy —I
repeat, do not fancy that there is any

error, any strange infatuation on my
inind, that there is any possibility

that the sentence can be annulled.

I It were almost easier to call the dead

I
from the grave than bring us again

J

together, as we were and as we hoped
to be. Now that you are convinced
of that truth, learn, as soon as you
have recovered the first shock of

knowing how much wickedness there

is on earth—learn to turn to the

future for happier and more suitable

ties than those you could have formed
with me. You are veryr young—in

youth our first impressions are lively

but evanescent— you will wonder
hereafter at having fancied you loved

me. Another and a faiuer image
will replace mine. This is what I

desire and pray for. As soon as I
learn that you love another, that you
are wedded to another, I will rea^h

//car in the world ; till then, I am «
wanderer and an exile. Your hand
alone can efface from my bruiu die

brand of Cain ! When I am gone,

Lord Vaigrave will probably renew
his suit. 1 would rathei you married

one of your own years —one whom
you could love fondly—one who would
chase away every remembrance of the

wretch who now forsakes you. But
perhaps I have mistaken Lord Tar-

grave's character—perhaps he may
be worthier of you than 1 deemed (1

who set up for the censor of other

men !)—perhaps he may both win and
deserve your affection.

"Evelyn, farewell—God, who tem-
pers the wind to the shorn lamb, will

watch over you !

"Ernest Mai.t::a\f.rs."
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CHAPTER V.

1 Our act9 our angels are, or good or ill,

The fatal shadows that walk by us still."

—

John Fletchbr.

The next morning came ; the car-

riage was at the door of Maltravers, to

bear him away he cared not whither.

Where could he fly from memory]
He had just despatched the letter

to Evelyn—a letter studiously written

for the object of destroying all the

affection to which he had so fondly

looked as the last charm of life. He
was now only waiting for Yargrave,

to whom he had sent, and who has-

tened to obey the summons.
When Lumley arrived, he was

shocked at the alteration which a

single night had effected in the ap-

pearance of Maltravers ; but he was

surprised and relieved to find him
calm and self-possessed.

"Vargrave," said Maltravers, "what-

ever our past coldness, henceforth I

owe to you an eternal gratitude; and
henceforth this awful secret makes
between us an indissoluble bond. If

I have understood you rightly, neither

Alice nor other living being than

yourself know that in me, Ernest

Maltravers, stands the guilty oly'ect

of Alice's first love. Let that secret

still be kept; relieve Alice's mind
from the apprehension of learning

that the man who betrayed her yet

lives : he will not live long ! I leave

time and method of explanation to

your own judgment and acuteness.

Now for Evelyn." Here Maltravers

stated generally the tone of the letter

•he had written. Vargrave listened

.thoughtfully.

ltravers," said he, " it is right

to try first the effect of your letter.

But if it fail—if it onlv serve to in-

No. 215.

flame the imagination and excite thi

interest—if Evelyn still continue to

love you—if that love preys upon her

—if it should undermine health and
spirit—if it should destroy her?"

Maltravers groaned. Lumley pro-

ceeded, " I say this not to wound you,

but to provide against all circum-

stances. I too have spent the night

in revolving what is best to be done
in such a case ; and this is the plan I

have formed. Let us, if need be.

tell the truth to Evelyn, robbing the

truth only of its shame. Xay, nay,

listen. Why not say that, under a

borrowed name, and in the romance
of e lrly youth, you knew and loved

Alice (though in innocence and ho-

nour) : your tender age—the differ-

ence of rank—forbade your union.

Her father, discovering your clandes-

tine correspondence, suddenly re-

moved her from the country, and
destroyed all clue for your inquiries.

You lost sight of each other—each

was taught to believe the other dead
Alice was compelled by her father to

marry Mr. Cameron; and, after his

death, her poverty and her love for

her only child induced her to accept

my uncle. You have now learned all

—have learned that Evelyn is the

daughter of your first love—the
daughter of one who adores you still,

and whose life your remembrance
has, for so many years, embittered.

Evelyn herself will at once compre-
hend all the scruples of a delicate

mind ;—Evelyn herself will recoil

from the thought of making the child

the rival to the mother. She will
a 17
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understand why you have flown from

her; she will sympathise with your

struggles ; she will recall the constant

melancholy of Alice ; she will hope

that the ancient love may be renewed,

md efface all grief; Generosity and

Duty alike will urge her to conquer

her own affection ! And hereafter,

when time has restored you both,

father and child may meet with such

sentiments as father and child may
own !

"

Maltravers was silent for some mi-

nutes ; at length he said abruptly,

"And you really loved her, Vargrave ?

—you love her still 1—your dearest

3are must be her welfare."

" It is !—indeed, it is
!

"

" Then I must trust to your discre-

tion; I can have no other confidant;

I myself am not fit to judge. My
mind is darkened—you may be right

—I think so."

"One word more—she may dis-

credit my tale if unsupported. Will

you write one line to me, to say that

I am authorised to reveal the secret,

and that it is known only to me ] I

will not use it unless I should think

it absolutely required."

Hastily and mechanically Mal-

travers wrote a few words to the effect

of what Lumley had suggested. " I

will inform you," he said to Vargrave
as he gave him the paper, " of what-

ever spot may become my asylum
;

and you can communicate to me all

that I dread and long to hear ; but

let no man know the refuge ol

despair
!

"

There was positively a tear in "V ar-

grave's cold eye ; the only tear that

had glistened there for many years

;

he paused irresolute, then advanced,

again halted, muttered to himself,

and turned aside.

" As for the world," Lumley re-

sumed, after a pause, "your engage-

ment has been public—some public

account of its breach must be in-

vented. You have always been con-

sidered a proud man ; we will say

that it was low birth on the side of

both mother and father (the last only

just discovered) that broke off the

alliance
!

"

Vargrave was talking to the deaf,

what cared Maltravers for the woiid ]

He hastened from the room, threw

himself into his carriage, and Var-

grave was left to plot, to hope, and to

aspire 1
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BOOK X.

CHAPTER I.

1 Quails ubi in lucem coluber

* * Mala gramina pastus." *

—

Virgo.

' Pars minima est ipsa puella sui." t

—

Ovid.

It would be superfluous, and, perhaps,

a sickening task, to detail at length

the mode and manner in which Yar-

grave coiled his snares round the

unfortunate girl whom his destiny

had marked out for his prey. He
was right in foreseeing that, after the

first amazement caused by the letter

of Maitravers, Evelyn would feel

resentment crushed beneath her cer-

tainty of his affection ; her incredulity

at his self-accusations, and her secret

conviction that some reverse, some
misfortune he was unwilling she

should share, was the occasion of his

farewell and flight. Vargrave there-

fore very soon communicated to

Evelyn the tale he had suggested to

Maitravers. He reminded her of the

habitual sorrow, the evidence of

which was so visible in Lady Var-

grave—of her indifference to the

pleasures of the world—of her sensi-

tive shrinking from all recurrence to

her early fate. " The secret of this,"

said he, " is in a youthful and most
fervent attachment; your mother loved

* As when a snake glides into light,

having fed on pernicious pastures
4 The girl ia the least part of himself.

a young stranger above her in rank,

who (his head being full of German
romance) was then roaming about the

country on pedestrian and adventu-

rous excursions, under the assumed
name of Butler. By him she was
most ardently beloved in return. Her
father, perhaps, suspected the rank of

her lover, and was fearful of her

honour being compromised. He was
a strange man, that father ! and I

know not his real character and
motives ! but be suddenly withdrew
his daughter from the suit and search

of her lover—they saw each other no
more ; her lover mourned her as one

dead. In process of time your mother
was constrained by her father to marry
Mr. Cameron, and was left a widow
with an only child—jourself : she was
poor—very poor! and her love and
anxiety for you at last induced her

to listen to the addresses of my late

uncle; for your sake she married again

—again death dissolved the tie ! But
still, unceasingly and faithfully, she re-

called that first love, the memory of

which darkened and embittered all

her life—and still she lived upon
the hope to meet with tin I

'
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again. At last, and most recently,

it was my fate to discover that the

object of this unconquerable affec-

tion lived—was still free in hand if

not in heart :—You behold the lover

of your mother in Ernest Maltravers

!

It devolved on me (an invidious—

a

reluctant duty) to inform Maltravers

of the identity of Lady Vargrave with

the Alice of his boyish passion ! to

prove to him her suffering, patient,

unsubdued affection ; to convince him
that the sole hope left to her in life

was that of one day or other beholding

him once again. You know Maltra-

vers—his high-wrought, sensitive,

noble character : he recoiled in terror

from the thought of making his love

to the daughter the last and bitterest

affliction to the mother he had so

loved ; knowing too how completely

that mother had entwined herself

round your affections, he shuddered

at the pain and self-reproach that

would be yours when you should

discover to whom you had been the

rival, and whose the fond hopes and

dreams that your fatal beauty had

destroyed. Tortured, despairing, and

half beside himself, he has fled from

this ill-omened passion, and in solitude

he now seeks to subdue that passion.

Touched by the woe, the grief, of the

Alice of his youth, it is his intention,

as soon as he can know you restored

to happiness and content, to hasten to

your mother, and offer his future

devotion as the fulfilment of former

vows. On you. and you alone, it

depends to restore Maltravers to the

world,—on you alone it depends to

bless theremainingyears of the mother

who so dearly loves you !

"

It may be easily conceived with

what sensations of wonder, compas-

sion, and dismay, Evelyn listened to

this tale, the progress of which her

exclamations—her sobs—often inter-

rupted. She would write instantly to

her mother—to Maltravers. Oh ! bow
gladly she could relinquish his suit 1

How cheerfully promise to rejoice in

that desertion which brought hap-

piness to the mother she had so

loved !

" Nay,"said Vargrave," your mother
must not know, till the intelligence

can be breathed by his lips, and soft-

ened by his protestations of returning

affection, that the mysterious object

of her early romance is that Maltra-

vers whose vows have been so lately

offered to her own child. Would not

such intelligence shock all pride, and

destroy all hope 1 How could she

then consent to the sacrifice which

Maltravers is prepared to make? No!
not till you are another's, not (to use

the words of Maltravers) till you are

a happy and beloved wife—must your

mother receive the returning homage
of Maltravers—not till then can she

know where that homage ha3 been

recently rendered—not till then, can

Maltravers feel justified in the atone-

ment he meditates. He is willing to

sacrifice himself—he trembles at the

thought of sacrificing you ! Say

nothing to your mother, till, from her

own lips, she tells you that she has

learned all."

Could Evelyn hesitate ? — could

Evelyn doubt 1 To allay the fears, to

fulfil the prayers of the man whose

conduct appeared so generous— to

restore him to peace and the world

—

above all, to pluck from the heart

of that beloved and gentle mother the

rankling dart— to shed happiness

over her fate—to reunite her with the

loved and lost ;—what sacrifice too

great for this ]

Ah ! why was Legard absent 1 Why
did she believe him capricious, light,

and false 1 Why had she shut her

softest thoughts from her soul! But

he— the true lover—was afar, and his

true love unknown ! and Vargrave,

the watchful serpent, waa at hand.

In a fatal hour, and in the transport

of that enthusiasm which inspires

alike our more rash and our mora
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sublime deeds—which makes us alike

dupes and martyrs—the enthusiasm

that tramples upon self, that forfeits

all things to a high-wrought zeal for

others, Evelyn consented to become
the wife of Vargrave ! Nor was she

at first sensible of the sacrifice—sen-

sible of any thing but the glow of

a noble spirit and an approving con-

science. Yes, thus, and thus alone,

did she obey both duties : that, which

she had well-nigh abandoned, to her

dead benefactor, and that to the living

mother. Afterwards came a dread

reaction ; and then, at last, that pas-

sive and sleep-like resignation, which

is Despair under a milder name. Yes
— such a lot had been predestined

from the first—in vain had she sought

to fly it : Fate had overtaken her, and
she must submit to the decree !

She was most anxious *hat the intel-

ligence of the new bond might be

transmitted instantly to Maltravers.

Vargrave promised, but took care not

to perform. He was too acute not to

know that, in so sudden a step, Eve-

lyn's motives would be apparent ; and
his own suit indelicate and ungene-

rous. He was desirous that Maltra-

vers should learn nothing till the vows
had been spoken, and the indissoluble

chain forged. Afraid to leave Eveljn,

even for a day, afraid to trust her

in England to an interview with her

mother,—he remained at Paris, and
hurried on all the requisite prepara-

tions. He sent to Douce, who came
in person, with the deeds necessary for

the transfer of the money for the

purchase of Lisle Court, which was
now to be immediately completed.

The money was to be lodged in Mr.
Douce's bank till the lawyers had con-

cluded their operations ; and in a few

weeks, when Evelyn had attained the

allotted age, Vargrave trusted to see

himself lord alike of the betrothed

bride, and the hereditary lands, of the

crushed Maltravers. He refrained

from stating to Evelyn who was the

present proprietor of the estate to

become hers ; he foresaw all the objec-

tions she would form ;—and, indeed,

she was unable to think, to talk, of

such matters. One favour she had

asked, and it had been granted : that

she was to be left unmolested to her

solitude, till the fatal day. Shut up

in her lonely room, condemned not to

confide her thoughts :—to seek for

sympathy even in her mother,— the

poor girl in vain endeavoured to keep

up to the tenour of her first enthu-

siasm, and reconcile herself to a step,

which, however, she was heroine

enough not to retract or to repent,

even while she recoiled from its con-

templation.

Lady Doltimore, amazed at what
had passed ; at the flight of Maltra-

vers ; the success of Lumley—unable

to account for it, to extort explanation

from Vargrave or from Evelyn, was
distracted by the fear of some villanous

deceit which she could not fathom :

—

To escape, herself, she plunged yet

more eagerly into the gay vortex.

Vargrave, suspicious, and fearful of

trusting to what she might say in her

nervous and excited temper, if removed
from his watchful eye, deemed himself

compelled to hover round her. Hia
manner, his conduct, were most
guarded : but Caroline herself, jealous,

irritated, unsettled, evinced at times

a right both to familiarity and anger,

which drew upon her and himself the

sly vigilance of slander. Meanwhile
Lord Doltimore, though too cold and
proud openly to notice what passed

around him, seemed disturbed and
anxious. His manner to Vargrave
was distant ; he shunned all trte-d-tetes

with his wife. Little, however, of

this did Lumley heed—a few weeks
more, and all would be well and safe.

Vargrave did not publish his engage-

ment with Evelyn : he sought care-

fully to conceal it till the very day

was near at hand : but it was whis-

pered abroad ;—Borne laughed—some
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believed. Evelyn herself was seen no-

where. De Montaigne had, at first,

been indignantly incredulous at the

report that Maltravers had broken off

a eounexion he had so desired, from a

motive so weak and unworthy as that

of mere family pride. A letter from
Maltravers, who confided to him and
Vargrave alone the secret of his

retreat, reluctantly convinced him
that the wise are but pompous fools

!

He was angry and disgusted ; and
still more so, when Valerie and Teresa

(for female friends stand by us right

or wrong) hinted at excuses ; or sur-

mised that other causes lurked behind

the one alleged. But his thoughts

were much drawn from this subject by

increasing anxiety for Cesarini, whose

abode and fate still remained an

alarming mystery.

It so happened that Lord Dolti-

more, who had always had a taste for

the Antique, and who was greatly

displeased with his own family-seat,

because itwas comfortable and modern,

fell, from ennui, into a habit, fashion-

able enough at Paris, of buying curio-

sities and cabinets—high-back chairs,

and oak-carvings ;—and with this habit

returned the desire and the affection

for Burleigh. Understanding from

Lumley that Maltravers had probably

left his native land for e^er, he ima
gined it extremely probable that the

latter would now consent to the sale,

and he begged Vargrave to forward a

letter from him to that effect.

Vargrave made some excuse, for he

felt that nothing could be more inde-

licate -than such an application; for-

warded through his hands, at such

a time ; and Doltimore, who had
accidentally heard De Montaigne con-

fess that he knew the address of Mal-

travers, quietly sent his letter to the

Frenchman, and, without mentioning

its contents, begged him to forward it.

De Montaigne did so. Now it is' very

strange how slight men und slight

incidents bear on the great eventf

of life. But that simple letter was

instrumental to a new revolution in

the strange history of MaltraveHb
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CHAPTER II.

'Quid frustra simulacra fugacia captas?

—

Quod petis est nusquam."*

—

Ovid, Met. iii. 432.

To no clime dedicated to the indul-

gence of majestic griefs, or to the soft

melancholy of regret— not to thy

glaciers, or thy dark-blue lakes, beau-

tiful Switzerland, Mother of many
exiles—nor to thy fairer earth, and
gentler Heaven, sweet Italy—fled the

agonised Maltravers. Once, in his

wanderings, he had chanced to pass

by a landscape so steeped in sullen

and desolate gloom, that it had made
a powerful and uneffaced impression

upon his mind : it was amidst those

swamps and morasses that formerly

surrounded the castle of Gil de Retz,

the ambitious Lord, the dreaded Ne-
cromancer, who perished at the stake,

after a career of such power and
splendour as seemed almost to justify,

the dark belief in his preternatural

agencies.r

Here, in a lonely and wretched inn,

remote from other habitations, Mal-

travers fixed himself. In gentler

griefs, there is a sort of luxury in

bodily discomfort :—in his inexorable

and unmitigated anguish, bodily dis-

comfort was not felt. There is a kind
of magnetism in extreme woe, by
".Inch the body itself seems laid asleep,

and knows no distinction between the

bed of Damien and the rose-couch of

the Sybarite. He left his carriage

and servants at a post-house some

* Why, in vain, do you catch at fleeting

shadows ? That which you seek is nowhere.

J- See, for a description of this scenery,

and the fate of De Retz. the high-wrought
and glowing romance by Sir. Kitchie, called
The Magician.

miles distant. He came to this dreary

abode alone ; and in that wintry sea

son, and that most disconsolate scene,

his gloomy soul found something
congenial, something that did not

mock him, in the frowns of the hag-

gard and dismal nature. Vain would
it be to describe what he then felt

—

what he then endured. Suffice it

that, through all, the diviner strength

of man was not wholly crushed ; and
that daily, nightly, hourly, he prayed

to the Great Comforter to assist him
in wrestling against a guilty love.

No man struggles so honestly, so

ardently as he did, utterly in vain
;

for in us all, if we would but cherish

it, there is a spirit that must rise at

last—a crowned, if bleeding conqueror

—over Fate and all the Demons

!

One day after a prolonged silence

from Vargrave, whose letters all

breathed comfort and assurance in

Evelyn's progressive recovery of spirit

and hope, his messenger returned

from the post-town with a letter in

the hand of De Montaigne. It con-

tained, in a blank envelope (De Mon-
taigne's silence told him how much ha

had lost in the esteem of his friend),

the communication of Lord Doltimore.

It ran thus :

—

" My dear Sir,

" As I hear that your plans are

likely to make you long resident on

the Continent, may I again inquire if

you would be induced to dispose of

Burleigh ? I am willing to give more
than its real value, and would raise a
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mortgage on my own property suffi-

cient to pay off, at once, the whole pur-

chase money. Perhaps you may be

the more induced to the sale, from the

circumstance of having an example
in the head of your family ; Colonel

Maltravers, as I learn through Lord
Vargrave, having resolved to dispose

of Lisle Court. Waiting your answer,
" I am, dear Sir,

" Truly yours,
" Doltimore."

" Ay," said Maltravers, bitterly,

crushing the letter in his hand ;
" let

our name be blotted out from the

land, and our hearths pass to the

stranger. How could I ever visit

again the place where I first saw lt£r ?
"

He resolved at once—he would

write to England, and place the

matter in the hands of agents. This

was but a shortlived diversion to his

thoughts, and their cloudy darkness

Boon gathered round him again.

What 1 am now about to relate

may appear, to a hasty criticism, to

savour of the Supernatural ; but it is

easily accounted for by ordinary

agencies, and it is strictly to the

letter of the truth.

In his sleep that night, a Dream
appeared to Maltrave:"S. He thought

he was alone in the old library at

Burleigh, and gazing on the portrait

of his mother ; as he so gazed, he

fancied that a cold and awful tremor

seized upon him—that he in vain

endeavoured to withdraw his eyes

from the canvas— his sight was

chained there by an irresistible spell.

Then it seemed to him that the por-

trait gradually changed ;—the features

the same, but the bloom vanished into

a white and ghastly hue ;—the colours

of the dress faded, their fashion grew

more large and flowing, but heavy and

rigid, as if cut in stone— the robes of

the grave. But on the face there was

a soft and melancholy smile, that took

from its livid aspect the natural

horror :—the lips moved, and, it

seemed as if without a sound—the

released soul spoke to that which the

earth yet owned.
" Return," it said, " to thy native

laud, and thine own home. Leave not

the last relic of her who bore and yet

watches over thee to stranger hands.

Thy good Angel shall meet thee at

thy hearth
!

"

The Voice ceased. With a violent

effort Maltravers broke the spell that

had forbidden his utterance. He
called aloud, and the dream vanished :

he was broad awake—his hair erect

—

the cold dews on his brow. The pallet,

rather than bed on which he lay, was
opposite to the window, and the wintry

moonlight streamed wan and spectral

into the cheerless room. But between

himself and the light there seemed to

stand a shape—a shadow—that into

which the portrait had changed in

his dream—that which had accosted

and chilled his soul. He sprang for-

ward—" My mother ! even in the

grave canst thou bless thy wretched

son ! Oh, leave me not—say that

thou " The delusion vanished,

and Maltravers fell back insensible.

It was long in vain, when, in the

healthful light of day, he revolved

this memorable dream, that Mal-

travers sought to convince himself

that dreams need no ministers from

heaven or hell to bring the gliding

falsehoods along the paths of sleep;

that the effect of that dream itself, on
his shattered nerves, his excited

fancy, was the real and sole raiser of

the spectre he had thought to behold

on waking. Long was it before his

judgment could gain the victory, and

reason disown the empire of a tur-

bulent imagination ; and, even when
at length reluctantly convinced, the

dream still haunted him, and he could

not shake it from his breast. He
longed anxiouslv for the next night;

it came, but it brought neither dreams

nor sleep, and the rain beat, and the
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winds howled, against the casement.

Another night, and the moon was

again bright ; and he fell into a deep

sleep : no vision disturbed or hallowed

it. He woke ashamed of his own ex-

pectation. But the event, such as it

was, by giving a new turn to his

thoughts, had roused and relieved his

spirit, and Misery sate upon him with

a lighter load. Perhaps too, to that

still haunting recollection, was mainly
owing a change in his former purpose.

He would still sell the old hall ; but

he would first return and remove that

holy portrait, with pious hands ; he
would garner up and save all that had
belonged to her whose death had been
his birth. Ah! never had she known
for what trials the infant had been

reserved

!

CHAPTER III.

* # * « xhe weary hours steal on,

And flakey darkness breaks "

—

Richard III.

Once more, suddenly and unlooked

for, the Lord of Burleigh appeared at

the gates of his deserted hall ; and

again the old housekeeper and her

satellites were thrown into dismay and
consternation.' Amidst blank and
welcomeless faces, Mai travers passed

into his study : and as soon as the logs

burnt and the bustle was over, and he

was left alone, he took up the light

and passed into the adjoining library.

It was then about nine o'clock in the

evening; the air of the room felt

damp and chill, and the light but

faintly struggled against the mournful

gloom of the dark book-lined walls

and sombre tapestry. He placed the

candle on the table, and, drawing

aside the curtain that veiled the por-

trait, gazed with deep emotion, not

unmixed with awe, upon the beautiful

face whose eyes seemed fixed upon
him with mournful sweetness. There
is something mystical about those

painted ghosts of ourselves that, sur-

vive our very dust ! Who, gazing

upon them long and wistfully, does

not half fancy that they se m not

insensible to his gaze, as if we looked

our own life into them, and the eyes

that followed us where we moved

were animated by a stranger art

than the mere trick of the limner's

colours]

With folded arms, rapt and motion-

less, Maltravers contemplated the

form that, by the upward rays of the

flickering light, seemed to bend down
towards the desolate son. How had
he ever loved the memory of his

mother !—how often in his childish

years had he stolen away, and shed

wild tears for the loss of that dearest

of earthly ties, never to be compen-
sated, never to be replaced !—how had

he respected—how sympathised with

the very repugnance which his father

had at first testified towards him, as

the innocent cause of her untimely

death ! He had never seen her—never

felt her passionate kiss ; and yet it

seemed to him, as he gazed, as if he

had known her foryears. That strange

kind of inner and spiritual memory
which often recalls to us places and
persons we have never seen before,

and which Platonists would resolve to

the unquenched and struggling con-

sciousness of a former life, stirred

within him, and seemed to whisper,
" you were united in the old time.'

" Yes !
" he said, half aloud, " we will
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ne^tr part again. Blessed be the

delusion of the dream that recalled to

my heart the remembrance of thee,

which at least I can cherish without a

sin. ' My good angel shall meet me
at my hearth !

' So didst thou say in

the solemn vision. Ah, does thy soul

watch over me stilll How long shall

it be before the barrier is broken

—

how long before we meet, but not in

dreams !

"

The door opened—the housekeeper

looked in
—" I beg pardon, sir, but I

thought your honour would excuse

the liberty, though I know it is very

bold to
"

" What is the matter—what do you

want 1

"

" Why, sir, poor Mrs. Elton is dying

—they say she cannot get over the

night ; and as the carriage drove by

the cottage window, the nurse told

her that the squire was returned—and

she has sent up the nurse to entreat

to see your honour before she dies. I

am sure I was most loth to disturb

you, sir, with -such a message ; and

says I, the squire has only just come

off a journey, and
"

" Who is Mrs. Elton V
" Don't your honour remember the

poor woman that was run over, and

you were so good to, and brought

into the house the day Miss Came-

ron "

" I remember—say I will be with

her in a few minutes. About to die!
"

muttered Maltravers ;
" she is to be

envied—the prisoner islet loose—the

bark leaves the desert isle
!

"

He took his hat and walked across

the park, dimly lighted by the stars,

to the cottage of the sufferer. He
reached her bedside, and took her

hand kindly. She seemed to rally at

the sight of him—the nurse was dis-

missed—they were left alone.

Before morning, the spirit had left

that humble clay ; and the mists of

dawn were heavy on the grass as Mal-

travers returned home. There were

then on his countenance the traces of

recent and strong emotion, and his

step was elastic, and his cheek flushed.

Hope once more broke within him,

but mingled with doubt, and faintly

combated by reason. In another

hour Maltravers was on his way to

Brook Green. Impatient, restless,

fevered, he urged on the horses—he

sowed the road with gold, and, at

length, the wheels stopped before the

door of the village inn. He descended,

asked the way to the curate's house
;

and, crossing the burial-ground, and

passing under the shadow of the old

yew-tree, entered Aubrey's garden.

The curate was at home ; and the

conference that ensued was of deep

and breathless interest to the visitor.

It is now time to place before the

reader, in due order and connexion,

the incidents of that story, the know-

ledge of which, at that period, broke

in detached and fragmentary portions

on Maltravers.
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CHAPTER IV.

1 1 canna chuse, but ever will

Be luving to thy father stil,

Whair-eir he gae, whair-eir he ryde,

My luve with him maun stil abyde;
In weil or wae, whair-eir he gae,

Mine heart can neir depart him frae"

Lady Anne Bothw£ll's Lament.

It may be remembered, that in the

earlier part of this continuation of

the history of Maltravers it was stated

that Aubrey had in early life met
with the common lot of a disappointed

affection. Eleanor Westbrook, aycung
woman of his own humble rank, had
won, and seemed to return, his lcve

;

but of that love she was not worthy.

Vain, volatile, and ambitious, she

forsook the poor student for a more
brilliant marriage. She accepted the

hand of a merchant, who was caught

by her beauty, and who had the repu-

tation of great wealth. They settled

in London, and Aubrey lost all traces

of her. She gave birth to an only

daughter : and when that child had
attained her fourteenth year, her hus-

band suddenly, and seemingly without

cause, put an end to his existence.

The cause, however, was apparent

before he was laid in his grave. He
was involved far beyond his fortune

—

he had died to escape beggary and a

gaol. A small annuity, not exceeding

one hundred pounds, had been secured

on the widow. On this income she re-

tired with her child into the country
;

and chance, the vicinity of some dis-

tant connexions, and the cheapness

of the place, concurred to fix her

residence in the outskirts of the town
of C * * * * *. Characters that in

youth have been most volatile and
most worldly, often when bowed down
and dejected by the adversity which

they are not fitted to encounter,

become the most morbidly devout :

they ever require an excitement, and
when earth denies, they seek it im-
patiently from Heaven.

This was the case with Mrs. West-

brook ; and this new turn of mind
brought her naturally into contact

with the principal saint of the neigh-

bourhood, Mr. Richard Templeton.
We have seen that that gentleman
was not happy in his first marriage

;

death had not then annulled the

bond. He was of an ardent and
sensual temperament, and quietly,

under the broad cloak of his doc-

trines, he indulged his constitutional

tendencies. Perhaps in this respect

he was not worse than nine men out

of ten. But then he professed to be

better than nine hundred thousand

nine hundred and ninely-nine men
out of a million ! To a fault of tem-

perament was added the craft of

hypocrisy, and the vulgar error be-

came a dangerous vice. Upon Mary
Westbrook, the widow's daughter, he

gazed with eyes that were far from

being the eyes of the spirit. Even
at the age of fourteen she charmed
him—but when, after watching her

ripening beauty expand, three years

were added to that age, Mr. Temple-

ton was most deeply in love. Marv
was indeed lovely— her disposition

naturally good and gentle, but her

education worse than neglected. Tq
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the frivolities and meannesses of a

second-rate fashion, inculcated into

her till her fathers death, had now
succeeded the quackeries, the slavish

subservience, the intolerant bigotries,

of a transcendental superstition. In

a change so abrupt and violent, the

whole character of the poor girl was

shaken : her principles unsettled,

vague and unformed, and naturally

of mediocre and even feeble intellect,

she clung to the first plank held out

to her in " that wide sea of wax" in

which she " halted." Early taught

to place the most implicit faith in

the dictates of Mr. Templeton—
fastening her belief round him as the

vine winds its tendrils round the oak
— yielding to his ascendancy, and
pleased with his fostering and almost

caressing manner— no confessor in

Papal Italy ever was more dangerous

to village virtue than Richard Tem-
pleton (who deemed himself the

archetype of the only pure Protes-

tantism) to the morals and heart of

Mary Westbrook.

Mr3. Westbrook, whose constitu-

tion had been prematurely broken by
long participation in the excesses of

London dissipation, and by the re-

verse of fortune which still preyed

upon a spirit it had rather soured

than humbled, died when Mary was

eighteen. Templeton became the

sole friend, comforter, and supporter

of the daughter.

In an evil hour (let us trust not

from premeditated villany)—an hour
when the heart of one was softened

by grief and gratitude, and the con-

science of the other laid asleep by
passion, the virtue of Mary West-

brook was betrayed. Her sorrow and
remorse—his own fears of detection

and awakened self- reproach, occa-

sioned Templeton the most anxious

and poignant regret. There had been

a young woman in Mrs. We-tbrook's

service, who had left it a short time

before the widow died, in evu.iequcuce

of her marriage. Her husband ill-

used her ; and glad to escape from

him and prove her gratitude to her

employer's daughter, of whom she

had been extremely fond, she had
returned to Miss Westbrook after the

funeral of the mother. The name of

this woman was Sarah Miles. Tem-
pleton saw that Sarah more than sus-

pected his connexion with Mary—it

was necessary to make a confidant

—

he selected her. Miss Westbrook was

removed to a distant part of the

country, and Templeton visited her

cautiously and rarely. Four months
afterwards, Mrs. Templeton died, and

the husband was free to repair his

wrong. Oh! how he then repented

of what had passed—but four months'

delay, and all this sin and sorrow

might have been saved ! He was now
racked with perplexity and doubt : his

.

unfortunate victim was advaneed in

her pregnancy. It was necessary, if

he wished his child to be legitimate

—still more if he wished to preserve

the honour of its mother— that he

should not hesitate long in the repa-

ration to which duty and conscience

urged him. But on the other hand
—he, the saint—the oracle—the im-

maculate example for all forms, pro-

prieties, and decorums, to scandalise

the world by so rapid and premature

a hymen

—

" Ere yet the salt uf most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in his galled eyes,

To marry "

No !—he could not brave the sneer

of the gossips— the triumph of his

foes— the dejection of his disciples,

by so rank and rash a folly. But

still Mary pined so, he feared for her

health— for his own unborn offspring.

There was a middle path—a compro-

mise between duty and the world ;

he grasped at it as most men simi-

larly situated would have done—they

w ere married, but privately, and under

feigned names : the secret was kept

close. Sarah Miles was the, only wit-
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new acquainted with the real con-

dition and names of the parties.

Reconciled to herself, the bride

recovered health and spirits—Tem-
pleton formed the most sanguine

hopes. He resolved, as soon as the

confinement was over, to go abroad

—Mary should follow—in a foreign

land they should be publicly married

—they would remain some years on

the Continent— when he returned,

his child's age could be put back a

year. Oh, nothing could be more
clear and easy

!

Death shivered into atoms all the

plans of Mr. Templeton—Mary suf-

fered most severely in childbirth, and

died a few weeks afterwards. Tem-
pleton, at first, was inconsolable, but

worldly thoughts were great com-

forters. He had done all that con-

science could do to atone a sin, and

he was freed from a most embarrass-

ing dilemma, and from a temporary

banishment utterly uncongenial and
unpalatable to his habits and ideas.

But now he had a child—a legitimate

child — successor to his name, his

wealth—a firstrborn child—the only

one ever sprung from him—the prop

and hope of advancing years ! On
this child he doted, with all that

paternal passion which the hardest

and coldest men often feel the most
for their own flesh and blood—for

fetherly love is sometimes but a

transfer of self-love from one fund

to another.

Yet this child—this darling that he

longed to show to the whole world

—

it was absolutely necessary, for the

present, that he should conceal and
disown. It had happened that Sarah's

husband died of his own excesses a

few weeks before the birth of Tern-

pleton's child, she having herself just

recovered from her confinement :

—

Sarah was therefore free for ever from
her husband's vigilance and control.

To her care the destined heiress was

lommitted, and her own child put

out to nurse. And this was the

woman and this the child who had
excited so much benevolent curiosity

in the breasts of the worthy clergy-

man and the three* old maids of

C * * * * *. Alarmed at Sarah's

account of the scrutiny of the parson,

and at his own rencontre with that

hawk-eyed pastor, Templeton lost no
time in changing the abode of the

nurse—and to her new residence had
the banker bent his way, with rod

and angle, on that evening which
witnessed his adventure with Luke
Darvil.f When Mr. Templeton first

met Alice, his own child was only

about thirteen or fourteen months
old—but little older than Alice's. If

the beauty of Mrs. Leslie's protSge<

first excited his coarser nature, her

maternal tenderness, her anxious care

for her little one, struck a cougenial

chord in the father's heart. It con-

nected him with her by a mute and
unceasing sympathy. Templeton had
felt so deeply the alarm and pain of

illicit love—he had been (as he pro-

fanely believed) saved from trie brink

of public shame by so signal an inter-

ference of grace, that he resolved no

more to hazard his good name and
his peace of mind upon such perilous

rocks. The dearest desire at his

heart was to have his daughter under
his roof—to fondle, to play with her

—to watch her growth—to win her

affection. This, at present, seemed
impossible. But if he were to marry
—marry a widow, to whom he might
confide all, or a portion of, the truth

—if that child could be passed off as

hers— ah, that was the best plan!

And Templeton wanted a wife ! Yea; s

were creeping on him, and the day

would come when a wife would be

useful as a nurse. But Alice was

supposed to be a widow ; and Alice

* Sue Ernest Mallravers, Part I., Book
iv., p. 111.

1 Ibid., Part I., Hook iv., p. 123.
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was so meek, so docile, so motherly.

If she could be induced to remove
from C * * * * *— either part with

her own child or call it her niece

—

and adopt his. Such, from time to

time, were Templeton's thoughts, as

he visited Alice, and found, with

every visit, fresh evidence of her

tender and beautiful disposition—
such the objects which, in the First

Part of this work, we intimated were

different from those of mere admira-

tion for her beauty.* But again,

worldly doubts and fears—the dislike

of so unsuitable an alliance— the

worse than lowness of Alice's origin

—the dread of discovery for her early

error—held him back, wavering and
irresolute. To say truth, too, her

innocence and purity of thought kept

him at a certain distance. He was
acute enough to see that he—even

he, the great Richard Templeton,

might be refused by the faithful

Alice.

At last Darvil was dead— he

breathed more freely— he revolved

more seriously his projects; and, at this

time, Sarah, wooed by her first lover,

wished to marry again ;—his secret

would pass from her breast to her

second husband's, and thence how far

would it travel ? Added to this,

Sarah's conscience grew uneasy—the

brand ought to be effaced from the

memory of the dead mother— the

legitimacy of the child proclaimed
;— she became importunate — she

wearied and she alarmed the pious

man. He therefore resolved to rid

himself of the only witness to his

* " Our !mnker always seemed more struck
by Alice's moral feelings than even by her
physical beauty. Her love for her child,
for instance, impressed him powerfully,"

&c.—" His feelings altogether for Alice, the

designs he entertained towards her, were
i>f a very complicated nature, and it will

be long, perhaps, before the reader can
thoroughly comprehend them."—See Ernest
Malti ivert. Part I., Book iv.,i>. 120.

marriage, whose testimony he had

cause to fear—of the presence of the

only one acquainted with his sin,

and the real name of the husband
of Mary Westbrook. He consented

to Sarah's marriage with William
Elton, and offered a liberal dowry on

the condition that she should yield

to the wish of Elton himself, an
adventurous young man, who desired

to try his fortunes in the New World.

His daughter he must remove else-

where.

While this was going on, Alice's

child, long delicate and drooping,

became seriously ill. Symptoms of de-

cline appeared—the physician recom-

mended a milder air, and Devonshire

was suggested. Nothing could equal

the generous, the fatherly kindness

which Templeton evinced on this

most painful occasion. He insisted

on providing Alice with the means
to undertake the journey with ease

and comfort ; and poor Alice, with a

heart heavy with gratitude and sor-

row, consented for her child's sake

to all he offered.

Now the banker began to perceive

that all his hopes and wishes were in

good train. He foresaw that the child

of Alice was doomed !—that was one

obstacle out of the way. Alice her-

self was to be removed from the sphere

of her humble calling. In a distant

county she might appear of better

station, and under another name.

Conformably to these views, he sug-

gested to her that, in proportion to

the seeming wealth and respectability

of patients, did doctors attend to their

complaints. He proposed that Alice

should depart privately to a town
many miles off—that there he would

provide for her a carriage, and engage

a servant—that he would do this for

her as for a relation—and lhat she

should take that relation's name. To
this, Alice, wrapt in her child, anf?

submissive to all that might be for th>

child's benefit nassivelv consented. Ik
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<v?.s arranged then as proposed ; and, !

as agreed, by Mr. Templeton ; and
under the name of Cameron, which, as with him came a fair, a blooming

at once a common yet a well-sounding and healthful girl, to contrast her

name, occurred to his invention, Alice own drooping charge. Though but

departed with her sick charge and a a few weeks older, you would have

female attendant (who knew nothing supposed the little stranger by a year

of her previous calling or story), on the senior of Alice's child : the one

the road to Devonshire. Templeton was so well grown, so advanced ; the

himself resolved to follow her thither other so backward, so nipped in the

in a few days ; and it was fixed that sickly bud.

they should meet at Exeter. " You can repay me for all, for

It was on this melancholy journey ' more than I have done ; more than

that occurred that memorable day I ever can do for you and yours," said

when Alice once more beheld Mai-
j

Templeton ;
" by taking this young

travers , and. as she believed, uttering
;

stranger also under your care. It is

the vows of love to another.* The the child of one dear, most dear to

indisposition of her child had delayed me ; an orphan: I know not with

her some hours at the inn : the poor whom else to place it. Let it for the

sufferer had fallen asleep : and Alice present be supposed your own—the

had stolen from its couch for a little
|

elder child."

while, when her eyes rested on the Alice could refuse nothing to her

father. Oh. how then she lon«red,— i benefactor : but her heart did not

she burned to tell him of the new ; open at first to the beautiful girl,

sanctity, that, by a human life, had whose sparkling eyes and rosy cheeks

been added to their early love ! And
;

mocked the languid looks and faded

when, crushed and sick at heart, she hues of her own darling. But the

turned away, and believed herself for- sufferer seemed to hail a playmate

;

gotten and replaced, it was the pride it smiled, it put forth its poor, thin

of the mother, rather than of the mis- ' hands— it uttered its inarticulate cry

tress, that supported her. She, meek : of pleasure, and Alice burst into tears,

creature, felt not the injury to her- 1 and clasped them both to her heart,

self; but his child: the sufferer— Mr. Templeton took care not to

perhaps the dying one

—

there, there
|
rest under the same roof with her he

was the wrong ! No ! she would not

hazard the chance of a cold—Great

Heaven
;
perchance an incredulous—

look upon the hushed, pale face above.

But little time was left for thought

—

for explanation—for discovery. She
saw him—unconscious of the ties so

near, and thus lost— depart as a

stranger from the spot ; and hence-

forth was gone the sweet hope of

living for the future. Nothing was
left her but the pledge of that which

had been. Mournful, despondent,

half broken-hearted, she resumed her

journey. At Exeter she was joined,

See Ernest Mattract rs, Part I-.Hookv.,

p. IfiO.

No. 216.

now seriously intended to make his

wife : but he followed Alice to the

sea-side, and visited her daily. Her
infant rallied—it was tenacious of the

upper air—it clung to life so fondly

:

poor child, it could not foresee what

a bitter thing to some of us life is !

And now it was that Templeton,

learning from Alice her adventure

with her absent lover—learning that

all hope in that quarter was gone

—

seized the occasion, and pressed his

suit. Alice at that hour was over-

flowing with gratitude ; in her child's

reviving looks she read all her obli-

gations to her benefactor. But still,

at the word love, at the name of

marriage, her heart recoiled ; and the

i 18
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lost—the faithless—came hack to his

fatal throne. In choked and broken

accents, she startled the banker with

the refusal—the faltering, tearful, but

resolute refusal—of his suit.

ButTempleton brought new engines

to work : he wooed her through her

child ; he painted all the brilliant

prospects that would open to the

infant by her marriage with him. He
would cherish, rear, provide for it as

his own. This shook her resolves

;

but this did not prevail. He had

recourse to a more generous appeal

:

he told her so much of his history

with Mary Westbrook as commenced
with his hasty and indecorous marriage

—attributing the haste to love! made
kercomprehend his scruples in owning

the child of a union the world would

be certain to ridicule or condemn ; he

expatiated on the inestimable blessings

she could afford him, by delivering

him from all embarrassment, and
restoring his daughter, though under

a borrowed name, to her father's roof.

At this Alice mused,— at this she

seemed irresolute. She had long seen

how inexpressibly dear to Templeton

was the child confided to her care
;

how he grew pale if the slightest

ailment reached her— how he chafed

at the very wind if it visited her cheek

too roughly—and she now said to him
simply :—

" Is your child, in truth, your

dearest object in life] Is it with her,

and her alone, that your dearest hopes

are connected !

"

"It is!—it is, indeed!" said the

banker, honestly, surprised out of his

gallantry: "at least," he added,

recovering his self-possession, " as

much so as is compatible with my
affection for you."

" And only if I marry you, and

sdopt her as my own, do you think

that your secret may be safely kept,

and all your wishes with respect to

her be fulfilledV
" Only so."

" And for that reason, chiefly, naj
entirely, you condescend to forge*

what I have been, and seek my hand 1

Well—if that were all—I owe you too

much ; my poor babe tells me too

loudly what I owe you, to draw back
from any thing that can give you so

blessed an enjoyment. Ah I one's

child !—one's own child—under one's

own roof—it is such a blessing ! But
then, if I marry you, it can be only to

secure to you that object—to be as a
mother to your child—but wife only

in name to you ! I am not so lost aa

to despise myself. I know now,

though I knew it not at first, that

I have been guilty ; nothing can

excuse that guilt, but fidelity to him !

Oh, yes ! I never — never can be

unfaithful to my babe's father ! As
for all else, dispose of me as you will."

And Alice, who from very innocence

had uttered all this without a blush,

now clasped her hands passionately,

and left Templeton speechless with

I mortification and surprise.

When he recovered himself he

\

affected not to understand her ; but
1 Alice was not satisfied, and all further

conversation ceased. He began slowly,

and at last, and after repeated confe-

|
rences and urgings, to comprehend

: how strange and stubborn in some

;

points was the humble creature whom
his proposals so highly honoured.

j

Though his daughter was indeed his

first object in life—though for her he
i was willing to make a mesalliance,

the extent of which it would be
incumbent on him studiously to

conceal ; — yet still, the beauty of

Alice awoke an earthlier senti-

ment that he was not disposed to

conquer. He was quite willing to

make promises, and talk generously

;

but when it came to an oath—

a

solemn, a binding oath—and this

Alice rigidly exacted—he was startled,

and drew back. Though hypocritical,

he was, as we have before said, a most
sincere believer. He might creep
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through a promise with unbruised

Jonscience ; but he was not one who
could have dared to violate an oath,

and lay the load of perjury on his

soul. Perhaps, after all, the union

never would have taken place, but

Templeton fell ill ; that soft and
relaxing air did not agree with him

;

a low, but dangerous fever seized him,

and the worldly man trembled at the

aspect of Death. It was in this

illness that Alice nursed him with

a daughter's vigilance and care ; and

when at length he recovered, im-

pressed with her zeal and kindness

—softened by illness—afraid of the

approach of solitary age—and feeling

more than ever his duties to his

motherless child, he threw himself at

Alice's feet, and solemnly vowed all

that she required.

It was during this residence in

Devonshire, and especially during his

illness, that Templeton made and

cultivated the acquaintance of Mr.

Aubrey. The good clergyman prayed

with him by his sick bed ; and when
Templeton's danger was at ita height,

he sought to relieve his conscience

by a confession of his wrongs to

Mary Westbrook. The name startled

Aubrey ; and when he learned that

the lovely child who had so often sate

on his knee, and smiled in his face,

was the granddaughter of his first and

only love, he had a new interest in

her welfare, a new reason to urge

Templeton to reparation, a new
motive to desire to procure for the

infant years of Eleanor's grandchild

the gentle care of the young mother,

whose own bereavement he sorrow-

fully foretold. Perhaps the advice

and exhortations of Aubrey went far

towards assisting the conscience of

Mr. Templeton, and reconciling him
to the sacrifice he made to his affec-

tion for his daughter. Be that as it

may, he married Alice, and Aubrey

solemnised and blessed the chill and

barren union.

But now came a new and inexpres-

sible affliction ; the child of Alice had
rallied but for a time. The dread

disease had but dallied with its prey
;

it came on with rapid and sudden
force ; and within a month from tha

day that saw Alice the bride of Tern

pleton, the last hope was gone, and
the mother was bereft and childless !

The blow that stunned Alice was

not, after the first natural shock ot

sympathy, an unwelcome event to the

banker. Now his child would be

Alice's sole care ; now there could be

no gossip, no suspicion why, in life

and after death, he should prefer one
child, supposed not his own, to the

other.

He hastened to remove Alice from
the scene of her affliction. He dis-

missed the solitary attendant who had
accompanied her on her journey; ho

bore his wife to London, and final! v

settled, as we have seen, at a villa

in its vicinity. And there, more and
more, day by day, centered his love

upon the supposed daughter of Mrs.

Templeton, his darling and his heiress,

the beautiful Evelyn Cameron.
For the first year or two, Temple-

ton evinced some alarming disposition

to escape from the oath he had
imposed upon himself; but on the

slightest hint there was a sternness in

the wife, in all else so respectful, so

submissive, that repressed and awed
him. She even threatened—and at

one time was with difficulty prevented

carrying the threat into effect—to

leave his roof for ever, if there were

the slightest question of the sanctity

of his vow. Templeton trembled
;

such a separation would excite gossip,

curiosity, scandal, a noise in the

world, public talk, possible discovery.

Besides, Alice was necessary to Evelyn,

necessary to his own comfort ; some-

thing to scold in health, something

to rely upon in illness. Gradually

then, but sullenly, he reconciled

himself to his lot, and as years am/

T2
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infirmities grew upon him, he was

contented, at least, to have secured a

faithful friend and an anxious nurse.

Still a marriage of this sort was

not blest ; Ternpleton's vanity was

wounded ; his temper, always harsh,

was soured ; he avenged his affront

by a thousand petty tyrannies; and,

without a murmur, Alice perhaps, in

those years of rank and opulence,

suffered more than in all her roofless

wanderings, with love at her heart

and her infant in her arms.

Evelyn was to be the heiress to the

wealth of the banker. But the title

of the new peer !—if he could unite

wealth and title, and set the coronet

on that young brow ! This had led

him to seek the alliance with Lumley.

And on his death-bed, it was not the

secret of Alice, but that of Mary
Westbrook and his daughter, which

he had revealed to his dismayed and

astonished nephew, in excuse for the

apparently unjust alienation of his

property, and as the cause of the

alliance he had sought.

While her husband—if husband he

might be called—lived, Alice had

seemed to bury in her bosom her

regret—deep, mighty, passionate, as it

was— for her lost child—the child of

the unforgotten lover, to whom,
through such trials, and amid such

new ties, she had been faithful from

first to last. But when once more
free, her heart flew back to the far

and lowly grave. Hence her yearly

visits to Brook Green—hence her

purchase of the cottage, hallowed by
memories of the dead. There, on

that lawn, had she borne forth the

fragile form, to breathe the soft noon-

tide air ; there, in that chamber, had

she watched, and hoped, and prayed,

and despaired ; there, in that quiet

burial-ground, rested the beloved dust

!

But Alice, even iu her holiest feelings,

was not selfish : she forbore to gratify

the first wish of her heart till Evelyn's

education was sufficiently advanced to

enable her to quit the neighbourhood,

and then, to the delight of Aubrey
(who saw in Evelyn a fairer, and
nobler, and purer Eleanor), she came
to the solitary spot, which, in all the

earth, was the least solitary to her

!

And now the image of the lover

of her youth—which, during her

marriage, she had sought, at least, to

banish—returned to her, and, at

times, inspired her with the only

hopes that the grave had not yet

transferred to heaven ! In relating

her tale to Aubrey, or in conversing

with Mrs. Leslie—whose friendship

she still maintained—she found that

both concurred in thinking that this

obscure and wandering Butler, so

skilled in an art in which eminence in

men is generally professional, must be

of mediocre, or perhaps humble,

station. Ah ! now that she was free

and rich, if she were to meet him
again, and his love was not all gone,

and he would believe in her strange

and constant truth—now, his infidelity

could be forgiven—forgotten in the

benefits it might be hers to bestow

!

And how, poor Alice, in that remote

village, was chance to throw him in

your way 1 She knew not : but some-

thing often whispered to her,
—'Again

you shall meet those eyes—again you

shall hear that voice ; and you shall

tell him, weeping on his breast, how
you loved his child !

" And would he

not have forgotten her?—would he

not have formed new ties]— could

he read the loveliness of unchangeable

affection in that pale and pensive

face ? Alas, when we love intensely,

it is difficult to make us fancy that

there is no love in return !

The reader is acquainted with the

adventures of Mrs. Elton, the sole

confidant of the secret union of Tem-
pleton and Evelyn's mother. By a

singular fatality, it was the selfish and

characteristic recklessness of Var-

grave that had, in fixing her home at
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Burleigh, ministered to the revelation

of his own villanous deceit. On
returning to England she had inquired

for Mr. Templeton ; she had learned

that he had married again, had been

raised to the peerage under the title

of Lord Vargrave, and was gathered

to his fathers. She had no claim on

his widow or his family. But the

unfortunate child who should have

inherited his property—she could

only suppose her dead.

When she first saw Evelyn, she was

startled by her likeness to her unfor-

tunate mother. But the unfamiliar

name of Cameron—the intelligence

received from Maltravers that Evelyn's

mother still lived—dispelled her sus-

picions : and though at times the re

semblance haunted her, she doubted

and inquired no more. In fact, her

own infirmities grew upon her, and

pain usurped her thoughts.

Now it so happened, that the news
of the engagement of Maltravers to

Miss Cameron became known to the

county but a little time before he

arrived—for news travels slow from

the Continent to our provinces—and,

of. course, excited all the comment of

the villagers. Her nurse repeated the

tale to Mrs. Elton, who instantly

remembered the name, and recalled

the resemblance of Miss Cameron to

the unfortunate Man- Westbrook.
" And." said the gossiping nurse,

" she was engaged, they say, to a

great lord, and gave him up for the

squire—a great lord in the court, who
had been staying at Parson Merton's

!

—Lord Yargrave !

"

" Lord Vargrave !
" exclaimed Mrs.

Elton, remembering the title to which
Mr. Templeton had been raised.

"Yes; they do say as how the la'e

lord left Miss Cameron all hi i money
—such a heap of it—though she was
not his child—over the head of his

nevy, the present lord, on the under-

standing like that they were to be
married when she came of age. But
she would not take to him after she

had seen the squire. And, to be sure,

the squire is the finest-looking gentle-

man in the county."
" Stop—stop !

" said Mrs. Elton,

feebly; "the late lord left all his

fortune to Miss Cameron 1—not his

child 1 I guess the riddle—I under-

stand it all !—my foster-child !
" she

murmured, turning away ; "how could

I have mistaken that likeness 1

"

The agitation of the discovery she

supposed she had made, her joy at the
thought that the child she had loved

as her own was alive and possea-ed of

its rights, expedited the progress of

Mrs. Elton's disease ; and Maltravers

arrived just in time to learn her con-

fession (which she naturally wished to

make to one who was at once her bene*

factor, and supposed to be the destined

husband of her foster-child), and to be
agitated with hope— with joy—at her

solemn conviction of the truth of her
surmises. If Evelyn were not his

daughter—even if not to be his bride

—what a weight from his soul ! He
hastened to Brook Green ; and, dread
ing to rush at once to the presence of

Alice, he recalled Aubrey to his recol-

lection. In the interview he sought,

all, or at least much, was cleared up
He saw at once the premeditated anJ
well-planned villany of Yargrave And
Alice, her tale—her sufferings—hei

indomitable love I—how should he

meet her.
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CHAPTER V.

1 Yet once more, ye laurels ! and once more,

Ye myrtles !
"

—

Lycidas.

WniLE Maltravers was yet agitated

and excited by the disclosures of the

curate, to whom, as a matter of course,

he had divulged his own identity

with the mysterious Butler, Aubrey,

turning his eyes to the casement,

saw the form of Lady Vargrave slowly

approaching towards the house.
" Will you withdraw to the inner

room," said he ;
" she is coming

;
you

are not yet prepared to meet her !

—

nay, would it be well 1

"

"Yes, yes— I am prepared — we
must be alone. I will await her

here."

" But—"
'• Nay, I implore you !

"

The curate, without another word,

retired into the inner apartment,

and Maltravers, sinking in a chair,

breathlessly awaited the entrance of

Lady Vargrave. He soon heard the

light step without; the door, which

opened at once on the old-fashioned

parlour, was gently unclosed, and
Lady "Vargrave was in the room ! In

the position he had taken, only the

outline of Ernest's form was seen by

Alice, and the daylight came dim
through the cottage casement : and,

seeing some one seated in the curate's

accustomed chair, she could but be-

lieve that it was Aubrey himself.

" Do not let me interrupt you,"

said that sweet, low voice, whose

music had been dumb for so many
years to Maltravers—"but I have a

letter from France, from a stranger

—

it alarms me so—it is about Evelyn"

— and, as if to imply that she medi-

ated a longer visit than ordinary,

Lady Vargrave removed her bonnet,

and placed it on the table. Surprised

that the curate had not answered,

had not come forward to welcome her,

she then approached : Maltravera

rose, and they stood before each other

face to face. And how lovely still

was Alice ! lovelier he thought even

than of old ! And those eyes, so

divinely blue, so dovelike and soft,

yet with some spiritual and unfathom-

able mystery in their clear depth,

were once more fixed upon him,

Alice seemed turned to stone; she

moved not— she spoke not— she

scarcely breathed ; she gazed spell-

bound, as if her senses—as if life

itself—had deserted her.

"Alice!" murmured Maltravers,—" Alice, we meet at last !

"

His voice restored memory, con-

sciousness, youth, at once to her!

She uttered a loud cry of unspeak-

able joy, of rapture ! She sprang

forward—reserve, fear, time, change,

all forgotten—she threw herself into

his arms, she clasped him to her

heart again and again !—the faithful

dog that has found his master ex-

presses not his transport more un-

controllably, more wildly. It waa

something fearful—the excess of her

ecstasy !—she kissed his hands, his

clothes ; she laughed, she wept : and

at last, as words came, she laid her

head on his breast, and said passion-

ately,—" I have been true to thee

!

1 have been true to thee—or this hour

would have killed me !
" Then, as it

alarmed by his silence, she looked up

into his fiw:e, and, as his burning tears
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fell upon her cheek, she said again

ind with more hurried vehemence

—

'I have been faithful—do you not

'jelieve me ]

"

" I do— I do, noble, unequalled

Alice ! why, why were you so long

iost to me ? Why now does your love

so shame my own ?

"

At these words, Alice appeared to

awaken from her first oblivion of all

that had chanced since they met : she

» .r.shed deeply, and drew herself

gently and bashfully from his embrace.

"Ah!" she said, in altered and
humbled accents, "you have loved

another ! perhaps you have no love

left for me ! Is it so ] is it 1 No, no
;

—those eyes—you love me—you love

me still !

"

And again she clung to him, as if

it were heaven to believe all things,

and death to doubt. Then, after a

pause, she drew him gently with both

her hands towards the light, and

gazed upon him fondly, proudly, as if

to trace, line by line, and feature by

feature, the countenance which had
been to her sweet thoughts as the

sunlight to the flowers :

—
" Changed,

changed," she muttered—"but still

the same,— still beautiful, still divine
!

"

She stopped : a sudden thought struck

her : his garments were worn and
soiled by travel, and that princely

crest, fallen and dejected, no longer

towered in proud defiance above the

sons of men. " You are not rich,"

she exclaimed, eagerly—" say you are

not rich ! I am rich enough for both

;

it is all yours—all yours—I did not

betray you for it ; there is no shame
in it—Oh, we shall be so happy !

Thou art come back to thy poor Alice !

thou knowest how she loved thee !

"

There was in Alice's manner—her

wild joy, something so different from

her ordinary self, that none who could

have seen her— quiet, pensive, sub

dued—would have fancied her the

same beingi All that Society and

its woes had taught were gone ; and
Nature once more claimed her fairest

child. The very years seemed to

have fallen from her brow, and she

looked scarcely older than when she

had stood with him beneath the

moonlight by the violet banks far

away. Suddenly, her colour faded;

the smile passed from the dimpled

lips ; a sad and solemn aspect suc-

ceeded to that expression of passionate

joy—" Come," she said in a whisper,
" come, follow ;

" and, still clasping

his hand, she drew him to the door.

Silent and wonderingly he followed

her across the lawn, through the

moss-grown gate, and into the lonely

burial-ground. She moved on with a

noiseless and gliding step—so pale,

so hushed, so breathless, that, even in

the noon-day, you might have half

fancied the fair shape was not owned
by earth. She paused where the yew-

tree cast its gloomy shadow ; and the

small and tombless mound, separated

from the rest, was before them. She

pointed to it, and falling on her

knees beside it, murmured—" Hush,

it sleeps below— thy child!" She
covered her face with both her hands,

and her form shook convulsively.

Beside that form, and before that

grave, knelt Maltravers. There

vanished the last remnant of Lis stoic

pride ; and there— Evelyn herself

forgotten— there did he pray to

Heaven for pardon to himself, and

blessings on the heart he had be-

trayed. There solemnly did he vow,

the remainder of his years, to guard

from all future ill the faithful and

childless mother

!
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CHAPTER VL

Will Fortune never come with both hands full,

But write her fair words still in foulest letters? "

Henry IV., PartIL

I pass over those explanations—that

record of Alice's eventful history

—

which Maltravers learnt from her

own lips, to confirm and add to the

narrative of the curate, the purport

of which is already known to the

reader.

It was many hours before Alice was

sufficiently composed to remember
the object for which she had sought

the curate. But she had laid the

letter which she had brought, and
which explained all, on the table at

the vicarage; and when Maltravers,

having at last induced Alice, who
seemed afraid to lose sight of him for

an instant, to retire to her room, and

seek some short repose, returned

towards the vicarage, he met Aubrey
in the garden. The old man had

taken the friend's acknowledged

license to read the letter evidently

meant for his eye ; and, alarmed and

anxious, he now eagerly sought a

consultation with Maltravers. The
letter, written in English, as familiar

to the writer as her own tongue, was

from Madame de Ventadour. It had

been evidently dictated by the kindest

feelings. After apologising briefly

for her interference, she stated that

Lord Vargrave's marriage with Miss

Cameron was now a matter of public

notoriety ; that it would take place

in a few days; that it was observed

with suspicion that Miss Cameron
appeared nowhere ; that she seemed

almost a prisoner in her room ; that

certain expressionswhich had dropped

from Lady Doltimore had alarmed

her greatly. According to these

expressions, it would seem that Lady
Vargrave was not apprised of the

approaching event ; that, considering

Miss Cameron's recent engagement
to Mr. Maltravers, suddenly (and, as

Valerie thought, unaccountably)

bruken off, on the arrival of Lord
Vargrave; considering her extreme
youth, her brilliant fortune ; and,

Madame de Ventadour delicately

hinted, considering also Lord Var-

grave's character for unscrupulous

determination in the furtherance of

any object on which he was bent

—

considering all this, Madame de
Ventadour had ventured to address

Miss Cameron's mother, and to guard

her against the possibility of design

or deceit. Her best apology for her

intrusion must be, her deep interest

in Miss Cameron, and her long friend-

ship for one to whom Miss Cameron
had been so lately betrothed. If

Lady Vargrave were aware of the

new engagement, and had sanctioned

it, of course her intrusion was un-

seasonable and superfluous ; but, if

ascribed to its real motive, would not

be the less forgiven.

It was easy for Maltravers to see

in this letter how generous and
zealous had been that friendship for

himself, which could have induced

the woman of the world to undertake

so officious a task. But of this he

thought not, as he hurried over the

lines, and shuddered at Evelyn'*

urgent danger.

"This intelligence,"' said Aubrey,
" must be, indeed, a surprise to l.ady

Vargrave. For we have not heard a
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word from Evelyn or Lord Vargrave

to announce such a marriage ; and
she (and myself, till this day) be-

lieved that the engagement between

Evelyn and Mr. , I mean," said

Aubrey, with confusion,— " I mean
yourself, was still in force : Lord

Vargrave's villany is apparent ; we
must act immediately. What is to

be done 1
"

" I will return to Paris to-morrow

;

I will defeat his machinations—ex-

pose his falsehood !

"

" You may need a proxy for Lady
Vargrave, an authority for Evelyn

:

one whom Lord Vargrave- knows to

possess the secret of her birth, her

rights : I will go with you. We must
speak to Lady Vargrave !

"

Maltravers turned sharply round.
" And Alice knows not who I am :

that I—I am, or was, a few weeks

ago, the suitor of another ; and that

other the child she has reared as her

own ! Unhappy Alice ! in the very

hour of her joy at my return, is she

to writhe beneath this new affliction!"

" Shall I break it to her 1 " said

Aubrey, pityingly.

"No, no; these lips must inflict

the last wrong ]

"

Maltravers walked away, and the

curate saw him no more till night.

In the interval, and late in the

evening, Maltravers rejoined Alice.

The fire burned clear on the hearth

— the curtains were drawn— the

pleasant but simple drawing-room of

the cottage smiled its welcome as

Maltravers entered, and Alice sprung
up to greet him ! It was as if the

old days of the music-lesson and the

meerschaum had come back.

"This is yours," said Alice, ten-

derly, as he looked round the apart-

ment. " Now—now I know what a
blessed thing riches are ! Ah, you
are looking on that picture— it is of

her who supplied your daughter's

place—she is so beautiful, so good,

vou will love her as a daughter ^h.

that letter— that— that letter— I

forgot it till now—it is at the vicarage

— I must go there immediately, and
you will come too—you will advise

us."

" Alice, I have read the letter—

I

know all. Alice, sit down and hear

me—it is you who have to learn from
me. In our young days, I was accus-

tomed to tell you stories in winter

nights like these—stories of love like

our own—of sorrows which, at that

time, we only knew by hearsay. I

have one now for your ear, truer and
sadder than they were. Two children,

for they were then little more—chil-

dren in ignorance of the world

—

children in freshness of heart—chil-

dren almost in years—were thrown
togoi.her by strange vicissitudes, more
than eighteen years ago. They were

of different sexes—they loved, and
they erred. But the error was solely

with the boy ; for what was innocence

in her was but passion in him. He
loved her dearly ; but at that age her

qualities were half developed. He
knew her beautiful, simple, tender

;

but he knew not all the virtue, the

faith, and the nobleness that Heaven
had planted in her soul. They parted

—they knew not each other's fate.

He sought her anxiously, but in vain

;

and sorror and remorse long consumed
him, and her memory threw a shadow
over his existence. But again—for

his love had not the exalted holiness

of hers (she was true!)—he sought to

renew in others the charm he had
lost with her. In vain— long—long

in vain. Alice, you know to whom
the tale refers. Nay, listen yet. I

have heard from the old man yonder,

that you were witness to a scene many
years ago which deceived you into the

belief that you beheld a rival. It was

not so : that lady yet lives,—then, as

now, a friend to me ; nothing more.

I grant that, at one time, my fancy

allured me to her, but my heart was
still true to thee."
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" Bless you for those words !

" mur-
mured Alice ; and she crept more
closely to him.

He went on. " Circumstances, which

at some calmer occasion you shall hear,

again nearly connected my fate by
marriage to another. I had then seen

you at a distance, unseen by you

—

seen you apparently surrounded by
respectability and opulence; and I

blessed Heaven that your lot, at least,

was not that of penury and want."

[Here Maltravers related where he

had caught that brief glimpse of

Alice*—how he had sought for her

again and again in vain.] " From
that hour," he continued, " seeing you

in circumstances of which I could not

have dared to dream, I felt more re-
j

conciled to the past
;
yet, when on

the verge of marriage with another

—

beautiful, gifted, generous as she was
\

—a thought—a memory half acknow-
ledged—dimly traced—chained back
my sentiments ; and admiration,

esteem, and gratitude, were not love !

Death — a death, melancholy and
tragic, forbade this union ; and I went
forth in the world, a pilgrim and a

wanderer. Years rolled away, and I

thought I had conquered the desire

for love—a desire that had haunted
me since I lost thee. But, suddenly

and recently, a being, beautiful as

yourself—sweet, guileless, and young
as you were when we met—woke in

me a new and a strange sentiment.

I will not conceal it from you : Alice,

at last I loved another ! Yet, singular

as it may seem to you, it was a certain

resemblance to yourself, not in feature,

but in the tones of the voice—the

nameless grace of gesture and manner
—the very music of your once happy
laugh—those traits of resemblance

which I can now account for, and
which children catch not from their

parents only, but from those they

* See Ernest Maltravers, Part I., Book v.,

pp. 154, 165.

most see, and, loving most, most imi-

tate in their tender years ;—all these,

I say, made perhaps a chief attraction,

that drew me towards—Alice, are you
prepared for it 1—drew me towards

Evelyn Cameron. Know me in my
real character, by my true name : I

am that Maltravers to whom the hand
of Evelyn was a few weeks ago be-

trothed !

"

He paused and ventured to look up
at Alice—she was exceedingly pale,

and her hands were tightly clasped

together—but she neither wept nor

spoke. The worst was over—he con-

tinued more rapidly, and with leas

constrained an effort. " By the art,

the duplicity, the falsehood of Lord
Vargrave, I was taught in a sudden

hour to believe that Evelyn was our

daughter—that you recoiled from the

prospect of beholding once more the

author of so many miseries. I need

not tell you, Alice, of the horror that

succeeded to love. I pass over the

tortures I endured. By a train oi

incidents to be related to you here-

after, I was led to suspect the truth

of Vargrave"s tale. I came hither

—

I have learned all from Aubrey—

I

regret no more the falsehood that so

racked me for the tune ! I regret no
more the rupture of my bond with

Evelyn—I regret nothing that brings

me at last free and unshackled to

thy feet, and acquaints me with thy

sublime faith and ineffable love.

Here, then— here beneath your own
roof—here he, at once your earliest

friend and foe, kneels to you for

pardon and for hope !—he woos you

as his wife— his companion to the

grave !—forget all his errors, and be

to him, under a holier name, all that

you were to him of old !

"

" And you are then Evelyn's suitor 1

—you are he whom she loves ]—I see

it all—all
!

" Alice rose, and, befor6

he was even aware of her purpose, or

conscious of what she felt, she had

vanished from the room.
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Long, and with the bitterest feel-

ings, he awaited her return— she

came not. At last he wrote a hurried

note, imploring her to join him again,

to relieve his suspense—to believe his

sincerity— to accept his vows. He
sent it to her own room, to which she

had hastened to bury her emotions.

In a few minutes there came to him
this answer, witten in pencil, blotted

with tears.

" I thank you—I understand your

heart—but forgive me— I cannot see

you yet—she is so beautiful and good
—she is worthy of you. I shall soon

be reconciled—God bless you—bless

you both !

"

The door of the vicarage was
opened abruptly, and Maltravers

entered with a hasty but heavy

tread.

" Go to her—go to that angel—go, I

beseech you ! Tell her that she wrongs

me—if she thinks, I can ever wed
another—ever have an object in life,

but to atone to,—to merit her. Go

—

plead for me."

Aubrey, who soon gathered from

Maltravers what had passed, departed

to the cottage—it was near midnight

before he returned. Maltravers met
him in the church-yard, beside the

yew-tree. " Well, well—what message

do you bring
!

"

" She wishes that we should both set

off for Paris to-morrow. Not a day is

to be lost—we must save Evelyn from
this snare."

Evelyn ! Yes, Evelyn shall be

saved : but the reat—the rest—why
do you turn away 1

'

" ' You are not the poor artist—the

wandering adventurer—you are the

high-born, the wealthy, the renowned
Maltravers : Alice has nothing to

confer on you : You have won the

love of Evelyn—Alice cannot doom
the child confided to her care to

hopeless affection : You love Evelyn

—Alice cannot compare herself to the

young, and educated, and beautiful

creature, whose love is a priceless

treasure : Alice prays you not to

grieve for her : She will soon be con-

tent and happy in your happiness.'

This is the message."

"And what said you 1

!— did you

not tell her such words would break

my heart?"
" No matter what I said—I mis-

trust myself when I advise her. Her
feelings are truer than all our wisdom

!

"

Maltravers made no answer, and
the curate saw him gliding rapidly

away by the starlit graves towards

the village.

CHAPTER VII.

' Think you I can a resolution fetch

From flowery tenderness ? "

—

Measure for iteaiure.

They were on the road to Dover.

Maltravers leant hack in the corner
J

of the carriage with his hat over his

brows, though the morning was yet
j

too dark for the curate to perceive

more than the outline of his features.

Milestone after milestone glided by

the wheels, and neither of the tra-

vellers broke the silence. It was a

cold, raw morning, and the mists rose

sullenly from the dank hedges and
comfortless fields.

Stern and self-accusing was the

scrutiny of Maltravers into the re-

cesses of his conscience, and the

blotted pages of the Past. That pale

and solitary mother, mourning over

the grave of her—of his own— child.
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rose again before his eyes, and seemed

silently to ask him for an account of

the heart he had made barren, and of

theyouth to which his love had brought

the joylessness of age. With the image

of Alice,—afar, alone, whether in her

wanderings, a beggar and an outcast,

or in that hollow prosperity, in which

the very ease of the frame allowed

more leisure to the pinings of the

heart—with that image, pure, sorrow-

ing, and faithful from first to last, he

compared his own wild and wasted

youth— his resort to fancy and to

passion for excitement. He contrasted

with her patient resignation his own
arrogant rebellion against the trials,

the bitterness of which his proud

6pirit had exaggerated—his contempt

for the pursuits and aims of others

—

the imperious indolence of his later

life, and his forgetfulness of the

duties which Providence had fitted

him to discharge. His mind, once

so rudely hurled from that complacent

pedestal, from which it had so long

looked down on men, and said, " I am
wiser and better than you," became

even too acutely sensitive to its own
infirmities ; and that desire for Virtue,

which he had ever deeply entertained,

made itself more distinctly and loudly

heard amidst the ruins and the silence

of his pride.

From the contemplation of the Past,

he roused himself to face the Future.

Alice had refused his hand— Alice

herself had ratified and blessed his

union with another ! Evelyn so madly

loved—Evelyn might still be his ! No
law—from the violation of which, even

in thought, Human Nature recoils

appalled and horror-stricken—forbade

him to reclaim her hand—to snatch

her from the grasp of Vargrave—to

woo again, and again to win her

!

But did Maltravers welcome, did he

embrace that thought! Let us do

him justice: he did not. He felt

that Alice's resolution, in the first

hour of mortified affection, was not.

to be considered final ; and even if it

were so, he felt yet more deeply that

her love— the love that had withstood

so many trials—never could be sub-

dued. Was he to make her nobleness

a curse 1 Was he to say, " Thou hast

passed away in thy generation, and I

leave thee again to thy solitude, for

her whom thou hast cherished as a

child ] " He started in dismay from
the thought of this new and last blow
upon the shattered spirit ; and then
fresh and equally sacred obstacles

between Evelyn and himself broke
slowly on his view. Could Templeton
rise from his grave, with what resent-

ment, with what just repugnance,

would he have regarded in the be-

trayer of his wife (even though wife

but in name) the suitor to his child !

These thoughts came in fast and
fearful force upon Maltravers, and
served to strengthen his honour and
his conscience. He felt that though,

in law, there was no shadow of con-

nexion between Evelyn and himself,

yet his tie with Alice had been of a,

nature that ought to separate him
from one who had regarded Alice as

a mother. The load of horror, the

agony of shame, were indeed gone
;

but still a voice whispered as before,

"Evelyn is lost to thee for ever!"

But so shaken had already been her

image in the late storms and convul-

sion of his soul, that this thought

was preferable to the thought of sacri-

ficing Alice. If that were all—but

Evelyn might still love him ; and
justice to Alice might be misery to

her ! He started from his revery

with a vehement gesture, and groaned

audibly.

The curate turned to address to

him some words of inquiry and sur-

prise ; but the words were unheard,

and he perceived, by the advancing

daylight, that the countenance of

Maltravers was that of a man utterly

rapt and absorbed by some mastering

and irresistible thought. Wisely
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therefore he left his companion in

peace, and returned to his own anxious

and engrossing meditations.

The travellers did not rest till they

arrived at Dover. The vessel started

early the following morning, and
Aubrey, who was much fatigued, re-

tired to rest. Maltravers glanced at

the clock upon the mantel-piece : it

"jras the hour of nine. For him there

was no hope of sleep ; and the prospect

of the slow night was that of dreary

suspense, and torturing self-commune.

As he turned restlessly in his seat,

the waiter entered to say that there

was a gentleman, who had caught a

glimpse of him below on his arrival,

and who was anxious to speak with

him. Before Maltravers could answer,

the gentleman himself entered, and
Maltravers recognised Legard.

" I beg your pardon," said the latter,

in a tone of great agitation, "but I

was most anxious to see you for a few

moments. I have just returned to

England—all places alike hateful to

me! I read in the papers—an—an
announcement—which—which occa-

sions me the greatest— I know not

what I would say,—but is it true 1
—

Read this paragraph ; " and Legard
placed " The Courier " before Mal-

travers.

The passage was as follows :

—

" It is whispered that Lord Var-

grave, who is now at Paris, is to be
married in a few days to the beautiful

and wealthy Miss Cameron, to whom
he has been long engaged."

" Is it possible ? " exclaimed Legard,
following the eyes of Maltravers, as

he glanced over the paragraph

—

" were not you the lover,—the ac-

cepted, the happy lover of Miss
Cameron ! Speak, tell me, I implore
rou !—that it was for you, who saved

my life and redeemed my honour, and
not for that cold schemer, that I

renounced all my hopes of earthly

happiness, and surrendered the dream

of winning the heart and hand of the

only woman I ever loved
!

"

A deep shade fell over the features

of Maltravers. He gazed earnest!}

and long upon the working counte

nance of Legard, and said, after a

pause.

—

" You, too, loved her, then. I

never knew it—never guessed it:

—

or, if once I suspected, it was but for

a moment; and "

"Yes," interrupted Legard, passion-

ately, " Heaven is my witness how
fervently and truly I did love ! I do still

love Evelyn Cameron ! But when you
confessed to me your affection—your

hopes—I felt all that I owed you ;—

I

felt that I never ought to become
your rival. I left Paris abruptly.

What I have suffered I will not say

;

but it was some comfort to think

that I had acted as became one who
owed you a debt never to be cancelled

nor repaid. I travelled from place to

place, each equally hateful and weari-

some,—at last, I scarce know why, I

returned to England. I have arrived

!
this day,—and now but tell me,

i is it true 1

"

" I believe it true," said Maltravers,

in a hollow voice, " that Evelyn is at

this moment engaged to Lord Var-

grave. I believe it equally true, that

that engagement, founded upon false

impressions, never will be fulfilled.

With that hope and that belief, I am
on my road to Paris."

"And she will be yours still!

'

said Legard, turning away his face :

" well, that I can bear— may yon be

happy, sir
!

"

" Stay, Legard," said Maltravers, in

a voice of great feeling. " Let us

understand each other better : you

have renounced your passion to youi

sense of honour— (Maltravers paused

thoughtfully).—It was noble in you,

it was more than just to me ; I thank

you and respect you. But, Legard,

was there aught in the manner. 'he

bearing of Evelyn Cameron, thai
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could lead you 10 suppose that she

would have returned your affection ?

True, had we started on equal terms,

I am not vain enough to be blind to

your advantages of youth and person;

but I believed that the affections of

Evelyn were already mine, before we
met at Paris."

" It might be so," said Legard,

gloomily; "nor is it for me to say,

that a heart so pure and generous as

Evelyn's could deceive yourself or me.

Yet I had fancied—I had hoped

—

while you stood aloof, that the par-

tiality with which she regarded you
was that of admiration more than

love ; that you had dazzled her imagi-

nation, rather than won her heart. I

had hoped that I should win, that I

was winning, my way to her affection!

But let this pass ; I drop the subject

for ever—only, Maltravers, only do

me justice. You are a proud man,
and your pride has often irritated and
stung me, in spite of my gratitude.

Be more lenient to me than you have

been; think tnat. though I have my
errors and my iomes, I am still

capable of some conquests over my-
self. And most sincerely do I now
wish that Evelyn's love may be to

you that blessing it would have been

to me !"

This was, indeed, a new triumph

over the pride of Maltravers—a new
humiliation. He had looked with a

cold contempt on this man, because

he affected not to be above the

herd; and this man had preceded

him in the very sacrifice he himself

meditated.

" Legard," said Maltravers, and a

faint blush overspread his face, " you

rebuke me justly. I acknowledge

my fault, and I ask you to forgive it.

Fi'orn this night, wuatever happens, I

wiaK iioui ii an honour to be admitted

to your frienoi hip; from this night,

G«»orge Legard n^ver shall find in me

the offences of arrogance and harsh-
ness."

Legard wrung the hand held out to
him wannly, but made no answer;
his heart was full, and he would not
trust himself to speak.

"You think, then," resumed Mal-
travers, in a more thoughtful tone

;

"you think that Evelyn could have
loved you, had my pretensions not
crossed your own ? And you think
also—pardon me, dear Legard—that

you could have acquired the steadi-

ness of character, the firmness of

purpose, which one so fair, so young,
so inexperienced and susceptible, so

surrounded by a thousand tempta-
tions, would need in a guardian and
protector ?"

" Oh, do notjudge of me by what I

have been. 1 feel that Evelyn could

have reformed errors worse than
mine; that her love would have
elevated dispositions yet more light

and commonplace. You do not know
what miracles love works ! But now,
what is there left for me ?—what
matters it how frivolous and poor the

occupations which can distract my
thoughts, and bring me forgetfulness?

Forgive me; I have no right to

obtrude all this egotism on you."
" Do not despond, Legard," said

Maltravers, kindly ;
" there may be

better fortunes in store for you than

you yet anticipate. I cannot say

more now; but will you remain at

Dover a few days longer ?—within a

week you shall hear from me. I will

not raise hopes that it may not be

mine to realise. But if it be as you
think it was—why—little, indeed,

would rest with me. Nay, look not

on me so wistfully," added Maltravers,

with a mournful smile ;
" and let the

subject close for the present. You
will stay at Dover?"

"I will; but "

"No buts, Legard; it is so settled."
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BOOK XL

CHAPTER I.

* * * " His teeth he still did grind,

And grimly gnash, threatening revenge in vain."

—

S?bn8B*.

It is now time to return to Lord Var-

grave. His most sanguine hopes were

realised ; all things seemed to prosper.

The hand of Evelyn Cameron was

pledged to him—the wedding-day was

fixed. In less than a week, she was

to confer upon the ruined peer a

splendid dowry, that would smooth
all obstacles in the ascent of his

ambition. From Mr. Douce he learned

that the deeds, which were to transfer

to himself the baronial possessions of

the head of the house of Maltravers,

were nearly completed ; and, on his

wedding-day, he hoped to be able to

announce that the happy pair had set

out for their princely mansion of

Lisle Court. In politics— though
nothing could be finally settled till

his return—letters from Lord Sax-

ingham assured him that all was
auspicious : the court and the heads

of the aristocracy daily growing more
alienated from the premier, and more
prepared for a cabinet revolution.

And Vargrave, perhaps, like most
needy men, over-rated the advantages

he should derive from, and the servile

opinions he should conciliate in, his

new character of landed proprietor

and wealthv peer. He was not insen-

No. 2)7/ V

sible to the silent anguish that Evelyn
seemed to endure, nor to the bitter

gloom that hung on the brow of Lady
Doltimore. But these were clouds

that foretold no storm—light shadows
that obscured not the serenity of the

favouring sky. He continued to seem
unconscious to either; to take the

coming avent as a matter of course,

and to Evelyn he evinced so gentle,

unfamiliar, respectful, and delicate an
attachment, that he left no opening,

either for confidence or complaint.

Poor Evelyn ! her gaiety, her enchant-

ing levity, her sweet and infantine

playfulness of manner, were indeed

vanished. Pale, wan, passive, and
smileless, she was the ghost of her

former self! But days rolled on, and
the evil one drew near : she recoiled,

but she never dreamt of resisting.

How many equal victims of her age

and sex does the altar witness

!

One day, at early noon, Lord Var-
grave took his way to Evelyn's. He
had been to pay a political visit in

the Faubourg St. Germain's, and he

was now slowly crossing the more
quiet and solitary part of the gardens

of the Tuileries—his hands clasped

behind him, after his old, unaltereo

19
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habit, and his eyes downcast—when,

Middenly, a man, who was seated

alone beneath one of the trees, and

who had for some moments watched

his steps with an anxious and wild

aspect, rose and approached him.

Lord Vargrave was not conscious of

the intrusion, till the man laid his

hand on Vargrave's arm, and, ex-

claimed

—

" It is he !—it is ! Lumley Ferrers,

ire meet again !

"

Lord Vargrave started and changed

colour, as he gazed on the intruder.

" Ferrers, continued Cesarini (for

it was he), and he wound his arm
firmly into Lord Vargrave's as he

spoke ;
" you have not changed

;

your step is light—your cheek health-

ful ; and yet I !—you can scarcely

recognise me. Oh, I have suffered

so horribly since we parted ! Why is

this—why have I been so heavily

visited?—and why have you gone

free ? Heaven is not just !

"

Castruccio was in one of his lucid

intervals ; but there was that in his

uncertain eye, and strange unnatural

voice, which showed that a breath

might dissolve the avalanche. Lord
Vargrave looked anxiously round

;

none were near : but he knew that

the more public parts of the garden

were thronged, and through the trees

he saw many forms moving in the

distance. He felt that the sound of

his voice could summon assistance in

an instant, and his assurance returned

to him.

"My poor friend," said he sooth-

ingly, as he quickened his pace, " it

grieves me to the heart to see you

look ill : do not think so much of

what is past."

" There is no past
!

" replied Ce-

sarini, gloomily. " The Past is my
Present I And I have thought and

thought, in darkness and in chains,

over all that I have endured—and a

light has broken on me in the hours

when iuey told me I was mad ! Lum-

ley Ferrers, it was not for my sake
that you led me, devil as you are,

into the lowest hell ! You had gome
object of your own to serve in sepa-

rating lier from Maitravers. You made
me your instrument. What was I to

you that you should have sinned for

my sake ? Answer me, and truly—if

those lips can utter truth !

"

"Cesarini," returned Vargrave, in

his blandest accents, " another time
we will converse on what has been

;

believe me, my only object was your

happiness, combined, it may be, with

my hatred of your rival."

" Liar
!

" shouted Ce.-arini, grasping

Vargrave's arm with the strength of

growing madness, while his burning
eyes were fixed upon his tempters
changing countenance. "You, too,

loved Florence—you, too, sought her

hand

—

you were my real rival
!

"

" Hush ! my friend, hush !
" said

Vargrave, seeking to shake off -the

gripe of the maniac, and becoming
seriously alarmed ;

—
" we are approach-

ing the crowded part of the gardena,

we shall be observed."
" And why are men made my foes t

Why is my own sister become my
persecutor ? why should she give mo
up to the torturer and the dungeon *

Why are serpents and fiends my
comrades] Why is there fire in my
brain and heart? and why do you
go free and enjoy liberty and lifel

Observed !—what care you for obser-

vation ? All men search for me!"
" Then why so openly expose your-

self to their notice?—why "

" Hear me!" interrupted Cesarini.

" When I escaped from the horrible

prison into which I was plunged

—

when I scented the fresh Jx, and
bounded over the grass—wnen I wag

again free in limbs and sphit—

a

sudden strain of music from a village

came on my ear, and I stopped

short, and couched down, and held

my breath to listen. It ceased ; and
I thought I had been with Florence.
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and I wept bitterly ! When I re-

covered, memory came back to me
distinct and clear : and I heard a

voice say to me, 'Avenge her and

thyself
!

' From that hour the voice

has been heard again, morning and

night! Lumley Ferrers, I hear it

now! it speaks to my heart—it warms
my blood—it nerves my hand ! On
whom should vengeance fall 1 Speak

to me !

"

Lumley strode rapidly on : they

were now without the grove : a gay

throng was before them. " All is

safe," thought the Englishman. He
turned abruptly and haughtily on

Cesarini, and waved his hand ;—" Be-

gone, madman !
" said he, in a loud

and stern voice,—" begone ! vex me
no more, or I give you into custody.

Begone, I say !

"

Cesarini halted, amazed and awed
for the moment : and then, with a

dark scowl and a low cry, threw him-

self on Vargrave. The eye and hand

of the latter were vigilant and pre-

pared : he grasped the lifted arm of

the maniac, and shouted for help.

But the madman was now in his full

fury ;—he hurled Vargrave to th«

ground with a force for which the

peer was not prepared—and Lumley
might never have risen a living man
from that spot, if two soldiers, seated

close by, had not hastened to his

assistance. Cesarini was already

kneeling on his breast, and his long

bony fingers were fastening upon the

throat of his intended victim. Torn

from his hold, he glared fiercely on

his new assailants ; and, after a fierce

but momentary struggle, wrested

himself from their gripe. Then,

turning round to Vargrave, who had

with some effort risen from the ground,

he shrieked out, " I shall have thee

yet !
" and fled through the trees and

disappeared.

CHAPTER II.

1 Ah I who is nigh ?—Come to me, friend or foe

!

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had

—

Ev'n now forsake me."

—

Henry VI., Third Part.

Lord Varqrave, bold as he was by
nature, in vain endeavoured to banish

from his mind the gloomy impression

which the startling interview with

Cesarini had bequeathed. The face,

the voice of the maniac, haunted him,

as the shape of the warning wraith

haunts the mountaineer. He returned

at once to his hotel, unable for some
hours to collect himself sufficiently

to pay his customary visit to Miss

Cameron. Inly resolving not to

hazard a second meeting with the

Italian during the rest of his sojourn

at Paris, by venturing in the streets

on foot, he ordered his carriage to-

wards evening—dined at the Cafe de
Paris ; and then re-entered his car-

riage to proceed to Lady Doltimore's

house.

" I beg your pardon, my lord," said

his servant, as he closed the carriage

door, " but I forgot to say that, a
short time after you returned this

morning, a strange gentleman asked
at the porter's lodge if Mr. Ferrers

was not staying at the hotel. The
porter said there was no Mr. Ferrers

—but the gentleman insisted upon it

that he had seen Mr. Ferrers enter.

I was in the lodge at the moment, my
lord, and I explained

"
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" That Mr. Ferrers and Lord Var-

grave are one and the same ? What
sort of looking person !

"

"Thin and dark, my lord—evi-

dently a foreigner. When I said that

you were now Lord Vargrave, he

stared a moment, and said, very

abruptly, that he recollected it per-

fectly—and then he laughed and
walked away."

" Did he not ask to see me 1"

" No, my lord ;—he said he should

take another opportunity. He was a

strange-looking gentleman—and his

clothes were threadbare."
" Ah ! some troublesome petitioner.

Perhaps a Pole in distress ! Remem-
ber I am never at home when he

calls. Shut the door. To Lady
Doltimore's."

Lumley's heart beat as he threw

himself back— he again felt the

gripe of the madman at his throat.

He saw, at once, that Cesaiini had

dogged him—he resolved the next

morning to change his hotel, and to

apply to the police. It was strange

how 6udden and keen a fear had
entered the breast of this callous and
resolute man

!

On arriving at Lady Doltimore's,

he found Caroline alone in the draw-

ing-room. It was a tete-a-tite that

he by no means desired.

" Lord Vargrave," said Caroline,

coldly, " I wished a short conversation

with you—and, finding you did not

come in the morning, I sent you a

note an hour ago. Did you receive

itr
" No—I have been from home since

six o'clock—it is now nine."

" Well, then, Vargrave," said Caro-

line, with a compressed and writhing

lip, and turning very pale—" I

tremble to tell you that I fear Dolti-

more suspects. He looked at me
sternly this morning, and said, ' You
teem unhappy, madam—this mar-

liage of Lord Vargrave's distresses

tou J

'

"

* I warned you how it would be

—

your own selfishness will betray and
ruin you."

" Do not reproach me, man !

" said

Lady Doltimore, with great vehe-

mence. " From you at least I have

a right to pity—to forbearauce—to

succour. I will not bear reproach

from you."
" I reproach you for your own sake

—for the faults you commit against

yourself—and I must say, Caroline,

that after I had generously conquered
all selfish feeliug.and assisted you to so

desirable and even brilliant a position,

it is neither just nor high-minded in

you to evince so ungracious a reluct-

ance to my taking the only step

which can save me from actual ruin.

! But what does Doltimore suspect 1

What ground has he for suspicion,

beyond that want of command of

countenance which it is easy ±o ex-

plain—and which it is yet easier for

a woman and a great lady (here

Lumley sneered) to acquire i

"

" I know not—it has been put into

his head. Paris is so full of slander.

But—Vargrave—Lumley—I tremble

—I shudder with terror—if ever

Doltimore should discover"
" Pooh—pooh ! Our conduct at

Paris has been most guarded—most
discreet. Doltimore is Self-conceit

personified—and Self-conceit is horn-

eyed. I am about to leave Paris

—

about to marry, from under your own
roof;—a little prudence—a little self-

jontrol—a smiling face, when you
wish us happiness, and so forth, and
all is safe. Tush ! think of it no
more—Fate has cut and shuffled the

cards for you—the game is yours, un-

less you revoke—pardon my metaphor
it is a favourite one— I hav ; worn

it threadbare— but human life is so

like a rubber at whist. Where is

Evelyn ?

"

" In her own room. Have you no

pity for her 1

"

" She will be very happy when she
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is Lady Vargrave ; and for the rest,

'

I shall neither he a stern nor a jealous

husband. She might not have given

the same character to the magnificent

Maltravers."

Here Evelyn entered ; and Vargrave

hastened to press her hand—to whis-

per tender salutations and compli-

ments—to draw the easy chair to the

fire—to place the footstool ;—to lavish

the petite soins that are so agreeable,

when they are the small moralities of

love,

Evelyn was more than usually pale

— more than usually abstracted.

There was no lustre in her eye—no

life in her step : she seemed uncon-

scious of the crisis to which she ap-

proached. As the myrrh and hyssop

which drugged the malefactors of old

into forgetfulness of their doom, so I

there are griefs which stupify before

their last and crowning consummation!

Vargrave conversed lightly on the

weather, the news, the last book.

Evelyn answered butin monosyllables;

and Caroline with a hand-screen be-

fore her face, preserved an unbroken I

silence. Thus, gloomy and joyless

were two of the party—thus, gay and
animated the third, when the clock

on the mantel-piece struck ten ; and,

as the last stroke died, and Evelyn

sighed heavily—for it was an hour
nearer to the fatal day—the door was

suddenly thrown open, and, pushing

aside the servant, two gentlemen en-

tered the room.

Caroline, the first to perceive them,

started from her seat with a faint

exclamation of surprise. Vargrave

turned abruptly, and saw before him
the stern countenance of Maltravers.

"My child!—my Evelyn!" ex-

claimed a familiar voice ; and Evelyn

had already flown into the arm3 of

Aubrey.

The sight of the curate, in com-
pany with Maltravers, explained all

at once to Vargrave. He saw that

the mask was torn from hia face—the
|

prize snatched from his grasp — his

falsehood known—his plot counter-

worked—his villany baffled ! He
struggled in vain for self-composure

—all his resources of courage and

craft seemed drained and exhausted

Livid, speechless, almost trembling,

—he cowered beneath the eyes of

Maltravers.

Evelyn, not as yet aware of the

presence of her former lover, was
the first to break the silence. She
lifted her face in alarm from the

bosom of the good curate—" My
mother—she is well—she lives—what
brings you hither ]

"

" Your mother is well, my child.

I have come hither at her earnest

request, to save you from a marriage

with that unworthy man !

"

Lord Vargrave smiled a ghastly

smile, but made no answer.

Lord Vargrave,'' said Maltravers,

"you will feel at once that you have

no further business under this roof.

Let us withdraw—I have much to

thank you for."

" I will not stir !
" exclaimed Var-

grave passionately, and stamping on
the floor. " Miss Cameron, the guest

of Lady Doltimore, whose house and
presence you thus rudely pro-

fane, is my affianced bride—affianced

with her own consent. Evelyn—be-

loved Evelyn ! mine you are yet

—

you alone can cancel the bond. Sir,

I know not what you have to say

—

what mystery in your immaculate
life to disclose ; but unless Lady
Doltimore, whom your violence appals

and terrifies, orders me to quit her

roof, it is not I—it is yourself, who
are the intruder! Lady Doltimore,

with your permission, I will direct

your servants to conduct this gentle-

man to his carriage
!

"

" Lady Doltimore, pardon me,"

said Maltravers, coldly; " I will not

be urged to any failure of respect to

you. My lord, if the most abject

cowardice be not added to your other
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vices, you will not make this room
the theatre for our altercation. I

invite you, in those terms which no

gentleman ever yet refused, to with-

draw with me."

The tone and manner of Maltravers

exercised a strange control over

Vargrave ; he endeavoured in vain

to keep alive the passion into which

he had sought to work himself—his

voice faltered, his head sunk upon
his breast. Between these two per-

1

sonages, none interfered; — around

them, all present grouped in breath-

less silence : Caroline, turning her

eyes from one to the other in

wonder and dismay ; Evelyn, be-

lieving all a dream, yet alive only

to the thought that, by some merciful

interposition of Providence, she should

escape the consequences of her own
rashness—clinging to Aubrey, with

j

her gaze riveted on Maltravers ; and
|

Aubrey, whose gentle character was

'

borne down and silenced by the

,

powerful and tempestuous passions

that now met in collision and conflict,

withheld by his abhorrence of Var-

grave's treachery from his natural
i

desire to propitiate, and yet appalled

by the apprehension of bloodshed, that

'

for the first time crossed him.

There was a moment of dead
i

silence, in which Vargrave seemed

to be nerving and collecting himself

for such course as might be best to

pursue, when again the door opened,

and the name of Mr. Howard was

announced.

Hurried and agitated, the young
secretary, scarcely noticing the rest of

the party, rushed to Lord Vargrave.
" My lord !—a thousand pardons

for interrupting you— business of

such importance !—I am so fortunate

to find you !

"

" What is the matter, sir ]

"

" These letters, my lord ; I have

bo much to say 1

'

Any interruption, even an earth-

quake, at thai moment must have

been welcome to Vargrave. He bent

his head, with a polite smile, linked

his arm into his secretary's, and
withdrew to the recess of the furthest

window. Not a minute elapsed,

before he turned away with a look of

scornful exultation. " Mr. Howard,"
said he, "go and refresh yourself,

and come to me at twelve o'clock

to-night; I shall be at home then."

The secretary bowed, and withdrew.
" Now, sir," said Vargrave to

Maltravers, " I am willing to leave

you in possession of the field. Miss
Cameron, it will be, I fear, impos-

sible for me to entertain any longer

the bright hopes I had once formed ;

my cruel fate compels me to seek

wealth in any matrimonial engage-

ment. I regret to inform you, that

you are no longer the great heiress :

the whole of your capital was placed

in the hands of Mr. Douce for the

completion of the purchase of Lisle

j

Court. Mr. Douce is a bankrupt

;

he has fled to America. This letter

is an express from my lawyer ; the

!
house has closed its payments !

—

Perhaps we may hope to obtain

sixpence in the pound. I am a loser

also ; the forfeit money bequeathed

to me is gone. I know not whether,

i as your trustee, I am not accountable

I

for the loss of your fortune (drawn

out on my responsibility)
;
probably

so. But as I have not now a shilling

in the world, I doubt whether Mr.
Maltravers will advise you to institute

proceedings against me. Mr. Mal-

travers, to-morrow, at nine o'clock,

I will listen to what you have to say.

I wish you all good night." He
bowed— seized his hat—and vanished.

" Evelyn," said Aubrey, " can you
require to learn more—do you not

already feel you are released from
union with a man without heart and
honour 1

"

" Yes, yes ! I am so happy 1" cried

Evelyn, bursting into tears. " This

hated wealth—I feel not its loss—

J
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am released from all duty to my
benefactor. I am free !

"

The last tie that had yet united

the guilty Caroline to Vargrave was

broken—a woman forgives sin in her

lover, but never meanness. The
degrading, the abject position in

which she had seen one, whom she

had served as a slave, (though, as yet,

all his worst villanies were unknown to

her), filler! her with shame, horror,

and disgust. She rose abruptly, and
quitted the room. They did not

miss her.

Mai travers approached Evelyn; he

took her hand, and pressed it to his

lips and heart.

" Evelyn," said he, mournfully,

"you require an explanation— to-

morrow I will give and seek it. To-

night we are both too unnerved for

such communications. I can only

now feel joy at your escape, and hope
that I may still minister to your
future happiness."

" But," said Aubrey, " can we

believe this new and astounding

statement? can this loss be so

irremediable]—may we not yet take

precaution, and save, at least, some
wrecks of this noble fortune ]

"

" I thank you for recalling me to

the world," said Maltravers, eagerly.

" I will see to it this instant ; and
to-morrow, Evelyn, after my inter-

view with you, I will hasten to

London, and act in that capacity

still left to me—your guardian—your

friend."

He turned away his face, and
hurried to the door.

Evelyn clung more closely to

Aubrey—" But you will not leave

me to-night 1—you can stay—we can

find you accommodation— do not

leave me."
" Leave you, my child !—no—we

have a thousand things to say to

each other. I will not," he added

in a whisper, turning to Maltravers,
" forestall your communications."

CHAPTER III.

' Alack, 'tis he. Why, he was met even now
As mad as the vex'd sea."

—

Lear.

In the Rue de la Paix there resided

an English lawyer of eminence, with

whom Maltravers had had previous

dealings,—to this gentleman he now
drove. He acquainted him with the

news he had just heard, respecting

the bankruptcy of Mr. Douce ; and
commissioned him to leave Paris,

the first moment he could obtain a

passport, and to proceed to London.

At all events, he would arrive there

some hours before Maltravers ; and

those hours were something gained.

This done, he drove to the nearest

hotel, which chanced to be the Hotel

de M , where, though he knew

it not, it so happened that Lord Tar-
grave himself lodged. As his carriage

stopped without, while the porter

unclosed the gates, a man, who had
been loitering under the lamps,

darted forward, and prying into the

carriage window, regarded Maltravers

earnestly. The latter, pre-occupied

and absorbed, did not notice him
;

but when the carriage drove into the

court-yard, it was followed by the

stranger who was muffled in a worn
and tattered cloak, and whose move-

ments were unheeded amidst the

bustle of the arrival. The porter's

wife led the way to a second-floor,
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just left vacant, and the waiter

began to arrange the fire. Mal-

travers threw himself abstractedly

upon the sofa, insensible to all around

him—when, lifting his eyes, he saw

before him the countenance of

Cesarini ! The Italian (supposed,

perhaps, by the persons of the hotel,

to be one of the new-comers) was

leaning over the back of a chair,

supporting his face with his hand,

and fixing his eyes with an earnest

and sorrowful expression upon the

features of his ancient rival. When
he perceived that he was recognised,

he approached Maltravers, and said

in Italian, and in a low voice, " You are

the man of all others, whom, save one,

I most desired to see. I have much
to say to you, and my time is short.

Spare me a few minutes."

The tone and manner of Cesarini

were so calm and rational, that they

changed the first impulse of Mal-

travers, which was that of securing

a maniac : while the Italian's emaciated

countenance— his squalid garments

—

the air of penuryand want diffused over

his whole appearance—irresistibly in-

vited compassion. With all the

more anxious and pressing thoughts

that weighed upon him, Maltravers

could not refuse the conference thus

demanded. He dismissed the at-

tendants, and motioned Cesarini to

be seated.

The Italian drew near to the fire,

which now blazed brightly and
cheerily, and, spreading his thin

hands to the flame, seemed to enjoy

the physical luxury of the warmth.
" Cold—cold," he said piteously, as

to himself; "Nature is a very bitter

protector. But frost and famine are,

at least, more merciful than Blavery

and darkness."

At this moment Ernest's servant

entered to know if his master would

not take refreshments, for he had

scarcely touched food upon the

Toad. And, as he spoke, Cesarini

turned keenly and wistfully round,

There was no mistaking the appeal.

Wine and cold meat were ordered

:

and when the servant vanished,

Cesarini turned to Maltravers with

a strange smile, and said,—" You see

what the love of liberty brings men
to ! They found me plenty in the

gaol ! But I have read of men who
feasted merrily before execution

—

have not you]—and my hour is at

hand. All this day I have felt

chained by an irresistible destiny to

this house. But it was not you I

sought ; no matter, in the crisis of

our doom all its agents meet toge-

ther. It is the last act of a dreary

play
!

"

The Italian turned again to the

fire, and bent over it, muttering to

himself.

Maltravers remained silent and

thoughtful. Now was the moment
once more to place the maniac under

the kindly vigilance of his family—t/j

snatch him from the horrors, perhaps

of starvation itself, to which his

escape had condemned him : if he

could detain Cesarini till De Mon-
taigue could arrive!

Agreeably to this thought, he

quietly drew towards him the port-

folio which had been laid on the

table—and, Cesarini's back still turned

to him, wrote a hasty line to De
Montaigne. AVhen his servant re-

entered with the wine and viands,

Maltravers followed him out of the

room, and bade him see the note

sent immediately. On returning, he

found Cesarini devouring the food

before him with all the voracity ol

famine. It was a dreadful sight!

—

the intellect ruined—the mind dark-

ened—the wild, fierce animal, alone

left

!

When Cesarini had appeased his

hunger, he drew near to Maltravers,

and thus accosted him :

—

" I must lead you back to the

past. I sinned against you and the
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dead : but Heaven has avenged you,

and me you can pity and forgive.

Maltravers, there is another more
guilty than I—but proud, prosperous,

and great. His crime Heaven has

left to the revenge of man ! 1

bound myself by an oath not to

reveal his villany. I cancel the oath

now, for the knowledge of it should

survive his life and mine. And, mad
though they deem me—the mad are

prophets—and a solemn conviction,

a voice not of earth, tells me that

he and I are already in the Shadow
of Death."

Here Cesarini, with a calm and
precise accuracy of self-possession,

—

a minuteness of circumstance and
detail, that, coming from one whose
very eyes betrayed his terrible dis-

ease, was infinitely thrilling in its

effect,—related the counsels, the per-

Buasion, the stratagems of Lumley.
Slowly and distinctly he forced into

the heart of Mai travers that sicken-

ing record of cold fraud, calculating

on vehement passion as its tool ; and
thus he concluded his narration ;

—

"Now, wonder no longer why I

have lived till this hour— why I have

clung to freedom, through want and
hunger, amidst beggars, felons, and
outcasts ! In that freedom was my
last hope—the hope of revenge !

"

Maltravers returned no answer for

some moments. At length he said

calmly, " Cesarini, there are injuries

so great, that they defy revenge.

Let us alike, since we are alike

injured, trust our cause to Him who
reads all hearts, and, better than we
can do, measures both crime and its

excuses. You think that our enemy has

not suffered—that he has gone free.

We know not his internal history

—

prosperity and power are no signs of

happiness, they bring no exemption
from care. Be soothed and be ruled,

Cesarini. Let the stone once more
close over the solemn grave. Turn
with me to the future ; and let us

rather seek to be the judges of

ourselves, than the executioners of

another."

Cesarini listened gloomily, and was
about to answer, when

But here we must return to Lord
Vargrave.

CHAPTER IV.

* * * " My noble lord,

Your worthy friends do lack you."

—

Macbeth.
* • * " He is about it

:

The doors are open."

—

Ibid.

On quitting Lady Doltimore's house,

Lumley drove to his hotel. His

secretary had been the bearer of

other communications, with the nature

of which he had not yet acquainted

himself. But he saw by the super-

scriptions that they were of great

importance. Still, however, even in

the solitude and privacy of hi3 own
chamber, it was not on the instant

that he could divert his thoughts

from the ruin of his fortunes : tl»e

loss not only of Bvelyn's property,

but his own claims upon it (for the

whole capital had been placed in

Douce's hands)—the total wreck of

his grand scheme—the triumph he
had afforded to Maltravers ! He
ground his teeth in impotent rage,

and groaned aloud, as he traversed

his room with hasty and uneven
strides. At last he paused and mut-
tered, " Well the spider toils on even
when its very power of weaving fresh
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webs is exhausted ; it lies in wait

—

it forces itself into th£ webs of others.

Brave insect, thou a.ft my model !

—

While I have breath in my body, the

world and all its crosses—Fortune

and all her malignity— shall not

prevail against me ! What man ever

yet failed until he himself grew
craven, and sold his soul to the arch

fiend, Despair!
—

'Tis but a girl and
a fortune lost—they were gallantly

fought for, that is some comfort.

Now to what is yet left to me !

'

The first letter Lumley opened was
from Lord Saxingham. It filled him
with dismay. The question at issue

had been formally, but abruptly,

decided in the cabinet against Var-

grave and his manoeuvres. Some
hasty expressions of Lord Saxingham
had been instantly caught at by the

premier, and a resignation, rather

hinted at than declared, had been per-

emptorily accepted. Lord Saxingham
and Lumley's adherents in the govern-

ment were to a man dismissed ; and,

at the time Lord Saxingham wrote,

the premier was with the king.
" Curse their folly !—the puppets !

— the dolts
!

" exclaimed Lumley,
crushing the letter in his hand. " The
moment I leave them, they run their

heads against the wall. Curse them
—curse myself—curse the man who
weaves ropes with sand ! Nothing

—

nothing left for me, but exile or

suicide!—Stay, what is this?"—His
eye fell on the well-known hand-
writing of the premier. He tore the

envelope, impatient to know the

worst. His eyes sparkled as he pro-

ceeded. The letter was most cour-

teous, most complimentary, most
wooing. The minister was a man
consummately versed in the arts that

increase, as well as those which purge,

a party. Saxingham and bis friends

were imbeciles— incapables—mostly

men who had outlived their day.

But Lord Vargrave,in the prime of life

— versatile, accomplished, vigorous,

bitter, unscrupulous—Vargrave was
of another mould-—Vargrave was to

be dreaded ; and, therefore, if pos-

sible, to be retained. His powers of

mischief were unquestionably in-

creased by the universal talk of

London, that he was about soon to

wed so wealthy a lady. The minister

knew his man. In terms of affected

regret, he alluded to the loss the

government would sustain in the ser-

vices of Lord Saxingham, &c.—he
rejoiced that Lord Vargrave's absence

from London had prevented his being
prematurely mixed up, by false scruples

of honour, in secessions which his

judgment must condemn. He treated

of the question in dispute with the

most delicate address confessed the

reasonableness of Lord Vargrave's

former opposition to it ; but con-

tended that it was now, if not wise,

inevitable. He said nothing of the

justice of the measure he proposed to

adopt, but much on the expediency.

He concluded by offering to Var-

grave, in the most cordial and flatter-

ing terms, the very seat in the cabinet

which Lord Saxingham had vacated,

with an apology for its inadequacy

to his lordship's merits, and a distinct

and definite promise of the refusal of

the gorgeous viceroyalty of India

—

which would be vacant next year, by
the return of the present governor-

Unprincipled as Vargrave was, it is

not,perhaps,judginghim too mildly to

say, that had he succeeded in obtain-

ing Evelyn's hand and fortune, he

would have shrunk from the baseness

he now meditated. To step coldly

into the very post of which he, and
he alone, had been the cause of

depriving his earliest patron an'',

nearest relative—to profit by the

betrayal of his own party—to damn
himself eternally in the eyes of his

ancient friends—to pass down the

stream of history as a mercenary

apostate ; from all this Vargrave must
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have shrunk, had he seen one spot of

honest ground on which to maintain

his footing. But now the waters of

the abyss were closing over his head
;

he would have caught at a straw

;

how much more consent to be picked

up by the vessel of an enemy ! All

objection, all scruple, vanished at

once. And the " barbaric gold " " of

Ormus and of Ind " glittered before

the greedy eyes of the penniless adven-

turer ! Not a day was now to be

lost : how fortunate that a written

proposition, from which it was impos-

sible to recede, had been made to

him, before the failure of his matri-

monial projects had become known !

Too happy to quit Paris, he would

set off on the morrow, and conclude in

person the negotiation. Vargrave
glanced towards the clock, it was
scarcely past eleven ; what revolutions

are worked in moments ! Within an
hour he had lost a wife—a noble

fortune—changed the politics of his

whole life—stepped into a cabinet

office—and was already calculating

how much a governor-general of India

could lay by in five years ! But it

was only eleven o'clock—he had put

off Mr. Howard's visit till twelve—he

wished so much to see him, and learn

all the London gossip connected with

the recent events. Poor Mr. 1 »ouce !

—Vargrave had already forgotten his

existence !—he rang his bell hastily.

It was some time before his servant

answered.

Promptitude and readiness were
virtues that Lord Vargrave peremp-
torily demanded in a servant ; and as

he paid the best price for the articles

—less in wages than in plunder—he
was generally sure to obtain them.

" Where the deuce have you been 1

this is the third time I have rung !

you ought to be in the ante-room !

"

" I beg your lordship's pardon ; but
I was helping Mr. Maltravere' valet to

find a key which he dropped in the

court-yard."

" Mr. Maltravere ! Is he at this

hotelr
" Yes, my lord ; his rooms are just

over head."
" Humph !—Has Mr. Howard en-

gaged a lodging here 1

"

" No, my lord. He left word that

he was gone to his aunt, Lady Jane."
" Ah !—Lady Jane—lives at Paris

—so she does—Rue Chaussee d'Antin

—you know the house?—go imme-
diately—go yourself!—don't trust to

a messenger—and beg Mr. Howard
to return with you. I want to see

him instantly."

" Yes, my lord."

The servant went. Lumley was in

a mood in which solitude was intoler-

able. He was greatly excited; and

some natural compunctions at the

course on which he had decided made
him long to escape from thought. So

Maltravers was under the same roof !

He had promised to give him an

interview next day ; but next day he

wished to be on the road to London.

Why not have it over to-night ] But
could Maltravers meditate any hostile

proceedings ?—impossible ! Whatever
his causes of complaint, they were of

too delicate and secret a nature for

seconds, bullets, and newspaper para-

graphs ! Vargrave might feel secure

that he should not be delayed by any

Bois de Boulogne assignation ; but it

was necessary to his honour (!) that

he should not seem to shun the man
he had deceived and wronged. He
would go up to him at once — a

new excitement would distract his

thoughts. Agreeably to this resolu-

tion, Lord Vargrave quitted his room,

and was about to close the outer door,

when he recollected that perhaps his

servant might not meet with Howard
—that the secretary might probably

arrive before the time fixed—it would

be as well to leave his door open. He
accordingly stopped, and writing

upon a piece of paper " Dear Howard,

send up for me the moment you arrive:
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I shall be with Mr. Maltravers au
second

"—Vargrave, wafered the affiche

to the door, which he then left ajar,

and the lamp in the landing-place

fell clear and full on the paper.

It was the voice of Vargrave, in

the little stone-paven ante-chamber

without, inquiring of the servant if

Mr. Maltravers was at home, which

had startled and interrupted Cesarini

as he was about to reply to Ernest.

Each recognised that sharp clear

voice—each glanced at the other.

" I will not see him," said Mal-

travers, hastily moving towards the

door ;
" you are not fit to

"

" Meet him ] no !
" said Cesarini,

with a furtive and sinister glance,

which a man versed in his disease

would have understood, but which

Maltravers did not even observe ;
" I

will retire into your bed-room ; my
eyes are heavy—I could sleep."

He opened the inner door as he

spoke, and had scarcely re-closed it

before Vargrave entered.

" Your servant said you were en-

gaged ; but I thought you might see

an old friend :
" and Vargrave coolly

seated himself.

Maltravers drew the bolt across

the door that separated them from

Cesarini ; and the two men, whose

characters and lives were so strongly

contrasted, were now alone.

"You wished an interview— an

explanation," said Lumley; " I shrink

from neither. Let me forestall inquiry

and complaint. I deceived you know-

ingly and deliberately, it is quite true

—all stratagems are fair in love and

war. The prize was vast ! I believed

my career depended on it ; I could

not resist the temptation. I knew
that before long you would learn that

Evelyn was not your daughter ; that

the first communication between your-

self and Lady Vargrave would betray

me; but it was worth trying a coup

de main. You have foiled me, and

conquered :—be it so ; I congratulate

you. You are tolerably rich, and the

loss of Evelyn's fortune will not vex

you as it would have done me."
" Lord Vargrave, it is but poor

affectation to treat thus lightly the

dark falsehood you conceived, the awful

curse you inflicted upon me ! Your
sight is now so painful to me—it so

stirs the passions that I would seek to

suppress, that the sooner our inter-

view is terminated the better. I have

to charge you, also, with a crime

—

not, perhaps, baser than the one you

so calmly own, but the consequences

of which were more fatal : you under-

stand me ?

"

" I do not."

" Do not tempt me ! do not lie !

"

said Maltravers, still in a calm voice,

though his passions, naturally so

strong, shook his whole frame. " To
your arts I owe the exile of years that

should have been better spent ;—to

those arts Cesarini owes the wreck

of his reason, and Florence Lascelles

her early grave ! Ah ! you are pale

now
;

your tongue cleaves to your

mouth ! And think you these crimes

will go for ever unrequited ] think

i
you that there is no justice in the

thunderbolts of God 1

"

"Sir," said Vargrave, starting to

his feet ;
" I know not what you

suspect, I care not what you believe !

But I am accountable to man, and

that account I am willing to render.

You threatened me in the presence of

my ward
;
you spoke of cowardice,

and hinted at danger. Whatever my
faults, want of courage is not one.

Stand by your threats—I am ready to

brave them !

"

" A year, perhaps a short month,

ago," replied Maltravers, "and I

would have arrogated justice to my
own mortal hand; nay, this very

night, had the hazard of either of our

lives been necessary to save Evelyn

from your persecution, I would have

incurred all things for her sake ! But

; that is past ; from me you have
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aothing to fear. The proofs of your

earlier guilt, with its dreadful results,

would alone suffice to warn me from

the solemn responsibility of human
vengeance ! Great Heaven ! what
hand could dare to send a criminal

so long hardened, so black with crime,

unatoning, unrepentant, and unpre-

pared, before the judgment-seat of

the All Just] Go, unhappy man!
may life long be spared to you

!

Awake—awakefrom this world, before

your feet pass the irrevocable boun-

dary of the next
!

"

" I came not here to listen to

homilies, and the cant of the conven-

ticle," said Vargrave, vainly struggling

for a haughtiness of mien that his

conscience-stricken aspect terribly

belied ;
" not I — but this wrong

World is to be blamed, if deeds that

strict morality may not justify, but

the effects of which I, no prophet,

could not foresee, were necessary for

success in life. I have been but as all

other men' have been who struggle

against fortune, to be rich and great

:

—ambition must make use of foul

ladders."

"Oh!" said Maltravers, earnestly,

touched involuntarily, and in spite of

his abhorrence of the criminal, by the

relenting that this miserable attempt

at self-justification seemed to denote,—" Oh ! be warned while it is yet

time; wrap not yourself in these

paltry sophistries ; look back to your

past career ; see to what heights you
might have climbed, if—with those

rare gifts and energies—with that

subtle sagacity and indomitable

courage — your ambition had but
chosen the straight, not the crooked,

path. Pause ! many years may yet,

in the course of nature, afford you
time to retrace your steps—to atone to

thousands the injuries you have
inflicted on the few. I know not

why I thus address you : but some-

thing diviner than indignation urges

me; something tells me that you

are already on the brink of the

abyss
!

"

Lord Vargrave changed colour,

nor did he speak for some moments

;

then raising his head, with a faint

smile, he said, "Maltravers, you are a

false soothsayer. At this moment
my paths, crooked though they be,

have led me far toward the summit
of my proudest hopes—the straight

path would have left me at the foot

of the mountain ! You yourself are a

beacon against the course you advise.

Let us contrast each other. You
took the straight path : I the crooked.

You, my superior in fortune; you,

infinitely above me in genius
;
you,

born to command and never to crouch;

how do we stand now, each in the

prime of life ] You, with a barren

and profitless reputation ; without

rank, without power—almost without

the hope of power. I—but you know
not my new dignity—I, in the cabinet

of England's ministry—vast fortunes

opening to my gaze—the proudest

station not too high for my reasonable

ambition ! You, wedding yourself to

some grand chimera of an object

—

aimless—when it eludes your grasp.

I, swinging, squirrel-like,from scheme
to scheme ; no matter if one breaks,

another is at hand ! Some men
would have cut their throats- in

despair, an hour ago, in losing the

object of a seven years' chase—Beauty

and Wealth both ! I open a letter,

and find success in one quarter to

counterbalance failure in another.

Bah ! bah ! each to his metier, Mal-

travers ! For you, honour, melan-

choly, and, if it please you, repentance

also ! For me, the onward, rushing

life, never looking back to the Past,

never balancing the stepping-stones

to the Future. Let us not envy each

other : if you were not Diogenes, you
would be Alexander. Adieu ! our

interview is over. Will you forget

and forgive, and shake hands once

more 1 You draw hack—you frown f



802 ALICE; OE, THE MYSTERIES.

well, perhaps you are right. If we
meet again

"

"It will be as strangers."

" No rash vows ! you may return

to politics—you may want office. I

am of your way of thinking now: and

—ha ! ha !—poor Lumley Ferrers

could make you a Lord of the Treasury:

smooth travelling, and cheap turn-

pikes on crooked paths, believe me.

—Farewell !

"

On entering the room into which
Cesarini had retired, Maltravers found

him flown. His servant said that the

gentleman had gone away shortly-

after Lord Vargrave's arrival. Ernest

reproached himself bitterly for neg-
lecting to secure the door that con-

ducted to the ante-chamber ; but still

it was probable that Cesarini would
return in the morning.

The messenger who had taken the

letter to De Montaigne brought
back word that the latter was at his

villa, but expected at Paris early the

next day. Maltravers hoped to see

him before his departure : meanwhile

he threw himself on his bed, and,

despite all the anxieties that yet

oppressed him, the fatigues and excite-

ments he had undergone exhausted

even the endurance of that iron frame,

and he fell into a profound slumber.

CHAPTER V.

" By eight to-morrow
Thou shalt be made immortal."

Measurefor Measure.

Lord Vargrave returned to his apart-

ment, to find Mr. Howard, who had

but just that instant arrived, warming
his white and well-ringed hands by

the fire. He conversed with him for

half an hour on all the topics on

which the secretary could give him
information, and then dismissed him
once more to the roof of Lady Jane.

As he slowly undressed himself, he

saw on his writing-table the note which

Lady Doltimore had referred to, and

which he had not j
Tet opened. He

lazily broke the seal, ran his eye care-

lessly over its few blotted words of

remorse and alarm, and threw it down
again with a contemptuous " pshaw !

"

Thus unequally are the sorrows of a

guilty tie felt by the man of the

world and the woman of society !

As his servant placed before him
his wine and water, Vargrave told him

to see early to the preparations for

departure, and to call him at nine

o'clock.

" Shall I shut that door, my lord ?
'"

said the valet, pointing to one that

communicated with one of those large

closets, or armoires, that are common
appendages to French bed-rooms, and
in which wood and sundry other

matters are kept.
" No," said Lord Vargrave, petu-

lantly ;
" you servants are so fond of

excluding every breath of air. I

should never have a window open, if

I did not open it myself. Leave the

door as it is ; and do not be later than

nine to-morrow."

The servant, who slept in a kind of

kennel, that communicated with the

ante-room, did as he was bid ; and
Vargrave put out his candle, betook

himself to bed, and, after drowsily

gazing some minutes on the dying

embers of the fire, which threw a dim,

ghastly light over the chamber, fell

fast asleep. The clock struck the first

hour of morning, and in that house

all seemed still.
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Tht next morning, Maltravers was

disturbed from his slumber by De
Montaigne, who, arriving, as was often

his wont, at an early hour from his

villa, had found Ernest's note of the

previous evening.

Maltravers rose, and dressed him-

self; and, while De Montaigne was

yet listening to the account which his

friend gave of his adventure with

Cesarini, and the unhappy man's

accusation of his accomplice, Ernest's

servant entered the room very ab-

ruptly.

" Sir," said he, " I thought you

might like to know,—what is to be

done ?—the whole hotel is in confusion

—Mr. Howard has been sent for,

—

and Lord Doltimore—so very strange,

so sudden
!

"

" What is the matter ? speak plain."

" Lord Vargrave, sir—poor Lord

Vargrave
"

" Lord Vargrave !

"

" Yes, sir ; the master of the hotel,

hearing you knew his lordship, would

be so glad if you would come down.

Lord Vargrave, sir, is dead—found

dead in his bed !

"

Maltravers was rooted to the spot

with amaze and horror. Dead ! and

but last night so full of life, and

schemes, and hope, and ambition !

As soon as he recovered himself, he

hurried to the spot, and De Montaigne

followed. The latter, as they descended

the stairs, laid his hand on Ernest's

arm, and detained him.
" Did you say that Castruccio left

the apartment while Vargrave was
with you, and almost immediately

after his narrative of Vargrave's in-

stigation to his crime ?

"

" Yes."

The eyes of the friends met—

a

terrible suspicion possessed both.
" No—it is impossible !

" exclaimed

Maltravers. " How could he obtain

entrance—how pass Lord Vargrave's

servants? No, no—think of it not."

Thev hurried down the stairs—they

reached the outer door of Vargrave's

apartment— the notice to Howard,
with the name of Vargrave under-

scored, was still on the panels—De
Montaigne saw and shuddered.

They were in the room by the bed-

side—a group were collected round—
they gave way as the Englishman and
his friend approached ; and the eyes

of Maltravers suddenly rested on the

face of Lord Vargrave, which was
locked, rigid, and convulsed.

There was a buzz of voices whicK
had ceased at the entrance of Maltra-

vers—it was now renewed. A surgeon

had been summoned— the nearest

surgeon—a young Englishman, of no
great repute or name. He was making
inquiries as he bent over the corpse.

" Yes, sir," said Lord Vargrave's

servant, " his lordship told me to call

him at nine o'clock. I came in at

that hour, but his lordship did not

move nor answer me. I then looked

to see if he were very sound asleep,

and I saw that the pillows had got

somehow over his face, and his head

seemed to lie very low ; so I moved
the pillows, and I saw that his lordship

was dead."

" Sir," said the surgeon, turning to

Maltravers, " you were a friend of his

lordship's, I hear. I have already sent

for Mr. Howard and Lord Doltimore.

Shall I speak with you a minute?"
Maltravers nodded assent. The

surgeon cleared the room of all but
himself, De Montaigne, and Mal-
travers.

" Has that servant lived long with

Lord Vargrave 1" asked the surgeon.
" I believe so—yes—I recollect his

face—why ?

"

" And you think him safe and
honest ?"

" I don't know—I know nothing of

him."
" Look here, sir,"—and the surgeon

pointed to a slight discoloration on
one side the throat of the dead mac
" This may be accidental— purely
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natural—his lordship may have died

in a fit—there are no certain marks of

outward violence—but suffocation by
murder might still

"

" But who beside the servant could

gain admission 1 Was the outer door

closed 1

"

" The servant can take oath that he

shut the door before going to bed, and

that no one was with his lordship, or

in the rooms, when Lord Vargrave

retired to rest. Entrance from the

windows is impossible. Mind, sir, I

do not think I have any right to

suspect any one. His lordship had

been in very ill health a short time

before ; had had, I hear, a rush of

blood to the head. Certainly, if the

servant be innocent, we can suspect

no one else. You had better send

for more experienced practitioners."

De Montaigne, who had hitherto

said nothing, now looked with a

hurried glance around the room : he

perceived the closet-door, which was

ajar, and rushed to it, as by an in-

voluntary impulse. The closet was

large, but a considerable pile of wood,

and some lumber of odd chairs and

tables, took up a great part of the

space. De Montaigne searched behind

and amidst this litter with trembling

haste—no trace of secreted murther

was visible. He returned to the bed-

room with a satisfied and relieved

expression of countenance. He then

compelled himself to approach the

body, from which he had hitherto

recoiled.

" Sir," said he almost harshly, as he

turned to the surgeon, " what idle

doubts are these ! Cannot men die

in their beds—of sudden death,—no

blood to stain their pillows,— no loop-

hole for crime to pass through, but we
must have science itself startling us

with silly terrors ? As for the servant,

I will answer for his innocence—his

manner—his voice attest it." The
surgeon drew back, abashed and

humbled, and began to apologise

—

to qualify, when Lord Doltimore

abruptly entered.

"Good heavens!" said he, "what
is this? What do I hear? Is it

possible ? Dead ! So suddenly !
" He

cast a hurried glance at the body

—

shivered—and sickened— and threw

himself into a chair, as if to recover

the shock. When again he removed
his hand from his face, he saw lying

before him on the table an open note.

The character was familiar,—his own
name struck his eye,—it was the note

which Caroline had sent the day before.

As no one heeded him, Lord Dolti-

more read on, and possessed himself

of the proof of his wife's guilt unseen.

The surgeon, now turning from De
Montaigne, who hud been rating him
soundly for the last few moments,
addressed himself to Lord Doltimore.
" Your lordship," said he, was, I

hear, Lord Vargrave's most, intimate

friend at Paris."

" I Ma intimate friend ! " said Dolti-

more, colouring highly, and in a

disdainful accent. " Sir, you are mis-

informed."
" Have you no orders to give, then,

my lord ?

"

" None, sir. My presence here is

quite useless. Good-day to you, gentle-

men."
" With whom, then, do the last

duties rest]" said the surgeon, turn-

ing to Maltravers and De Montaigne.
" With the late lord's secretary ?—

I

expect him every moment ;—and here

he is, I Buppose,"—as Mr. Howard,

pale, and evidently overcome by his

agitation, entered the apartment.

Perhaps, of all the human beings

whom the ambitious spirit of that

senseless clay had drawn around it

by the webs of interest, affection, or

intrigue, that young man, whom it

had never been a temptation to \ar-

grave to deceive or injure, and who
missed only the gracious and familiar

patron, mourned most his memory,
and defended most his character The
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grief of the poor secretary was now
indeed over-mastering. He sobbed and
wept like a child.

When Maltravers retired from the

chamber of death, De Montaigne ac-

companied him ; but, soon quitting

him again, as Ernest bent his way to

Evelyn, he quietly rejoined Mr. How-
ard, who readily grasped at his offers

of aid in the last melancholy duties

and directions.

CHAPTER VI.

If we do meet again, why we shall smile."—Julius Ccesar.

The interview with Evelyn was long

and painful. It was reserved for

Maltravers to l>rcak to her the news

of the sudden death of Lord Vargrave,

which shocked her unspeakably ; and

this, which made their first topic,

removed much constraint and dead-

ened much excitement in those which

followed.

Vargrave's death served also to re-

lieve Maltravers from a most anxious

embarrassment. He need no longer

fear that Alice would be degraded in

the eyes of Evelyn. Henceforth the

secret that identified the erring Alice

Darvil with the spotless Lady Vargrave

was safe, known only to Mrs. Leslie and

to Aubfty. In the course of nature,

all chance of its disclosure must soon

die with them ;—and should Alice at

last become his wife;—and should

Cleveland suspect (which was not pro-

bable) that Maltravers had returned

to his first love, be knew that he

might depend on the inviolable

secrecy of bis earliest friend.

The tale that Vargrave had told to

Evelyn of his early—but, according to

that tale, guiltless—passion for Alice,

he tacitly confirmed ; and he allowed

that the recollection of her virtues,

and the intelligence of her sorrows

rad unextinguishable affection, had

made him recoil from a marriage with

her supposed daughter. He then pro-

ceeded to amaze his young listener

with the account of the mode in which
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he had discovered ber real parentage;

ofwhich the 1 tanker had left it to Alice's

discretion to inform her, after she had
attained the age of eighteen. And
then, simply, but with manly and
ill-controlled emotion, he touched upon
the joy of Alice at beholding him
again—upon the eoi-irance and fer-

vour of her love—upon her revulsion

of feeling at learning that, in her

unforgotten lover, she beheld the

recent suitor of her adopted child.

"And now," said Maltravers, in

conclusion, "the path to both of us

remains the same. To Alice is our
first duty. The discovery I have
made of your real parentage does not
diminish the claims which Alice has

on me,—does not lessen the grateful

affection that is due to her from your-

self. Yes, Evelyn, we are not the less

separated forever. But when I learned

the wilful falsehood which the un-

happy man, now hurried to his last

account— to whom J'our birth was
known, had imposed upon me, viz.,

that you were the child of Alice—and
when I learned also, that you had

been hurried into accepting his hand,

I trembled at your union with one so

false and base.—I came hither resolved

to frustrate his schemes, and to save

you from an alliance, the motives of

which I foresaw, and to which my own
letter—my own desertion, had perhaps
urged you. New villanies on the part

of this most perverted man came to

20
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my ear :—but he is dead ;—let us spare

mis memory. For you—oh ! still let

me deem myself your friend—your

more than brother ; Jet me hope now,

that I have planted no thorn in that

breast, and that your affection does

not Bhrink from the cold word of

friendship."

" Of all the wonders that you have
told me," answered Evelyn, as soon

as she could recover the power of

words, " my most poignant sorrow is,

that I have no rightful claim to give

a daughter's love to her whom I shall

ever idolise as my mother.—Oh ! now
I see why I thought her affection

measured and lukewarm ! And have

I—I destroyed her joy at seeing you

again] But you—you will hasten to

console—to reassure her! She loves

you still,—she will be happy at last

;

—and that—that thought—oh ! that

thought compensates for all !

"

There was so much warmth and
simplicity in Evelyn's artless manner,

—it was so evident that her love for

him had not been of that ardent

nature, which would at first have

superseded every other thought in

the anguish of losing him for ever,

that the scale fell from the eyes of

Maltravers, and he saw at once that

his own love had blinded him to the

true character of hers. He was

human ; and a sharp pang shot across

his breast. He remained silent for

some moments ; and then resumed,

compelling himself as he spoke, to fix

his eyes steadfastly on hers.

" A.nd now, Evelyn—still may I so

call you ?—I have a duty to discharge

to another. You are loved "—and he

smiled, but the smile was sad—" by a

younger and more suitable lover than

I am. From noble and generous

motives he suppressed that love—he
left you to a rival : the rival removed,

dare he venture to explain to you his

own conduct, and plead hi* own
motives ?—George Legard " Mal-

travers paused. The cheek on which

he gazed was tinged with a soft blush

—Evelyn's eyes were downcast—there

was a slight heaving beneath the robe.

Maltravers suppressed a sigh and
continued. He narrated his interview

with Legard at Dover; and, passing

lightly over what had chanced at

Venice, dwelt with generous eloquence

on the magnanimity with which his

rival's gratitude had been displayed.

Evelyn's eyes sparkled, and the smile

just visited the rosy lips and vanished

again—the worst, because it was the

least selfish, fear of Maltravers was
gone ; and no vain doubt of Evelyn's

too keen regret remained to chill his

conscience in obeying its earliest and
strongest duties.

" Farewell !
" he said, as he rose to

depart; "I will at once return to

London, and assist in the effort to

save your fortune from this general

wreck : Life calls us back to its

cares and business—farewell, Evelyn !

Aubrey will, I trust, remain with you
still."

" Remain !—Can I not return then

to my—to her—yes, let me call her

mother still 1

"

" Evelyn," said Maltravers, in a

very low voice, " spare me—spare her

that pain ! Are we yet fit*to
"

He paused ; Evelyn comprehended
him, and, hiding her face with her

hands, burst into tears.

When Maltravers left the room, he

was met by Aubrey, who, drawing

him aside, told him that Lord Dolti-

more had just informed him that it

was not his intention to remain at

Paris, and had more than delicately

hinted at a wish for the departure of

Miss Cameron. In this emergency,

Maltravers bethought himself of Ma-
dame de Ventadour.

No house in Paris was a m^re
eligible refuge—no friend more zealous

—no protector would be more kind

—

no adviser more sincere. To her then

he hastened. He briefly informed

her of Vargrave's sudden death ; and
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suggested, that for Evelyn to return

at once to a sequestered village in

England might be a severe trial to

spirits already broken; and declared

truly, that though his marriage with

Evelyn was broken off, her welfare

was no less dear to him than hereto-

fore. At his first hint, Valerie, who
took a cordial interest in Evelyn for

her own sake, ordered her carriage,

and drove at once to Lady Dolti-

more's. His lordship was out—her

ladyship was ill—in her own room

—

could see no one—not even her guest.

Evelyn in vain sent up to request an

interview ; and at last, contenting

herself with an affectionate note of

farewell, accompanied Aubrey to the

home of her new hostess.

Gratified at least to know her with

one who would be sure to win her

affection, and soothe her spirits, Mal-

travers set out on his solitary return

to England.

Whatever suspicious circumstances

might or might not have attended

the death of Lord Vargrave, certain

it is, that no evidence confirmed, and

no popular rumour circulated, them.

His late illness, added to the supposed

shock of the loss of the fortune he had

anticipated with Miss Cameron—
aided by the simultaneous intelligence

of the defeat of the party with whom
it was believed he had indissolubly

entwined his ambition, sufficed to

account, satisfactorily enough, for the

melancholy event. De Montaigne,

who had been long, though not inti-

mately, acquainted with the deceased,

took upon himself all the necessary

arrangements, and superintended the

funeral ; after which ceremony, Howard
returned to London : and in Paris, as

in the Grave, all things are forgotten

!

But still in De Montaigne's breast

there dwelt a horrible fear. As soon

as he had learned from Maltravers

the charge the maniac brought against

Vargrave, there came upon him the

recollection of that day when Cesarini

had attempted De Montaigne's life,

evidently mistaking him in his deli-

rium for another—and the sullen,

cunning, and ferocious character which

the insanity had ever afterwards

assumed. He had learned from

Howard that the outer door had been

left a-jar when Lord Vargrave was

with Maltravers ; the writing on the

panel—the name of Vargrave—would

have struck Castruccio's eye as he

descended the stairs : the servant was

from home—the apartments deserted

;

he might have won his way into the

bed-chamber, concealed himself in the

armaire, and in the dead of the night,

and in the deep and helpless sleep

of his victim, have done the deed.

What need of weapons]— the suffo-

cating pillows would stop speech and

life. What so easy as escape?—to

pass into the ante-room—to unbolt

the door—to descend into the court-

yard—to give the signal to the porter

in his lodge, who, without seeing him,

would pull the cordon, and give him
egress unobserved ] A 11 this was so

possible—so probable.

De Montaigne now withdrew all

inquiry for the unfortunate ; ha
trembled at the thought of discovering

him—of verifying his awful suspicion!

— of beholding a murderer in th«

brother of his wife ! But he was not

doomed long to entertain fears for

Cesarini—he was not fated ever to

change suspicion into certainty. A
few days after Lord Vargrave's burial,

a corpse was drawn from the Seine.

Some tablets in the pockets, scrawled

over with wild, incoherent verses,

gave a clue to the discovery of the

dead man's friends ; and, exposed at

the Morgue, in that bleached and

altered clay, De Montaigne recognised

the remains of Castruccio Cesarini.

" He died and made no sign
!

"
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CHAPTER VII.

"Singula quaeque locum teneant sortita."*—Hor. Art. Poet

Maltravebs and the lawyers were

enabled to save from the insolvent

bank, but a very scanty portion of that

wealth in which Richard Templeton
had rested so much of pride ! The
title extinct, the fortune gone—so

does Fate laugh at our posthumous
ambition 1 Meanwhile Mr. Douce,

ith a considerable pluuder, had
made his way to America ; the bank
owed nearly half-a-million ; the pur-

chase-money for Lisle Court, which
Mr. Douce had been so anxious to get

into his clutches, had not sufficed to

stave off the ruin—but a great part

of it sufficed to procure competence
for himself. How inferior in wit, in

acuteness, in stratagem, was Douce
to Vargrave— and yet Douce had
gulled him like a c Jld ! Well said the

shrewd small philosopher of France,—" On peut etre plusfin qu'un autre,

maispas plusfin que tous les autres." t
To Legard, whom Maltravers had

again encountered at Dover, the latter

related the downfall of Evelyn's for-

tunes ; and Maltravers loved him
when he saw that, far from changing
his affection, the loss of wealth seemed
rather to raise his hopes. They
parted ; and Legard set out for Paris.

But was Maltravers all the while

forgetful of Alice? He had not been
twelve hours in London before he
committed to a long and truthful

letter all his thoughts—his hopes

—

his admiring and profound gratitude.

Again, and with solemn earnestness,

he implored her to accept his hand,

* To each lot its appropi iate place.

t One may be more sharp than one's

neighbour, but ono can't be sharper than all

one's neighbours.

—

Rochefoucai'lt.

and to confirm at the altar, the tale

which had been told to Evelyn.

Truly he said, that the shock which
his first belief in Vargrave's falsehood

had occasioned—his passionate deter-

mination to subdue all trace of a love

then associated with crime and horror

—followed so close by his discovery

of Alice's enduring faith and affection

—had removed the image of Evelyn
from the throne it had hitherto held

in his desires and thoughts ;—truly

he said, that he was now convinced

that Evelyn would soon be consoled

for his loss by another, with whom
she would be happier than with him

;

—truly and solemnly he declared that

if Alice rejected him still, if even

Alice were no more, his suit to Evelyn
never could be renewed, and Alice's

memory would usurp the place of all

living love

!

Her answer came; it pierced him
to the heart. It was so humble, so

grateful, so tender still. Unknown
to herself, love yet coloured every

word ; but it was love pained, galled,

crushed, and trampled on : it was
love, proud from its very depth and
purity. His offer was refused.

Months passed away— Maltravers

yet trusted to time. The curate had
returned to Brook Green, and his

letters fed Ernest's hopes and assured

his doubts. The more leisure there

was left him for reflection, the fainter

became those dazzling and rainbow
hues in which Evelyn had been robed

ant jurrounded, and the brighter the

halo that surrounded his earliest love.

The more he pondered on Alice's past

history, and the singular beauty of

her faithful attachment, the more he
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was impressed with wonder and admi-

ration—the more anxious to secure to

his side one to whom Nature had

been bo bountiful in all the gifts that

make woman the angel and star of

life.

Months passed— from Paris the

news that Maltravers received con-

firmed all his expectations—the suit

of Legard had replaced his own. It

was then that Maltravers began to

consider how far the fortune of Evelyn

and her destined husband wa- Bnch

as to preclude all anxiety for their

future lot. Fortune is so indetermi-

nate in its gauge and measurement.

Money, the most elastic of materials,

falls short or exceeds, according to

the extent of our wants and desires.

With all Legard's good qualities, he

was constitutionally careless and ex-

travagant ; and Evelyn was too inex-

perienced, and too gentle, perhaps, to

correct his tendencies. Maltravers

learned that Legard's income was one

that required an economy which he

feared that, in spite of all his reforma-

tion, Legard might not have the self-

denial to enforce. After some con-

sideration, he resolved to add secretly

to the remains of Evelyn's fortune

such a sum as might—being properly

secured to herself and children-
lessen whatever danger could arise

from the possible improvidence of

her husband, and guard against the

chance of those embarrassments which

are among the worst disturbers of

domestic peace. He was enabled to

effect this generosity, unknown to both

of them, as if the sum bestowed were

collected from the wrecks of Evelyn's

own wealth, and the profits of the sale

of the houses in C * * * * *, which of

course had not been involved in

Pouce's bankruptcy. And then if

Alice were ever his, her jointure, which

had been secured on the property ap-

pertaining to the villa at Fulham,
would devolve upon Evelyn. Maltra-

vers could never accept what Alice

owed to another. Poor Alice !

—

No ! not that modest wealth which
you had looked upon complacently as

one day or other to be his !

Lord Doltimore is travelling in the

East,—Lady Doltimore, less adven-

turous, has fixed her residence in

Rome. She has grown thin, and
taken to antiquities and rouge. Her
spirits are remarkably high—not an
uncommon effect of laudanum.

CHAPTER THE LAST.

* • * " Arrived at last

Unto the wished haven."

—

Shakspkam.

In the Augast of that eventful year

a bridal party were assembled at the

cottage of Lady Vargrave. The cere-

mony had just been performed, and

Ernest Maltravers had bestowed upon

George Legard the hand of Evelyn

Templeton.

If upon the countenance of him
who thus officiated as a father to her

he had once wooed as a bride, an

obsenrant eye might have noted the

trace of mental struggles, it was the

trace of struggles past ; and the calm
had once more settled over the silent

deeps. He saw from the casement
the carriage that was to bear away
the bride to the home of another

;

the gay faces of the village group,

whose intrusion was not forbidden,

and to whom that solemn ceremonial

was but a joyous pageant; and when
he turned once more to those within
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the chamber, he felt his hand clasped

in Legard's.
" You have been the preserver of

my life—you have been the dispenser

of my earthly happiness ; all now left

to me to wish for is, that you may
receive from Heaven the blessings

you have given to others !

"

"Legard, never let her know a

sorrow that you can guard her from
;

and believe that the husband of

Evelyn will be dear to me as a

brother !

"

And as a brother blesses some
younger and orphan sister bequeathed

and intrusted to a care that should

replace a father's, so Maltravers laid

his hand lightly on Evelyn's golden

tresses, and his lips moved in prayer.

He ceased—he pressed his last kiss

upon her forehead, and placed her

hand in that of her young husband.

There was silence—and when to the

ear of Maltravers it was broken, it

was by the wheels of the carriage

that bore away the wife of George

Legard

!

The spell was dissolved for ever.

And there stood before the lonely

man the idol of his early youth, the

Alice, still, perhaps, as fair, and once

young and passionate, as Evelyn

—

pale, changed, but lovelier than of

old, if heavenly patience and holy

thought, and the trials that purify

and exalt, can shed over human fea-

tures something more beautiful than

bloom.

The good curate alone was present,

besides these two survivors of the

error and the love that make the

rapture and the misery of so many
of our kind. And the old man, after

contemplating them a moment, stole

unperceived away.
" A' ;ae," said Maltravers, and his

voice trembled ;
" hitherto, from mo-

tives too pure and too noble for the

practical affections and ties of life,

you have rejected the hand of the

lover of your youth. Here again I

implore you to be mine ! Give to

my conscience the balm of believing

that I can repair to you the evila and
the sorrows I have brought upon
you. Nay, weep not ; turn not away.

Each of us stands alone ; each of us

needs the other. In your heart is

locked up all my fondest associations,

my brightest memories. In you 1

see the mirror of what \ was when
the world was new, ere I had found

how Pleasure palls upon us, and
Ambition deceives ! And me, Alice

—ah, you love me still !—Time and

absence have but strengthened the

chain that binds us. By the memory
of our early love—by the grave of

our lost child that, had it lived, would

have united its parents, I implore

you to be mine !

"

" Too generous !
" said Alice, almost

sinking beneath the emotions that

shook that gentle spirit and fragile

form. " How can I suffer your com-

passion—for it is but compassion—
to deceive yourself? You are of

another station than I believed you.

How can you raise the child of des-

titution and guilt to your own rank?

And shall I— I—who, Heaven knows!
would save you from all regret

—

bring to you now, when years have

so changed and broken the littl«

charm I could ever have possessed,

this blighted heart and weary spirit 1

—oh ! no, no !
" and Alice paused

abruptly, and the tears rolled down
her cheeks.

" Be it as you will," said Maltravers,

mournfully ;
" but, at least, ground

your refusal upon better motives.

Say that now, independent in fortune,

and attached to the habits you have

formed, you would not hazard your

happiness in my keeping—perhaps

you are right. To my happiness you
would indeed contribute

;
your sweet

voice might charm away many a

memory and many a thought of the

baffled years that have intervened

since we parted
;
your image might
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dissipate the solitude which is closing

round the Future of a disappointed

and anxious life. With you, and with

you alone, I might yet find a home,

a comforter, a charitable and sooth-

ing friend. This you could give to

me : and with a heart and a form

alike faithful to a love that deserved

not so enduring a devotion. But I

—what can I bestow on you ? Your
station is equal to my own

;
your

fortune satisfies your simple wants.

'Tis true the exchange is not equal,

Alice.—Adieu !

"

" Cruel !
" said Alice, approaching

him with timid steps. " If I could— I,

so untutored, so unworthy—if I could

comfort you in a single care ! "

—

She said no more, but she had said

enough; and Malt ravers, clasping her

to his bosom, felt once more that

heart which never, even in thought,

had swerved from its early worship,

beating against his own

!

He drew her gently into the open

air. The ripe and mellow noon-day

of the last month of summer glowed

upon the odorous flowers ;—and the

broad sea, that stretched beyond and

afar, wore upon its solemn waves a

golden and happy smile.

" And ah," murmured Alice, softly,

as she looked up from his breast ;
" I

ask not if you have loved others since

we parted—man's faith is so different

from ours— I ask only if you love me
now 1

"

More ! oh, immeasurably more,

than in our youngest days," cried

Maltravers with fervent passion.

"More fondly— more reverently

—

more trustfully, than I ever loved

living being !—even her, in whose

youth and innocence I adored the

memory of thee ! Here have I found

that which shames and bankrupts the

Ideal! Here have I found a virtue,

that, coming at once from God and

^Nature, has been wiser than all my
faise philosophy, and firmer than all

my pride ! You, cradled by misfor-

tune,—your childhood reared amidst

scenes of fear and vice, which, while

they scared back the intellect, had

no pollution for the soul,—your very

parent your tempter and your foe,

—

you, only not a miracle and an angel

by the stain of one soft and uncon-

scious error,—you, alike through the

equal trials of poverty and wealth,

have been destined to rise above all

triumphant,— the example of the

sublime moral that teaches us with

what mysterious beauty and immortal
holiness the Creator has endowed our

human nature, when hallowed by our
human affections ! You alone suffice

to shatter into dust the haughty
creeds of the Misanthrope and Phari-

see ! And your fidelity to my erring

self has taught me ever to love, to

serve, to compassionate, to respect,

the community of God's creatures to

which— noble and elevated though
you are—you yet belong !

"

He ceased, overpowered with the

rush of his own thoughts. And Alice

was too blest for words. But in the

murmur of the sunlit leaves—in the

breath of the summer air—in the

song of the exulting birds—and the

deep and distant music of the heaven-

surrounded seas, there went a melo-

dious voice that seemed as if Kature
echoed to his words, and blest the

reunion of her children.

Maltravers once more entered upon
the career so long suspended. He
entered with an energy more prac-

tical and steadfast than the fitful

enthusiasm of former years. And it

was noticeable amongst those who
knew him well, that, while the firm-

ness of his mind was not impaired,

the haughtiness of his temper was
subdued. No longer despising Man
as he is, and no longer exacting from
all things the ideal of a vis-vjary

! standard, he was more fitted to mix
in the living World, and to minister

I usefully to the great objects that
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~efine and elevate our race. His
sentiments were, perhaps, less lofty,

but his actions were infinitely more
excellent, and his theories infinitely

more wise.

Stage after stage we have proceeded

with him through the mysteries of

life. The Eleusinia are closed, and
\he crowning libation poured.

And Alice !—Will the world blame

us if you are left happy at the last 1

We are daily banishing from our

law-books the statutes that dispropor-

tion punishment to crime. Daily we
preach the doctrine that we demoralise,

wherever we strainjustice into cruelty.

It is time that we should apply to

the Social Code the wisdom we recog-

nise in Legislation !—It is time that

we should do away with the punish-

ment of death for inadequate offences,

wen in books;—it is time that we

should allow the morality of aton*

ment, and permit to Error the right

to hope, as the reward of submission

to its sufferings. Nor let it be

thought that the close to Alice's career

can offer temptation to the offence of

its commencement. Eighteen years

of sadness—a youth consumed in

silent sorrow over the grave of Joy

—

have images that throw over these

pages a dark and warning shadow
that will haunt the young long after

they turn from the tale that is about

to close ! If Alice had died of a

broken heart— if her punishment
had been more than she could bear—tlien, as in real life, you would

have justly condemned my moral

;

and the human heart, in its pity foi

the victim, would have lost all reed1

lection of the error.— My Tale ii

done.
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[This tale first appeared in Blackwood's Magazine, August, 1859. A portion of it as
then published is now suppressed, because encroaching too much on the main plot of

the "Strange Story." As it stands, however, it may be considered the preliminary
outline of that more elaborate attempt to construct an interest akin to that which our
forefathers felt in tales of witchcraft and ghostland, out of ideas and beliefs which have
crept into fashion in the society of our own day. There has, perhaps, been no age in

which certain phenomena that i i all ages have been produced by, or upon, certain

physical temperaments, have excited so general a notice,—more perhaps among the
educated classes than the uneducated. Nor do I believe that there is any age in which
these phenomena have engendered throughout a wider circle a more credulous super-
stition , But, on the other hand, there has certainly been no age in which persons of

critical and inquisitive intellect—seeking to divest what is genuine in these apparent
vagaries of Nature from tbe cheats of venal impostors and the exaggeration of puzzled
witnesses— have more soberly endeavoured to render such exceptional thaumaturgia of

philosophical use, in enlarging our conjectural knowledge of the complex laws of being
—sometimes through physiological, sometimes through metaphysical research. With-
out discredit, however, to the many able and distinguished speculators on so vague a
subject, it must be observed that their explanations as yet have been rather ingenious
than satisfactory. Indeed, the first requisites for conclusive theory are at present
wanting. The facts are not sufficiently generalized, and the evidences for them have
not been sufficiently tested.

It is j'ist when e'ements of the marvellous are thus struggling between superstition

and philosophy, that they fall by right to the domain of Art—the art of poet or tile-

teller. They furnish the constructor of imaginative fiction with materials for mysterious
terror of a character not exhausted by his predecessors, and not foreign to the notions
that float on the surface of his own time ; while they allow him to wander freely over
that range of conjecture which is favourable to his purposes, precisely because science

its-- If has not yet disenchanted that debateable realm of its haunted shadows and goblin
lights.]
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AND REGIUS PROFESSOB OF GREEK IN THE UNIVERSITY OF CAMBRIDGE.

My dear De. Kennedy,

Revised by your helpful hand, and corrected by your accurate

scholarship, to whom may these pages be so fitly inscribed as to that one of

their author's earliest and most honoured friends,* whose generous assistance

has enabled me to place them before the public in their present form ?

It is fully filteen, if not twenty, years since my father comc.enced the

imposition of an historical romance on the subject of Pausanias, the

Spartan Regent. Circumstances, which need not here be recorded, compelled

him to lay aside the work thus begun. But the subject continued to haunt

his imagination and occupy his thoughts. He detected in it singular oppor-

tunities for effective exercise of the gifts most peculiar to his genius ; and

repeatedly, in the intervals of other literary labour, he returned to the task

which, though again and again interrupted, was never abandoned. To that

rare combination of the imaginative and practical faculties which characterized

my father's intellect, and received from his life such varied illustration, the

story of Pausanias, indeed, briefly as it is told by Thucydides and Plutarch,

addressed itself with singular force. The vast conspiracy of the Spartan

Regent, had it been successful, would have changed the whole course of

Grecian history. To any student of political phenomena, but more espe-

cially to one who, during the greater part of his life, ha 1 been personally

* The late Lord Lytton, in his unpublished autobiographical memoirs, describing

his contemporaries at Cambridge, speaks of Dr. Kennedy as " a younggiant of learn-

tag."—I*
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engaged in active politics, the story of such a conspiracy could not fail to be

attractive. To the student of human nature the character of Pausanias

himself offers sources of the deepest interest ; and, in the strange career and

tragic fate of the great conspirator, an imagination fascinated by the super-

natural must have recognized remarkable elements of awe and terror. A few

months previous to his death, I asked my father whether he had abandoned

all intention of finishing his romance of "Pausanias." He replied, " On the

contrary, I am 6nishiug it now," and entered, with great animation, into a

discussion of the subject and its capabilities. This reply to my inquiry

surprised and impressed me . for, as you are aware, my father was then

engaged in the simultaneous composition of two other and very different

works, "Kenelm Chillingly " and the "Parisians." It was the last time he

ever spoke to me about Pausanias ; but from what he then said of it. I

derived an impression that the book was all but completed, and needing only

a few finishing touches to be really for publication at no distant date.

This impression was con6rrned, subsequent to my father's death, by a

letter of instructions about his posthumous papers which accompanied his

will. In that letter, dated 1856, special allusion is made to Pausanias as a

work already far advanced towards its conclusion.

You, to whom, in your kind and careful revision of it, this unfinished

woik has suggsted many questions which, alas, I cannot answer, as to .the

probable conduct and fate of its fictitious characters, will readily understand

my reluctance to surrender an impression seemingly so well justified. I did

did not indeed cease to cherish it, until reiterated and exhaustive search

had failed to recover from the "wallet" wherein Time "put alms for

oblivion," more than those few imperfect fragments which, by your valued

help, are here arranged in such order as to carry on the narrative of

Pausanias, with no solution of continuity, to the middle of the second

volume.

There the manuscript breaks off. Was it ever continued further ? I know

not. Many circumstances induce me to believe that the conception had long

been carefully completed in the mind of its author ; but he has left behind

him only a very meagre and imperfect indication of the course which, beyond

the point where it is broken, his narrative was intended to follow. In

presence of this fact I have had to choose between the total suppression of

the fragment, and the publication of it in its present form. My choice has

not been made without hesitation ; but I trust that, from many points of

view, the following pages will be found to justify it.

Judiciously (as I cannot but think) for the purposes of his fiction, my
father has taken up the story of Pausanias at a period subsequent to the

battle of Platsea ; when the Spartan Regent, as Admiral of the United Grtok

Fleet in the waters of Byz.mtium, was at the summit of his power and

reputation. Mr. Grote, in his great work, expresses the opinion (which

certainly cannot be disputed by unbiassed readers of Thucydides) that the

victory of Platsea was not attributable to any remarkable abilities on the
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part of Pausanias. But Mr. Grote fairly recoguizes as quite exceptional the

fame and authority accreted to Pausanias, after the battle, by all the

Hellenic States ; the influence which his name commanded, and the awe

which his character inspired. Not to the mere fact of his birth as an

Heracleid, not to the lucky accident (if such it were) of his success at

Plataea, and certainly not to his undisputed (but surely by no means

uncommon) physical courage, is it possible to attribute the peculiar position

which this remarkable man so long occupied in the estimation of his contem-

poraries. For the little that we know about Pausanias we are mainly

dependent upon Athenian writers, who must have been strongly prejudiced

against him. Mr. Grote, adopting (as any molern historian needs must do)

the narrative so handed down to him, never once pauses to question its

estimate of the character of a man who was at one time the glory, and at

another the terror, of all Greece. Yet, in comparing the summary proceed-

ings taken against Leotychides with the extreme, and seemingly pusillani-

mous, deference paid to Pausanias by the Ephors long after they possessed

the most alarming proofs of his treason, Mr. Grote observes, without attempt-

ing to account for the fact, that Pausanias, though only Kegent, was far

more powerful than any Spartan King. Why so powerful ? Obviously,

because he possessed uncommon force of character ; a force of character

strikingly attested by every known incident of his career ; and which, when
concentrated upon the conception and execution of vast designs (even if

those designs be criminal), must be recognized as the special attribute of

genius. Thucydides, Plutarch, Diodorus, Grote, all these writers ascribe

solely to the administrative incapacity of Pausanias that offensive arrogance

which characterized his command at Bynntium, and apparently cost Sparta

the loss of her maritime hegemony. But here is precisely one of those

problems in public policy and personal conduct which the historian bequeaths

to the imaginative writer, and which, needs, for its solution, a profound

knowledge rather of human nature than of books. For dealing with such a

problem, my father, in addition to the intuitive penetration of character and

motive which is common to every great romance writer, certainly possessed

two qualifications special to himself ; the habit of dealing practically with

political questions, and experience iu the active management of men. His

explanation of the policy of Pausanias at Byzantium, if it be not (as I think

it is) the right one, is at least the only one yet offered. I venture to tl.ink

that, historically, it merits attention ; as, from the imaginative point of

view, it is undoubtedly felicitous. By elevating our estimate of Pausanias

as a statesman, it increases our interest in him as a man.

The Author of "Pausanias" does not merely tell us that his hero, when
in conference with the Spartan commissioners, displayed "great natural

powers whicti, rightly trained, might have made him not less renowned in

council than in war ;

" but he gives us, though briefly, the arguments used

by Pausanias. He presents to us the image, always interesting, of a man
who grasps firmly the clear conception of a definite but difficult policy, for
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success in which he is dependent on the conscious or involuntary cooperation

of men impenetrable to that conception, and possessed of a collective

authority even greater than his own. To retain Sparta temporarily at the

head of Greece was an ambition quite consistent with the more criminal

designs of Fausanias ; and his whole conduct at Byzantium is rendered more

intelligible than it appears in bistory, when he points out that " for Sparta

to maintain her ascendancy two things are needful : first, to continue the war

by land, secondly, to disgust the Ionians with their sojourn at Byzantium, to

send them with their ships back to their own havens, and so leave Hellas

under the sole guardianship of the Spartans and their Peloponnesian allies."

And who has not learned, in a later school, the wisdom of the Spartan com-

missioners! Do not their utterances sound familiar to us ? "Increase of

dominion is waste of life and treasure. Sparta is content to hold her own.

Whitt care we, who leads the Greeks into blows ? The fewer blows the

better. Brave men fight if they must : wise men never fight if they can help

it." Of this scene and some others in the first volume of the present

fragment (notably the scene in which the Regent confronts the allied chiefs,

and defends himself against the charge of connivance at the escape of the

Persian prisoners), I should have been tempted to say that they cculd not

have been written without personal experience of political life ; if the inter-

view between Wallenstein and the Swtdish ambassadors in Schiller's great

trilogy did not recur to my recollection as I write. The language of the

ambassadors in that interview is a perfect manual of practical diplomacy
;

and yet in practical diplomacy Schiller had no personal experience. There

are, indeed, no limits to the creative power of genius. But it is, perhaps,

the practical politician who will be most interested by the chapters in which

Pausanias explains his policy, or defends his position.

In publishing a romance which its author has left unfinished, I may

perhaps be allowed to indicate briefly what I believe to have been the

general scope of its design, and the probable progress of its narrative.

The " domestic interest " of that narrative is supplied by the story of

Cleonice : a story which, briefly told by Plutarch, suggests one of the most

tragic situations it is possible to conceive. The pathos and terror of this dark

weird episode in a life which history herself invests with all the character of

romance, long haunted the imagination of Byron ; and elicited from Goethe

one of the most whimsical illustrations of the astonishing absurdity into

which criticism sometimes tumbles, when it " o'erleaps itself and falls o' the

other—."

Writing of Manfred and its author, he says, "There are, properly

Bpeaking, two females whose phantoms for ever haunt him ; and whicb, in

this piece also, perform principal parts. One under the name of Astaite,

the other without form or actual presence, and merely a voice. Of the horrid

occurrence which took place with the former, the following is related :

—

When a bold and enterprising young man, he won the affections of a

Florentine lady. Her husband discovered the amour, and murdered hi*
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wife. But the murderer was the same night found dead in the street, and

there was no one to whom any suspicion could be a'tached. Lord Byron

removed from Florence, and these spirits haunted him all his life after.

This romantic incideut is rendered highly probable by innumerable allusions

to it in his poems. As, for instance, when turning his sad contemplations

inwards, be applies to himself the fatal history of the K ng of Sparta. It is

as follows: Pausanias, a Lacedaemonian General, acquires glory by the

important victory at Plataea; hut afterwards forfeits the confidence of his

countrymen by bis arrogance, obstinacy, and secret intrigues wich the com-

mon enemy. This man draws upon himself the heavy guilt of innocent

blood, which attends hire to his end. For, while commanding the fl>-et of

the allied Greeks in the Black Sea, he is infltmed with a violent passion for

a Byzantine maiden. After long resistance, he at length obtains her from

her parents; and she is to be delivered up to him at night. She modestly

desires the servant to put out the lamp, and, while groping her way in the

dark, she overturns it. Pausanias is awakened from his sleep ; apprehensive

of an attack from murderers he seizes his sword, and destroys his mistress.

The horrid sight never leaves him. Her shade pursues him unceasingly ; and

in vain he implores aid of the gods and the exorcising priests. That poet

roast have a lacerated heart who selects such a scene from antiquity,

appropriates it to himself, and burdens his tragic image with it."*

It is extremely characteristic of Byron, that, instead of resenting this

charge of murder, he was so pleased by the criticism in which it occurs that

he afterwards dedicated "The Deformed Transformed" to Goethe. Mr.

Grote repeats the story above alluded to, with all the sanction of bis grave

authority, and even mentions the name of the young lady ; apparently for

the sake of adding a few black str kes to his character of Pausanias. But

tbe supernatural part of the legend was, of course, beneath the notice

of a nineteenth -century critic ; and he passes it by. This part of the

story is, however, essential to the psychological interest of it. For whether it

be that Pausanias supposed himself, or that contemporary gossips supposed

him, to be haunted by the phantom of the woman he had loved and slain,

the fact, in either case, affords a lurid glimpse into the inner life of the

man ;—just as, although Goethe's murder-story about Byron is ludicrously

nntroe, yet the fact tbat such a story was circulated, and could be seriously

repeated by such a man as Goethe without being resented by Byron

himself, offers significant illustration both of what Byron was, and of what

he appeared to his contemporaries. Grote also assigns the death of Cleonico

to that period in the life of Pausanias when he was in the command of the

allies at Byzantium ; and refers to it as one of the numerous outrages whereby

Pau-anias abused and disgraced the authority confi led to him. Plutarch,

however, who tells the story in greater detail, distinctly fixes the d»te of its-

aatastrophe subsequent to the return of the Regent to Byzantium, as a solitary

• Moore's " Life and Letter* of Lord Byron," p. 73S.
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volunteer, in the trireme of Hermione. The following is his account of the

affair :

"It is related that Pausanias, when at Byzantium, sought with criminal

purpose, the love of a young lady of good family, named Cleonice. The

parents yielding to fear, or necessity, suffered him to carry away their

daughter. Before entering his chamher, she requested that the light might

be extinguished ; and in darkness and silence she approached the couch of

Pausanias, who was already asleep. In so doing she accidentally upset the

lamp. Pausanias, suddenly aroused from slumber, and supposing that some

enemy was about to assassinate him, seized his sword, which lay by his

bedside, and with it struck the maiden to the ground. She died of her

wound ; and from that moment rep se was banished from the life of

Pausanias. A spectre appe.r d to him every night in his sleep ; and repeated

to him in reproachful toues this hexameter verse,

' Whither I wait thee march, and receive the doom thou dezervett,

Sooner or later, but ever, to man crime bringeth disaster.'

The allies, scandalized by this misdeed, concerted with Cimon, and besieged

Pausanias in Byzantium. But he succeeded in escaping. Continually

troubled hy the phantom, he took refuge, it is said, at Heraclea, in that

temple where the souls of the dead are evoked. He appealed to Cleonice

and conjured her to mitigate his torment. She appeared to him, and-told

him that on his return to Sparta he would attain the end of his sufferings
;

indicating, as it would seem, by these enigmatic words, the death which there

awaited him. This," adds Plutarch, "is a story told by most of the his-

toriaus."*

I feel no doubt that this version of the story, or at least the general

outline of it, would have been followed by the romance had my fa'her lived

to complete it. Some modification of its details would doubtless have been

necessary for the purposes of fiction. But that the Cleonice of the novel is

destined to die by the hand of her lover, is clearly indicated. To me it seems

that considerable skill and judgment are shown in the pains taken, at the

very opening of the book, to prepare the mind of the reader for an incident

which would have been intolerably painful, an 1 must have prematurely ended

the whole narrative interest, had the character of Cleonice been Jrawn other-

wise than as we find it in this first portion of the book. From the outset

she appear* before us under the shadow of a tragic fatality. Of that fatality

she is herself intuitively conscious : and with it her whole being is in

harmony. No sooner do we recognize her real character than we perceive

that, for such a character, there can be no fit or satisfactory issue from the

difficulties of her po-ition, in any conceivable combination of earthly circum-

stances. But she is not of the earth earthly. Her thoughts already habi-

tually hover on the dim frontier of some vague spiritual region in which her

love seeks refuge from the hopeless realities of her life ; and, recognising

• Plutarch, " Life of Cimon."
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this betimes, we are prepared to see above the hand of her ill-fated lover,

when it strikes her down in the dark, the merciful and releasing hand of her

natural destiny.

But, assuming the author to have adopted Plutarch's chronology, and

deferred tlie death of Cleonice till the return of Pausanias to Byzantium (the

latest date to which he could possibly have deferred it), this catastrophe

must still have occurred somewhere in the course, or at the close, of his

second volume. Tbere would, in that case, have still remained about nine

years (and those the most eventful) of his hero's career to be narrated. The

premature removal of the heroine from the narrative so early in the course

of it, would therefore, at first sight, appear to be a serious defect in the con-

ception of th ;

s romance. Here it is, however, that the credulous gossip of

the old biographer comes to the rescue of the modern artist. I apprehend

that the Cleonice of the novel would, after her death, have been still sensibly

present to the reader's imagination throughout the rest of the romance. She

would then have moved through it like a f.ite, reappearing in the most solemn

moments of the story, and at all times apparent, even when unseen in her

visible influence upon the fierce and jassionate character, the sombre and

turbulent career, of her guilty lover. In short, we may fairly suppose that,

in all the closing scenes of the tragedy, Cleonice would have still figured and

acted as one of those supernatural agencies which my father, following the

example of his great predecessor, Scott, did not scruple to introduce into the

composition of historical romance.*

Without the explanation here suggested, those metaphysical conversations

between Cleonice, Alcman, and Pau^auias, which occupy the opening chapters

of Book II., might be deemed superfluous. But, in fact, they are essential

to the preparation of the catastrophe ; and that catastrophe, if reached,

would undoubtedly have revealed to any reflective reader their important

connection with the narrative which they now appear to retard somewhat

unduly.

Quite apart from the unfinished manuscript of th ;s story of Pausanias, and

in another portion of my father's papers which have no reference to this story,

I have discovered the following, undated, memorandum of the destined con-

tents of the »<*"' nd third volumes of the work.

PAUSANIUS.
VOL. IL

Lysander—Sparta -Ephors—Decision to recall Pausaniua. fc,

Pausanias with Pharnabazes—On the point of success—Xerxes' daughter—Intel*
View w.th Cleonico—Recalled. 60.

Sparta—Alcman with his family. 60.

Cleunice—Antattorua—Yields to suit of marriage. 60,

• "Harold."
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Pausanias sudd 2nly reappears, as a volunteer—Scenes. 60.

VOL. IIL

Pausanius removes Cleonice, &c.—Conspiracy against him—TJp to Cleonice's

death. 100.

His expulsion from Byzantium—His despair—His journey into Thrace—Scythians,
Ac. ?

Heraclea—Ghost. 60.

His return to Colons, f

Antagoras resolved on revenge—Communicates with Sparta, f

The • • •—Conference with Alcman—Pausaniaa depends on Helots, and money.
40.

His return—to death. 120.

This is the only indication lean find of the intended conclusion of the

Btory. Meigre though it be, however, it sufficiently suggests the manner in

which the author of the romance intended to deal with the circumstances of

Cleonice's drath as related by Plutarch. With her forcible removal by Pau-

sanias or her willing flight with him from the bouse of her father, it would

probably have been difficult to reconcile the general sentiment of the romance,

in connection with any circumstances less conceivable than those which are

indicated in the memorandum. But in such ciicumstaoces the step taken by

Pausanias might have had no worse motive than the rescue of the woman
who loved him from forced union with another; and Cleonice's assent to that

step might bave been qui'e compatible with the purity and heroism of her

jbaracter. In this manner, moreover, a strong motive is prepared for that

Benti'nent of revenge on the part of Antagoras whereby the dramatic interest

of the story might be greatly heightened in the subsequent chapters. The

intended introduction of the supernatural element is also clearly indicated.

But apart from this, fine opportunities for psychological analysis would

doubtless have occurred in tracing the gradual deterioration of such a cha-

racter as that of Pausanias when, deprived of the guardian influence of a hope

pas>ionate but not impure, its craving for fierce excitement must have been

stimulated by remorseful memories and impotent despairs. Indeed, the im

perfect manuscript now printed, contains only the exposition of a tragedy.

All the most sti iking effe;ts, all the strongest dramatic situations, have been

res ivel for the piges of the manuscript which, alas, are either lost or un-

written.

Who can doubt, for instance, bow effectually in the closing scenes of this

tragedy the grim image of Alithea might bave assume! the place assigned to

it by history ? All that we now see is the preparation made for its effective

presentation in the foreground of such later scenes, by the chapter in the
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second volume describing the meeting between Lysanderand tbe stern mother

of his Spartan chief. In Lysander himself, moreover, we have the germ of a

singularly dramatic situation. How would Lysander act in the final struggle

which his character and fate are already preparing for him, between patriotism

and friendship, his fidelity to Paosanias, and his devotion to Sparta ? Is

Lysander's father intended for that Ephor, who, in the last moment, made

the sign that warned Pausanias to take refuge in the temple which became

his living torub ? Probably. Would Themis too les, who was so seriously

compromised in the conspiracy of Pausanias, have appeared and played a

part in those scenes on which the curtain must remain uniifted ? Possibly.

Is Alcman the helot who revealed, to the Ephors, the gigantic plots of his

master just when those plots were on the eve of execution ? There is much

in the relations between Fau-anias and the Mothon, as they are described in

the opening chapters of the romance, which favours, and indeed renders

almost irresistible, such a supposition. But then, on the other hand, what

genius on the pait of the author could reconcile us to the perpetration by his

hero of a ciime so mem, so cowardly, as that personal perfidy to which

history ascribes the revelation of the Regent's far more excusable treasons,

and their terrible punishment ?

These questions must remain unanswered. The masician can wave his

wand no more. The circle is broken, the spells are scattered, the secret lost.

The images which he evoked, and which he alone could animate, remain

before us incomplete, semi articulate, unable to satisfy the curiosity they

inspire. A group of fragments, in many places broken, you have helped me
to restore. Willi what reverent and kindly c^re, with what disciplined

judgment ar.d felicitous suggestion, you have accomplished the difficult task

so generously undertaken, let me here most gratefully attest. Beneath the

sculptor's name, allow me to inscribe upon the pedestal your own ; and

accept this sincere assurance of the inherited esteem and personal regard

with which I am,

My dear Dr. Kennedy,

Your obliged and faithful

Ltxxoi.

Cdttka, 5 July, 1875





BOOK 1

n a m





PAUSANIAS, THE SPARTAN.

BOOK I.

CHAPTER L

On one of the quays which bordered

the unrivalled harbour of Byzantium,
more than twenty-three centuries

before the date at which this narra-

tive is begun, stood two Athenians.

In the wat rs of the haven rode the

vessels of the Grecian Fleet. So deep

Was the bain, in which the tides are

scarcely felt,* that the prows of some
of tbe ships touched the quays, and
the setting sun glittered upon the

smooth and waxen surfaces of the

prows rch with diversified colours and
wrought gilding. To the extreme
right of the fleet, and nearly opposite

tbe place upon which the Ath-nians

stood, was a vessel still more profusely

ornamented than the rest. On the

prow were elaborately carved the

hea Is of the twin (ieities of the Laco-

nian mariner, C.stor and Pollux ; in

the centre of tbe deck was a wooden
edifice or pavilion having a gilded roof

and shaded by purple awnings, an
imitation of the luxurious galleys of

the Barbarian ; while the parasemon,

* Gibbon, cb, 17.

or flag, as it idly waved in the faint

b eeze of the gentle evening, exhibited

the teirible serpent, which, if it was
the fabulous type of demigods and
heioes, might also be regarded as an
emblem of the wily but stern policy of

the Spartan State. Such was the

galley of the commander of the arma-
ment, which (after the reduction of

Cyprus) had but lately wrested from
the yoke of Persia that link between
her European and Asiatic domains,

that key of tbe Bospborus—" the

Golden Horn ' of Byzantium.*
High above all other Greeks (Tbe-

mistocles alone excepted) soared the

fame of that renowned chief, Pausa-

nias, Regent of Sparta and General of

the allied troops at the victorious

battle-field of Plataea. The spot on

* "The harbour of Constantinople,
which may be considered as an arm of

the Bosphorus, obtained in a very remoto
period the denom nation of the Golden
Horn. The curve which it describes might
be compared to the horn of a stag, or, aa

it should seem, with more propriety to

that of an ox."—Gib. c. 17 ; Strab. 1. x.

o 2
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which the Athenians stood was lonely

and now unoccupied, save by them-
selves and the sentries stationed at

some distance on either hand. The
laiger proportion of the crews in the

various vessels were on shore ; but on

the decks idly reclined small groups of

sailors, and the murmur of their voices

stole, indistinguishably blended, upon
the translucent air. Behind rose, one

above the other, the Seven Hills, on
which long afterwards the Emperor
Con^tantine built a second Rome ; and
over these heights, even then, build-

ings were scattered of various forms

and dates, here the pillared temples
of the Greek colonists, to whom
Byzantium owed its origin, there the

light roofs and painted domes which
the Eastern conquerors had intro-

duced.

One of the Athenians was a man in

the meridian of manhood, of a calm,

sedate, but somewhat haughty aspect

;

the other was in the full bloom of

youth, of lofty stature, and with a
certain majesty of bearing ; down bis

shoulders flowed a profusion of long

curled hair,* divided in the centre of

the forehead, and connected with

golden clasps, in which was wrought
the emblem of the Athenian nobles

—

the Grasshopper—a fashion not jet

obsolete, as it had become in the days

of Thuoydides. Still, to an observer,

there was something heavy in the ordi-

nary expression of the handsome coun-

tenance. His dress differed from the

earlier fashion of the Ionians ; it dis-

pensed with those loose linen garments
which had something of effeminacy in

their folds, and was confined to the

simple and statue-like grace that cha-

racterized the Dorian garb. Yet the

clasp that fastened the chlamys upon
the right shoulder, leaving the arm
free, was of pure gold and exquisite

workmanship, and the materials of the

simple vesture were of a quality that

betokened wealth and rank in the

wearer.
" Yes, Cimon," said the elder of the

* Ion apud riut

Athenians, "yonder galley itself afforda

sufficient testimony of the change that

has come over the haughty Spartan.

It is difficult, indeed, to recognize in

this luxurious satrap, who affects the
dress, the manners, the very insolence

of the Barbarian, that Pausanias, who,
after the glorious day of Platsea,

ordered the slaves to prepare in the
tent of Mardonius such a banquet as

would have been served to the Persian,

while his own Spartan broth and bread
were set beside it, in order that he
might utter to the chiefs of Greece

that noble pleasantry, 'Behold the

folly of the Persians, who forsook

such splendour to plunder such pov-

erty.'" *

"Shame upon his degeneracy, and
thrice shame 1

" said the young Cimon,
sternly. " I love the Spartans so

well, that I blush for whatever de-

grades them. And all Sparta is

dwarfed by the effeminacy of her
chief."

"Softly, Cimon," said Aristides,

with a sober smile.
'

' Whatever sur-

prise we may feel at the corruption of

Pausanias, he is not one who wili allow

ns to feel contempt. Through all the

voluptuous softness acquired by inter-

course with these Barbarians, the

vtroug nature of the descendant of the

dem'god still breaks forth. Even at

the distaff I recognize Alcides, whether
for evil or for good. Pausanias is one

on whom our most anxious gaze must
be duly bent. But in this change of

his I rejoice ; the gods are at work for

Athens. See you not that, day alter

day, while Pausanias disgusts the

allies with the Spartans themselves,

he throws them more and more into

the arms of Athens ? Let his mad-
ness go on, and ere long the violet-

crowned city will become the queen of

the seas."

"Such was my own hope," said

Cimon, his face assuming a nev: ex-

pression, brightened with all the in-

telligence of ambition and pride ;
" but

I did not dare own it to myself till yon

• Herod, ix. 83,
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spoke. Several officers of Ionia and
the Isles have already openly and
loudly proclaimed to roe their wish to

exchange the Spartan ascendancy for

the Athenian."

"And with all your love for Sparta,'

said Aristides, looking steadfastly aod

6earchingly at his comrade, " you
•would not then hesitate to rob her of

a glory which you might bestow on

your own Athens? "

"Ah, am I not Athenian?" an-

swered Cimon, with a deep passion in

his voice. "Though my great father

perished a victim to the injustice of a

faction—though he who had saved

Athens from the Mede died in the

Athenian dungeon—still, fatherless, I

see in Athens but a mother, and if her

voice soumled harshly in my boyish

years, in manhood I have feasted on

her smiles. Yes, I honour Sparta,

but I love Athens. You have my
answer.

"

"You speak well, " said Aristides,

with warmth ; "you are worthy of the

destinies tor which I foresee that the

son of Miltiades is reserved. Be
wary, be cautious ; above all, be

smooth, and blend with men of every

state and grade. I would wish that

the allies themselves should draw the

contrast between the insolence of the

Spa' tan <"hief and the courtesy of the

Athenians. What said you to the

Ionian officers ?
"

"I said that Athens held there was

no difference between to command and
to obey, except so far as was best for

the interests of Greece ; that —as on
the fieM of Plataea, when the Tegeans

asserted precedence over the Athe-

nians, we, the Athenian army, at

once exclaimed, through your voi^e,

Aristides, ' We come here to fight the

Barbarian, not to dispute amongst
ourselves ! place us where you will '

:*

—even so now, while the allies give

the command to Sparta, Sparta we
will obey. But if we were thought by
the Grecian States the fittest Kaders,

our answer would be the same that we

• Plut In Vit Arist

gave at Plataea, ' Not we, but Greece

be consulted: place us where you
will!*"
" wise Cimon !

" exclaimed Aris-

tides, "I have no caution to bestow

on you. You do by intuition that

which I attempt by experience. But
hark 1 What music sounds in the dis-

tance ? the airs that Ly<iia borrowed

from the East?"
"And for which," said Cimon, sar-

castically, " Pausanias hath abandoned
the Dorian flute."

Soft, airy, and voluptuous were in-

deed the sounds which now, from the

streets leading upwards from the quay,

floated along the delicious air. The
sailors rose, listening and eager, from
the decks ; there was once more bustle,

life, and animation on board the fleet.

From several of the vessels the trum-

pets woke a sonorous signal-note. In

a few minutes the quays, before so

deserted, swarmed with the Grecian

mariners, who emerged hastily, whether

from various bouses in the haven, or

from the encampment which streiched

along it, and hurried to their respec-

tive ships. On board the galley of

Pausanias there was more especial ani-

mation ; not only mariners, but slaves,

evidently from the Eastern markets,

were seen, jostling each other, and
heard talking, quick and loud, in

foreign tongues. Rich carpets were
unfurled an-1 laid across the deck,

while trembling and hasty hands
smoothed into yet more graceful folds

the curtains that shaded the gay
pavilion in the centre. The Athenians

looked on, the one with thoughtful

composure, the other with a bitter

smile, while these preparations an-

nounced the unexpected, and not un-

dreaded approach of the great Pau-

sanias.
" Ho, noble Cimon I

" cried a young
man who, hurrying towards one of

the vessels, caught sight of the

Athenians and paused.
'

' You are the

very person whom I most desired

to see. Aristides too I—we are for-

tunate.
"

The speaker was a young man of



22 PAUSANTAS, THE SPARTAN.

sli:hfer make and lower stature than

the Athenians, but well shaped, and
with features the partial effeminacy of

which was elevated by an expression

of great vivaci'y and intelligence. The
steed trained for Elis never bore in its

propoitions the evidence of blood and
rare breeding more visibly than the

dark brilliant eye of this young man,

bis broad low transparent brow, ex-

panded n istril and sensitive lip, re-

vealed the passionate and somewhat
arrogant cbarater of the vivacious

Greek of the iEiean Isles.

" Antagora*," replied Citnon, laying

bis hand with frank and somewhat
blunt cordiality on the (Greek's

shoulder, '' like the grape of your own
Chios, you cannot fail to be welcome at

all times. But why would you seek

us now ?
"

"Because I will no longer endure

the insolence of this rude Spartan.

Will you believe it Cirnon— will you

believe it, Aristides? Pau-anias has

actually dared to sentence to blows-, to

stripes, one of my own men— a free

Cbian— nay, a Deradarchus.* I have

but this instant heard it. And the

offence—Gods 1 the offence!—was that

he ventured to contest with a L<co-

nian, an underling in the S part-in

army, which one of the two had the

fair right to a wine cask ! Shall this

be borne, Cimon ?
"

"Stripes to a Greek ? " said Cimon,

and the colour mounted to his brow.

"Thinks Pausmias that the Ionian

race are already bis Helots ?
"

" Be calm," said Aristides ; "Pau-
sanias approaches. I will accost

him."
" But listen still 1

" exclaimed Anta-

goras eagerly, plucking the gown of the

Athenian as th-- latter turned away.
" When Pausanias heard of the con-

test between my soldier and h>s Laco-

nian, what said he, think you ? ' Prior

claim ; learn henceforth that, where

the Spartans are to be found, the

SpartaijS iu all matters have the prior

claim."

* Leader of ten men.

"We will see to it," returned Aris-

tides, calmly ;
" but keep by my

side."

And now the music sounded loud

and near, and sudlenly. as the pro-

cession approached, the character of

that music altered. The Lydiau mea-
sures ceased, those who had attuned

them gave way to musicians of loitier

aspect and simpler garb ; in whom
might be recognized, not indeed the

ge uine Spartans, but their free, if

sub ordinate, countrymen of Laconia
;

and a minstrel, who walked beside

them, broke out into a song, partially

adapted from the bold and lively strain

of Alcaens, the first two lines in each

stauza ringing much to that cbirae,

the two latter reduced into briefer

compass, as, with allowance for the

differing laws of national rhythm, we
thus seek to render the verse :

SONG.

Multitudes, backward 1 Way for the
Dorian :

Way for the L »rd of rocky Laconia

;

Heaven to Hercules opened
Way on the earth for his soil.

Steel and fate, blunted, break on his

fortitude

;

Two evils only never endureth he

—

Death by a wound in retreating,

Life Trith a blot on his name.

Rocky his birthplace ; rocks are immut-
able ;

So are his laws, and so shall his glory bo.

Time is the Victor of Nations,
fparta the Victor of Time.

Watch o'er him heedful on the wide
ocean.

Brothers of Helen, luminous guiding
stars

;

Dangerous to Truth are the fickle,

Dangerous to Sparta the seas.

Multitudes, backward 1 Way for the Con-
queror ;

Way for the footstep half the world fled

before

;

Nothing that Phcebus can shine on
Needs so much space as Renown.

Behind the musicians came ten

Spartans, selected from the celebrated

three hundred who claimed the right
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to be stationed around the king in

battle. Tall, stalwart, sheathed in

arm"ur, th*ir shields slung at their

backs, «heir crests of ulumage or

horsehair waving over their stio> g and
stern features, these ha'dy warriors

betrayefl to the keen eye of Aritstides

their sullen discontent at the part as-

signed to them in the luxurious proces-

sion ; their brows were knit, their lips

contracted, and each of th"in who
caught the glance of the Athenians,

turned his eyes, as hdf in shame, half

in ang-r, to the ground.

Coming no* upon the quay, oppo-

site to the galley of Pausan'as, from

which was suspended a ladder of silken

cords, the procession baited, and

opening on either side, left sp^ce in

the midst for the commander.
"Becomes,' whisper- d Antagoras

to Cimon. "By Hercules! I pray

you survey him weiL Is it the con-

qurorof Marlonius, or the ghost of

Maidouins himself?"

The question of the Chian seemed
not extravagant to the blunt son of

Militiades, as his eyes now rested on

Pausanias.

The pure Spartan race boasted, per-

ha< s the most super? models of mas-
culine beauty whi'-h the land blessed

by Apollo could afford. The laws that

regula'e marriage ensured a healthful

and vigorous progeny. Gymnastic
discipline from early boyhood gave

ease to the limbs, iron to the muscle,

grace to the whole frame. Every
Spartan, being born to command, being

noble by bis birh, lord of the Laco-

nians. Master of the Helots, superior

in the eyes of Greece to all other

Greeks, was at once a Republican and
an Aristocrat. Schooled in the arts

that cnm|.ose the presence, and give

calmness and majesty to the bearing,

he combined with the mere ph sical

advantages of activity and strength a

conscious and yet natural dignitv of

men. Amidst the Greeks assembled

at the Olympian contests, others showed
richer garments, more sumptuous
chariots, rarer steeds, but no state

could vie with Sparta in the thews and

sinews, the aspect and the majestv of

the men. Nor were the royal race,

the descendant of Hercules, in ex-

ternal appearance unworthy of their

countrymen and of their fabled

ori.in.

Sculptor and painter would have
vainly tisked their imaginative minds
to invent a nobler ideal tor the effi iea

of a hero, thiu that which the Victor

of Pla'a3a offered to their inspiration.

As he now paused amidst the gioup,

he towered hLh above them all. even
above Cimon himself. But in hia

stature there wa3 nothing of the cum-
brous bulk and stolid heaviness, which
often destroy the beauty of vast

strength Severe and early training,

long habits of rigid abstemiousness,

the toils of war, and, more th in all,

perhaus, the coustant play of a restless,

anxious, aspiring temper, had left

undi-fi^ured by superfluous flesh, the
grand proportions of a frame, the very
sptreness cf which had at once the
strength and the beauty of oue of those

hardy victors in the wrestling or boxing
ma^ch, whose agility and force are

middled by discipline to the purest

forms of <<race. Without that exact

and chiselled ha rmony of countenance
which characterised perhaps, the loriio

rather than the Doric race, the features

of the roval Spartan were noble and
commanding. His complexion was
sunburnt, almost to orientd swaithi-

ness, an 1 the ravens plume had no
darker gloss than '..hat of his long hair,

which (contrary to the Spartan custom),

flowing on either side, mingled with,

the rloser curls of the beard. T> a
scrutinizing gaze, the more dignified

and prepossessing effect of this exterior

woidd perhaps have been counter-

balanced by an eye, bright indeed and
penetrating, but restless and sus-

picious, by a certain ineffable mixture

of arrogant pride and profound melan-
choly in the general expression of the

counteutn-e, ill according with that

frank and serene asp-ct which best

becomes the face of one who would
lead mankind. About him altogether

—the counteuance, the form, the
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bearing—there was that which woke

a vague, profound, and singular

interest, an interest somewhat i

with awe, but not altogether uncalcu-

lated to produce that affection which

belongs to admiration, save when the

sudden frown or disdainful lip repelled

the gentler impulse and tended rather

to excite fear, or to irritate pride, or

to wound self-love.

But if the form and features of

Pausanias were eminently those of the

purest race of Greece, the dress which

he assumed was no less characteristic

of the Barbarian. He wore, not the

gr.rb of the noble Persian race, which,

close and simple, was but a little less

manly than that of the Gieeks, but

the flowing and gorgeous garments of

the Mede. Bis Jong gown, which

Bwept the earth, was covered with

flowers wrought in golden tissue.

Instead of the Spartan hat, the high

Median cap or tiara crowned bis per-

fuued and lustrous hair, while (what

of all was most hateful to Grecian ejes)

he woie, though otherwise utarmed,

the curved scimitar and short dirk

tt at were the national weap ns of the

Barbarian, And as it was not custo-

Hifiry, nor indeed legitimate, for the

G ' eks to wear weapons rn peaceful

occasions and with their ordinary

costume, so this departure from the

con mon piaetice had not onh in itself

something offensive to the jealous eyes

of his comrades, but was rendered jet

more obnoxious by the adoption of the

very arms of the east.

By the side of Pausanias was a man
whose dark beaid was already sown
with grey. This man, named Gongylus,

though a Greek—a native of Eietiia,

in Eubcea-was in high command
under the great Persian king. At the

time of the lajlarian invasion under
Datisand Aitaphernes, heh?d deserted

the cause cf Greice and had been

rewardtd with the lordship of fcur

towns in ^olis. Few among the

apostate Grteks were more deeply

instructed in tie language and manners
of the Persians; and the intimate and
sudden friendship that had grown up

between him and the Spartan was
regarded by the Greeks with the most
bitter and angry suspicion. As if to

show his contempt for the natural

jealousy of his countrymen, Pausanias,

however, had just given to the Eretrian

the government of Byzantium itself,

and with the command of the citadel

had entrusted to him the custody of

the Persian prisoners captured in that

port. Among these were men of the

highest rank and influence at the court

of Xerxes ; and it was nv-re than
rumoured that of late Pausanias had
visit d and conferred with them,
through the interpretation of Gongylus,

far more frequently than became the

Gen ral of the Greeks. Gongylus had
one of those countenances which are

observed when many of more striking

semblance are overlooked. But the

features were sharp and the visage

lean, the eyes vivid and sparkling as

those of the lynx, and the dark pupil

seemed y et more dark from the extreme
whiteness of the ball, from which it

lessened or dilated with the impulse

of the spirit which gave it fire. There

was in that eye all the subtle cra't,

the plotting and restless malignity,

which usually characterizedthose Greek
renegades who prostituted their native

energies to the rich service of the

Baibarian ; and the lips, narrow and
thin, wore that everlasting smile which
to the credulous disguises wile, and to

the experienced betrays it. Small,

spare, and prematurely bent, the Ere-

trian supported himself by a staff,

upon which now leaning, he glanced,

quickly and pryingly, around, till his

eyes rested upon the Athenians, with
the young Chian standing in their

rear.

"The Athenian Captains are here

to do you homage, Pausanias,'' said he,

in a whisper, as he touched with his

small lean fingers the arm of the

Spartan.

Pausanias turned and muttered to

himself, and at that instant Aristides

approached.
" If it please you, Pausanias, Cimon

and myself, the leaders of the Athe-



PAUSANIAS, THE SPARTAN. 25

mans, wouUl crave a hearing upon
certain matters."

"Son of Lvsimachus, say on."

"Your pardon, Pnusanias," returned

the Athenian, lowering his voice, and
with a smile—"This is too crowded a
conncil-hall ; may we attend you on
board your galley ?"

"Not so," answered the Spartan
haughtily; "the morning to affairs,

the evening to recreation. We shall

sail in the bay to see the moon rise,

and if we in lulge in consultations, it

will be over our winecups. It is a

good custom."

"It is a Persian one, "sai(J Cimon
bluntly.

"It is permitted to us," returned

the Spartan coldly, " to borrow from
those we conquer. But enough of

this. I have no secrets with the

Athenians. No matter if the whole
city hear what you would address to

Pansanias."

"It is to complain," said Aristides

with calm emphasis, but still in an
undertone.

"Ay, I doubt it not: the Athe-
nians are eloquent in grumbling."

"It was not found so at Plattea,"

returned Cimon.
"Son of Miltiades," said Pansanias

loftily, "your wit outruns your expe-

rience. But my time is short. To
the matter 1

"

" If you will have it so, I will

speak," said Aristides, raising his

voice. "Before your own Spartans,

our comrades in arms, I proclaim our

causes of complaint. Firstly, then,

I demand release and compensation
to seven Athenians, free-born and
citizens, whom your orders have con-

demned to the unworthy punishment
of standing all day in the open sun
with the weight of iron anchors on
their shoulders."

"The mutinous knaves !
" exclaimed

the Spartan. '

' They introduced into

the camp the insolence of their own
agora, and were publicly heard in the

streets inveighing against myself as a
favourer of the Persians.

'

" It was easy t» confute the charge
;

it was tyrannical to punish words in

men whose deeds had raised you to the

comma'id of Greece."

"Tbir deeds! Ye Gods, give me
patience ! By the help of Juno the

protectress it was this brain and this

arm that But I will not justify

mvself by imitating the Athenian
fashion of wordly boasting. Pass on

to your next complaint."
'

' You have placed slaves— yes,

Helots— around the springs, to drive

away with scourges the soldiers that

come for water."

"Not so, but merely to prevent
others from 611ing their vases until

the Spartans are supplied."

"And by what right 1" began
Cimon, but Aristides checked him
with a gesture, and proceeded.

"That precedence is not warranted
by custom, nor by the terms of our
alliance; and the springs, OPausanias,
are bounteous enough to provide for

all. I proceed. You have formally

sentenced citizens and soldiers to the
scourge. Nay, this very day you have
extended the sentence to one in actual

command amongst the Chians. Is it

not so, Antagoras ?
"

"It is," said the young Chian,

coming forward boldly; "and in the

name of my countrymen I demand
justice."

"And I also, Uliacles of Samos,"
said a thickset and burly Greek who
had joined the group unobserved,
"/ demand justice. What, by the

Gods ! Are we to be all equals in the

day of battle ? ' My good sir, march
here;' and, 'My dear sir, just run
into that breach

;
' and yet when we

have won the victory and should share

the g'ory, is one state, nay, one man
to seize the whole, and deal out iron

anchors and tough cowhides to his

companions? No, Spartans, this is

not your view of the case
; you

suffer in the eyes of Greece by this

misconduct. To Sparta itself I ap-

peal."
" And what, most patient sir," said

Pausanias, with calm sarcasm, though
his eye shot lire, and the upper lip, on
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which no Spartan suffered the beard to

grow, slightly quivered—" what is

your contiibution to the catalogue of

complaints ?"

" Jest not, Pausanias
;
you will find

me in earnest," answered Ulia'Us,

doggedlv, and encouraged t>y the evident

effect that his eloquence had produced

apon the Spartans themselves. "I
have met with a grievous wrong, and
all Greece shall he^r of it, if it be not

redressed. My own brother, who at

Myc*le slew four Persians with his

own hand, headed a detachment for

forage. He and his n^n were met by

a company of mixed Laconians and
Helots, their forage tiken from them,

they themselves assaulted, and my
brother, a man who has moneys and
maintains forty slaves of his own,
struck thrice across the face by a ras-

cally Helot. Now, Pausanias, your
answer 1

"

"You have prepared a notable scene

for tl e commander of your forc-s, son

of Lysimachus,'' said the Spat tan,

addressing hitn-elf to At i-tides. " Far

be it from me to affect the Agamemnon,
but your friends are less modest in

imitating the venerable m del of

Tbeisites. Enough" (and canning
the tone of his v>ice, the ctiief stamped
his foot vehemently to the ground) :

" we owe no account to our inferiors
;

we render no explanation save to

Sparta and her Ephors. ''

'• So be it, then," said Aristides,

gravely; "we have our answer, and
you will hear of our appeal."

P usanias changed colour. " How ?''

said he, with a Slight hesitation in his

tone. " Mean you to threaten me -

Me—with carrying the busy tales of

your disaffection to the Spaitan govern-

ment ?
"

"Time will show. Farewell, Pau-

sanias. We will detain you no longer

from your pastime "

' But," began Uliades.

"Hush," said the Athenian, laying

his hand on the Sarnian's shoulder.

"We will confer anon."

Pausanias paused a moment, irre-

solute and in thought. His eyes

glanced towards his own countrymen,
who, true to their rigid discipline,

neither spake nor moved, but whose
countenances were sullen and overcast,

and at that moment his pride was
shaken, and his heart misgave him.
Gongylus watched his countenance, and
once more laving his hand on his arm,
said in a whisper

—

"He who seeks to rule never goes

back
"

"Tush, you know not the Spar-
tans.''

" But I know Human Nature ; it is

the same everywhere. You cannot
yield to this insolence ; to-morrow, of

your own accord, send for these men
separately and pacify them."

" You are right. Now to the
vessel !

"

With this, leaning on the shoulder

of the Persian, and with a slight wave
of his hand towards the Athenians

—

he did not deign even that gesture

to the island officers- -Pau-ani us ad-
vanced to the ve>sel, and slowly ascend-

ing, disappeared within his pavilion.

The Spaitans and the musicians fol-

lowed ; then, spare and swarthy, some
half scote of Egyptian sailors; last

came a small party of Laconians and
Helots, who, standing at some distance

behind Pausanias, had not hitherto

been observed. The former were but
slightly armed ; the latter had for-

saken their customary rude and savage

gaib, and wore long gowns and gay
tunics, somewhat in the fashion of the

Lydians. With these last there was
one of a mien and aspect that strongly

differed fiom the lowering and ferocious

cast of countenance common to the

Helot race. He was of the ordinary

stature, an I his frame was not charac-

terized by any appearance of unusual

strength ; but he trod the earth with

a firm step and an erect crest, as

if the curse of the slave had not yet

destroyed the inborn dignity of the

hum in being. There was a certain

delicacy and refinement, rather of

thought than beauty, in his clear,

shaip, and singularly intelligent fea-

tures. In contradistinction from the
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free-born Spartans his r air was short,

and curled close above a broad and
inanlv forehead ; arid his large eyes of

dark blue looked full and bold upon the

.Athenians with something, if n< t of

defiance, at least of pride in their

gaze, as he staiked by them to the

vessel.

"A sturdy fellow for a Helot,"

muttered Cimon.

"And merits well his freedom,"

Eaid the son of Lysimachus. " I re-

member him well. He is Alcman,

the foster- brother of Paus nins
;
whom

he attended at Platsea. Not a Spar-

tan t>>at day bore himself more
bravely."

" No doubt they will put him to

death when he goes back to Si arta,"

said Antagoias. "When a Helot is

brave, the Ephors clap the black

maik against his name, and at the

next crypteia he suddenly disap-

pears."
" Pau?anias may share the same fate

as bis Helot, for all I care," quoth

Uliarles. "Well, Athenians, what
say you to the answer we have re-

ceived ]
"

" That Sparta shall hear of it,"

answer- d Aristides.

"Ah, but is that all ? Recollect

the Ionians have the majority in the

fleet ; let us not wait for the slow

Ephors. Let us at once throw off

this insufferable joke, and proclaim

Athens the Mistress of the Seas. What
Bay you, Ciiuorj ?

"

'' Let Aristides answer."
" Yonder lie the Athenian vessels,"

said Aristides. "Those who put them-
selves voluntarily ui der our protection

we will not reject. But remember we
assert no claim; we jield but to the

general wish."
" Enough ; I understand you," said

An'agoras.
" Not quite," returned the Athenian

with a smile. "The breach between

you and Paasanias is hfgun, I ut it is

not jet wide enough. You yourselves

must do that which will annul all

power in the Spartan, and then if ye

come to Athens ye will find her as bold

27

aga ; nst the Diric despot as against the

Barhirian foe."
" Put speak more plainly. What

would you have us do? ' asked

Uli des, rubbing his chin in great per-

plexity.
" Nay, nay, I have already said

enough. Fare ye well, fellow-country-

men," and leaning lightly on the

shoulder of Cimon, the Athenian
passt d 1 n.

Meanwhile the splendid galley of

Pausunias slowly put forth into the

farther waters of the bay. The oars of

the rowers broke the surface into

countless phosphoric sparkles, ai'd the

sound they made, as they dashed
amidst the gentle waters, seemed to

keep time with the song and the instru-

ments on the deck. The I nians

gazed in silence as the stately vessel,

now shooting far ahead of the rest,

swept into the centre of the bay. And
the moon, just rising, shone full upon
the glittering prow, and streaked the

rippling billows over wbi<h it had
bounded, with a light, as it were, of

glory.

Ar tasoras sighed.
" Wl at think you of ? " asked the

rough Samiaa.
" Peace,'' replied Antagoras. 41 In

this hour, when the lair face of

Arten is recal s the old legends of En-
dymion. is it not permitted to man to

remeo ber that before the iron a;e

came the golden, before war iei6 ntd
love ?

"

"Tush," said Uliades. "Time
enough to think of kne when we have
satisfied vengeance. Let us sumo on
our friends, and bold coun il on the

Spartan's insults."
" Whither goes now the Spartan ?

"

murmured Antagorae abstractedly as

he suffered his companion to lead bim
away. Then baiting abruptly, he
stru k his clenched hand on his

breast.
' Aphrodite!" be cried; "this

night—this night I will seek thy

teru le. Hear my vows—soothe my
jealousy !

"

"Ah," grunted Uliades, "if, as



PA USAMAS, THE SPARTAN.

men say, thou lovest a fair Byzantine,

Aphrodite will have sharp work to

cure the- of jealousy, unless she first

makes thee blind."

Antagoras smiled faintly, and the

two Ionians moved on slowly and in

silence. In a few minutes more the

quays were deserted and nothing but

the blended murmur, spreading wide

and indistinct throughout the camp,
and a noisier but occasional burst of

merriment, from those resorts of ob-

scener pleasure which were profusely

scattered a'ong the haven, mingled
with the whispers of "the far re-

sounding sea,"
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CHAPTER IL

Oh a conch beneath his voluptuous

awning, reclined Pausanias. The cur-

tains, drawn aside, gave to view the

moonlit ocean, and the dim shadows of

the shore, with the dark woods beyond,

relieved by the distant lights of the

city. On one side of the Spartan was

a small table, that supported toblets

and vases of that exquisite wine which

Maronea proffered to the thirst of

the Byzantine, and those cooling and

delicious fruits which the orchards

around the city supplied as amply as

the failed gardens of the Hesperides,

•were heaped on the other side.

Towards the foot of the couch, prop-

ped upon cushions piled on the floor,

sat Gongylus, conv-rsing in a low,

earnest voice, and fix'ng his ey^s

steadfastly on the Spartan. The

habits of the Eretrian's life, which

had brought him in constant contact

with the Persians, had inf< cted his

very language with the luxuriant ex-

travagance of the East. And the

thoughts he uttered made his language

but too music J to the ears of the

listening Spartan.

"And fair as these climes may
seem to you, and rich as are the gar-

dens and granaries of Byzantium, yet

to me who ba^e stood on the terraces

of Bahylon and locked upon groves

covering with blossom and frui' the

very fortresses and walls of that queen

of nations,—to me, who have roved

amidst the vast delights of Susa,

through palaces whose very portic >es

might enclose the limits of a Grecian

city —who have stood, awed and
dazzled, in the courts of that wonder

of the worm, that crown of the East,

the marble magnificence of Persepolis

—to me, Pausanias. who have been
thus admitted into the very heart of

Persian glories, this city of Byzantium
appears but a village of artisans and
fishermen. The very foliage of its

forests, pale and sickly, the very

moonlight upon these waters, cold and
smileless, ah, if tbou couHst but see I

But parion me, I weary thee ?"

"Not so," sail the Spirtan, who,

raised upon his elbow, listened to the

words of Gongylas with deep attention.

"Proceed."
"Ah, if thou couldst but see the

fair regions which the great king has

appoitioned to thy countryman D-ma-
ratus. And if a domain, that w<uld

satiate the ambition of the most
craving of your earlier tyrants, fall

to Demaratus, what would be the

sp endid satraphy in which the con-

queror of Platoea might plant his

throne ?

"

" In truth, my renown and my
power are greater than those ever

possessed by Demaratus, " said the

Spartan, musingly.

"Yet," pursued Gongylus, "it is

not so much the mere extent of the

territories which the grateful Xerxes
could proffer to the brave Pausanias

—

it is not their extent so much that

might tempt desire, neither is it their

sta r elv forests, nor the fertile rnea lows,

nor the oceanlike rivers, which the
gf'ds of the East have given to the race

of Cyrus. There, free from the

stiange constraints which our austere

customs and solemn deities impose
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upon the Gre k=, the beneficent

Ormuzd scatters ever-varying 'leligbts

upon the paths of men. All that art

can invent, all that the marts of the

universe can afford of the tare and

voluptuous, are lavished upon abodes

the Bplendour of whicb even our idle

dreams of Olympus never shadowed

forth. There, ins ead of the harsh

and imperious helpmate to whoa, the

joyless Spartan confines his reluctant

love, all ti;e beauties of every clime

contend for the smile of their lord.

And wherever are turned toe change-

loving eves of Passion the Aphr.diie

of our poets, such as the Cytherian and

the Cyprian fable her, seems to recline

on the lotus leaf or to rise from the

unruffled o<ean of delight. Instead of

the gloomy brows and the harsh tones

of rivals envious of your fame, h 'S's of

friends aspiring only to be fo lowers

will catch gladness from your :-mili or

sorro.v from your frown. Thee, no

jarring contests with little men, who

deem themselves the equal* of the

great, no j alous Ephor is found, to

load the commonest acts of life with

fetters of iron cm-torn. Talk of

liberty ! Liberty in Sparta is but

one eternal servitude
;

you cannot

move, or eat, or sleep, save as the law

directs. Your very children are wrested

from you just in the age when their

voices soun I most sweet. Ye are not

men ; ye are machines. Gall you this

liberty, Pausantas ? I, a Greek, have

known both Grecian liberty and Per-

sian royalty. Better be chieftain to

a king than servant to a u.ob ! But

in Eietria, at lea-t, pleasuie was

not denied. In Sparta the very

Grac s preside over discipline and war

only."

"Your fire falls upon flax," said

Pausanias, rising, and with passionate

emotion. " And if you, the (rreek of

a happier state, you who know but by

report the unnatural * on 'aje to which

the Spartans are subjected, can weary

of the very name of Gre^k, wha must

be the feelings of one who from the

cradle upward has been starved out of

the genial desires of life! Even in

earliest youth, while yet all other lands

and customs were unknown, when it

was duly pouret into my ears that to

be born a Spartan constituted the glory

an i the bliss of earth, my soul sickened

at t!ie lesson, and my reason revolted

agdnst the lie. Often when my whole

body was lacerated with stripes, dis-

daibing to groin, I yet yearned to

strike, and I cursed my savage tutors

who d nied p ensure even to childhood

with all the madness of impotent
revenge. My mother herself (sweet

name elsewhere) had no kindness in

her face. She was the pride of the

rnatrooage of Sparta, because of all our
women Alithea was the most unsexed.

When I went forth to iny first crypteia,

to watch, amidst the wintry dreariness

of the mountains, upon the movements
o: the wretched Helots, to spy upon
til- ir sufferings, to take account of

the r groans, and if one n'ore manly
than me rest dared to mingle curses

with his groans, to mark him for

slaughter as a wolf that threatened

da: ger to the fold ; to lurk, au
assa sin, about his home, to dog his

walks, to fall upon him unawares, to

stiibe him from behind, to filch away
his life, to bury him in the ravines, so

that murder might leave no trace
;

when upon this initiating campaign,

the virgin trials of our youth, I

first set forth, my mother diew near,

and girding me herself with my grand-
sire's sword, ' Go forth,' she said, ' as

the young hound to the chase, to wind,

to double, to leap on the prey, and to

taste of blood. See, the sword is

bright ; show me the stains at thy
return.'

"

"Is it then true, as the Greeks
generally declare," interrupted Gongy-
lus, "that in these campaigns, or

crypteias, the sole aim and object is

the massacre of Helots ?
"

" Not so," replipd Pausrnias ; "sav-

age though the custom, it smells not so

foully of the shambles. The avowed
object is to harden the nerves of

our youth. Barefooted, unattended,



PAUSAN/AS, THE SPARTAN. 31

through cold and storm, performing

ourselves the most menial offices neces-

sary to life, we wander for a certain

6eason daily and nightly through the

rugged territories ot Laconia.* We
go as bo\s—we come back as men.+
The avowed object, I say, is iourement

to hardship, but with this is connected

the secret en I of keeping watch on

the>e half-tamed and ball like herds of

men whom we call the Hel<>ts. If any

be dangerous, we mirk him for the

knife. One of them had t h 1 ice been a

ringleader in revolt. He was wary
as- well a« fierce. He had escaped in

three succeeding crypt ias. To me, as

one of the Hertclidse, was assigned the

honour of tracking and destroying him.

For three days and three nights I dig-

ged his footsteps (for be had caught

the scent of the pursuers and fled),

through forest and defile, through

valley and crag, stealthily and relent-

lessly. I followed him close. At last,

one evening, having lo>t sight of all my
comrade-, I came suddenly upon him
as I emerged fiom a wood. It was a

bioad patch of waste land, through

whi'-h rushed a stream swollen by the

rains, and plunging with a sullen roar

down a deep and gloomy precipice, that

to the right and lett bounded the waste,

the stream in front, th- wood in the

rear He was reclining by the stream,

at which, with the hollow of his hand,

he quenched his thirst. I paused to

gaze upon him, and as I did so he
turned aud saw me. He rose, and
fixed his eyes on mine, and we ex-

amined each other in silence. The
Helots are rarely of tall stature, but
this was a giant. His dress, that of

his tribe, of rude she-p-kins, and his

cap made from the hide of a dog in-

creased the savase rudeness of his ap-

pearance. I rejoiced that be saw me,
and that, as «e were alone, I might
fight him fairly. It would have been

* Plat. Leg. i. p. 633. feee also Muller's
Dorians, vol. ii. p. 41.

t I'ueros puberes— neque prius in urbem
redire quam viri facti esscnt.—Justin,
iii. 3.

tenible to slay the wretch if I had
caught him in his sleep."

" Proceed," said Gongylus, with in-

terest, for so little was known of

Spaita by the rest of the Greeks, espe-

cially outside the Peloponnesus, that

these details gratified his natural spirit

of gossipii g inquis'tiveness.
" 'Stand! ' said I, and he moved

not. I appioached him slowly. 'Thou
art a Spaitan,' said 1 e, in a deep and
ha'sh voice, 'and th'<u eomest for my
blood. Go, boy, an, thou art not mel-

lowed to thy prime, and thy comrades
are far away. The shear? of the Fatal

deities hover over the thread not of

my life but of thine.' I wis struck,

Oongylus, by this address, for it was
neiti er desperate nor dastardly, as I

had anticipated ; nevertheless, it be-

seemed not a Spartan to fly from a
Helot, and I drew the sword which my
mother bad girded on. The Helot
watched my movements, and seized a
rude and knotted club that lay on the
ground beside him.

" ' Wretch,' said I, ' darest thou at-

tack face to face a descendant of the

Heiaclidae? In me behold Pausanias,

the son of Cleombrotus.'
" ' Be it so ; m the city one is the

god-born, the • ther the man-enslaved.

On the mountains we are equals.'

" ' Knowe&t tbou not,' said I, 'that

if the Gods condemned me to die by
thy hand, not only thou, but thy
vhole house, thy wife and thy child-

ren, would be sacrificed to my
ghost '<

"

" ' The earth can hide the Spartan's

bones as secretly as the Helot s,' an-

swered my strange foe. ' Begone,

young and unfleshed in slaughter as

you are ; why make war upon me f

My death can give you neithT gold nor
glory. I hive never harmed thee or

thine. How much of the air and sun
does this form take from the descen-

dant of the Heraelidae ?
"

" ' Thrice hast thou raised revolt

among the Helots, thrice at tby voice

have they risen in bloody, though
fruitless, strife against their masters.'
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" 'Not at my voice, but at that of

the two deities who are the war-

gods of slaves—Persecution and Des-

pair.'*

"Impatient of this parley, I tarried

no longer. I sprang upon the Helot.

He evaded my sword, and I soon found
that all my agility and skill were re-

quisite to save me from the massive
weapon, one blow of which would have
sufficed to crush me. But the Helot
eeemed to stand on the defensive, and
continued to back towards the wood
from which I had emerged. Fearful

lest he would escape me, I pressed

h;trd on his foot-teps. My i lood grew
warm ; my fury got the be'ter of my
prudence. My foot stumbled ; I re-

covered in an instant, and. locking up,

beheld the terrible club suspended over
mv head ; it might have fallen, but
the stroke of death was withheld I

misinterpreted the merciful delay
;

the lifted arm left the body of my
en-nii exposed. I struck him on the

side ; the thick hide blunted the

stroke, but it drew blood. Afraid to

draw back within the reach of his

weapon, I threw nnself on him, and
gr-ppled to his throat. We rolled on
the eirth together ; it was but a mo-
ment's struggle. Strong as I was even
in boyhood, the Hi lot would have been

a inafr-b for Alcides. A shade passed

over my eyes ; m> breath heaved short.

The sla-e was kneeling on my breast,

and, dropping the club, he drew a
Short knife from his girdle. I gazed
upon him grim and mute. I was
conquered, and I cared not for the
rest.

"The blood from his side, as he
bent over me, trkkled down upon my
face.

" ' And this blood,' said the Helot,

'you sbed in the very moment when I

epared your life ; such is the honour

• When Themistocles sought to extort
tribute from the AnJiians, he said, "

I

bring with me two powerful gods—Per-
suasion nnd Force." " And on our side,"
was the answer, "are two deities not less
powerful—Poverty and Despair !

"

of a Spartan. Do you not deserve to

die?'
" ' Yes, for I am subdued, and by a

slave. Strike !

'

"'There,' said the Helot in a
melancholy and altered tone, ' there
speaks the soul of the Dorian, the
fatal spirit to which the Gods have
rendered up our wretched race. We
are doomed—doomed—and one victim
will not expiate o>;r curse. Rise,

return to Sparta, and forget that thou
art innocent of murder.'

" He lifted his knee from my breast,

and I rose, ashamed and humbled.
"At that instant I heard the crash-

ing of the leaves in the wood, for the
air was exceedingly still. I knew
that my companions were at hand.
'Ply,' I cried ; 'fly. If they come I
cannot save thee, royal though I be.

Fly.'
'

'
' And wouldest thou save me I

'

said the Helot in surprise.

"'Av, with my ovn life. Canst
thou dou'it it ? Lose not a moment.
Fly. Yet stay ;

' and I tore off a part
of the woollen vest that I wore.
'Place this at thy side ; staunch the
blood, that it may not track thee.

Now begone!
'

" Tbe Helot looked hard at me, and
I thought there were tears in his ru le

eyes ; then catching up the club with
as much ease as I this staff, he sped
with inconceivable rapidity, despite
his wound, towards the precipice on
the right, and disappeared amidst the
thick brambles that clothed the gorge.

In a few moments three of my com-
panions approached. They found me
exhausted, and panting rather with
excitement than fatigue. Their quick
eye3 detected the blood upon the
ground. I gave them no time to pause
and examine. ' He has escaped me

—

he has tied,' I cried ; 'follow,' and I

led them to tbe opposite part of the

precipice from that which the Helot
had taken. Heading the seared, I

pretended to catch a glimpse of the
goatskin ever and anon through the
trees, and I stayed not the pursuit till
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night grew dark, and I judged the

victim was far away."
"And he escaped ?"

"He did. The crypteia ended.

Three other Helots were slain, but not

by me. We returned to Sparta, and
my mother was comforted for my mis-

fortune in not having slain my foe by
seeing the stains on my grand.-ire's

sword. I will tell thee a secret,

Gongylus " — (and here Pausanias
lowered his voice, and looked an-
xiously toward him)— " since that day
I have not hated the Helot race. Nay,
it may be that I bave loved them better

than the Dorian."
" I do not wonder at it ; but has

not your wounded giant yet met with
his death ?

"

"No, I never related what had
passed between us to any one save my
father. He was gentle for a Spartan,
and he rested cot till Gylippus—so was
the Helot nameil—obtained exemption
from the black list. He dared not,

however, attribute his intercession to

the true cause. It happened, for-

tunately, that Gylippus was related

to my own foster-brother, Alcman,
brother to my nurse ; and Alcman is

celebrated in Sparta, not only for

courage in war, but for arts in

peare. He is a poet, and bis strains

please the Dorian ear, for they are

stern and simple, and they breathe
of war. Alcman's merits won for-

giveness for the offences of Gylippus.
May the Gods be kind to his

race 1

"

"Your Alcman seems one of no
common intelligence, and your gen-
tleness to him does not astonish me,
though it seems often to raise a
frown on the brows of your Spar-
tans."

" We have lain on the same bosom,"
said Pausanias touchingly, "and his
mo' her was kinder to me tban my own.
You mnst know that to those Helots
who have been our foster-brothers, and
whom we distinguish by the name of
Mothons, our stern law relaxes. They
have no rights of citizenship, it is true,

but they cease to be slaves ;
* nay,

sometimes they attain Dot only to

entire emancipation, but to distinc-

tion. Alcman has bound his fate to

mine. But to return, Gongylus. I
tell thee that it is not thy descriptions

of pomp and dominion that allure me,
though 1 am not above the love of

po>ver, neither is it thy glowing pro-

mises, though biood too wild for a
Dorian runs riot in my veins ; but it is

my deep loa 1 bing, my inexpressible

disgust for Sparta and her laws, my
horror at the thought of wearing away
life in those sullen customs, amid that
joyless round of tyrannic duties, in

my rapture at the hope of escape, of

life in a land which the eye of the
Ephor never pierces ; this it is, and
this alone, Persian, that makes me
(the words must out) a traitor to my
country, one who dreams of becoming
a dependent on her foe."

" Nay, ' said Gongylus eagerly; for

here Pausanias moved uneasily, and
the colour mounted to his brow.
" Nay, speak not of dependence. Con-
sider the proposals that you can alone

condescend to offer to the great king.

Can the conqueror of Platsea, with
millions for his subjects, hold him-
self dependent, even on the sovereign

of the East ? How, hereafter, will

the memories of our sterile Greece
and your rocky Sparta fade from
your state of mind ; or be remembered
only as a thraldom and bondage,
which your npjr manhood has out-
grown !

"

" I will try to think so, at least,"

sail Pausanias gloomily. "And, come
wbat may, I am not one to recede. I
have thrown my rhield into a featful

peril ; but I will win it b*ck or perish.

Enough of this, Goncylus. Night ad-
vances. I will attend the appoint-
ment you have made. Take the boat,

and within an hour I will meet you
with the prisoners at the spot agreed

* The appellation of Mothons was not
confined to the Helots who claimed tha
connection of foster-brothers, but was
given also to household slaves.
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on, near the Temple of ApV.rodit^.

All things are prepared ?"

"All,' said Gonuylus, risin?, with

a gleam of rnaligmnt joy on his dark

face. "I leave thee, kingly slave of

the rocky Sparta, to prepare the way
for thee, as Satrap of half the East."

So saying he quitted the awning,

and motioned three Egyptian sailors

who lay on the deck without. A boat

was lowered, and the sound of its oars

woke Pausanias from the reverie into

which the parting words of the Ere-

trian had plunged his mind.
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CHAPTER m.

With a slow and thoughtful step,

Pausanias parsed on to the outer deck.

The moon was up, and the vessel

scarcely seemed to stir, so gently did

it glide along the sparkling waters.

They were still within the bay, and

the shores rose, white and distinct, to

his view. A group of Spartans, re-

clining by the side of the ship, were

gazing listlessly on the waters. The
Recent paused beside them.

" Ye weary of the ocean, methinks,"

said he. "We Dorians have not the

merchant tastes of the lonians."*
" Son of Cleombrotus," said one of

the group, a Spartan whose rank and
services entitled him to more than

ordinary familiarity with the chief,

" it is not the ocean itself that we
should dread, it is the contagion of

those who, living on the element, seem
to share in its ehb and flow. The
lonians are never three hours in the

same ruind."

"For that reasoD," said Pausanias,

fixing his ejes steadfastly on the

Spartan, "for that reason I have

judged it advisable to adopt a rough

manner with these innovators, to draw
with a broad chalk the line between

them and the Spartans, and to teach

those who never knew discipline the

stern duties of obedience. Think you
I have done wisely ?

"

The Spartan, who had risen when
Pausanias addressed him, drew his

chief a little aside from the rest.

"Pausanias," said he, "the hard
Naxian stone best tames and tempers

* No Spartan served as a sailor, or
indeed condescended to any trade or call-

ing, but that of war.

the fine steel ;
* but the steel may

break if the workman be not skilful.

These Athenians arc grown insolent

since Marathon, and their soft kindred

of Asia have relighted the fiies they
took of old from the Cecropian Pryta-

neuin. Their sail is more numerous
than ours ; on the sea they find the
courage they lose on land. Retter be
gentle with those wayward allies, for

the Spartan greyhound shows not his

teeth but to bite."
'

' Perhaps you are right. I will

consider these things, and appease the

mutineers. But it goes hard with my
pride, Thrasyllus, to make equals of

this soft-tongued race. Why, these

lonians, do they not enjoy themselves

in perpetual holidays ?— spend days at

the banquet?—ransack earth and sea

for dainties and for perfumes?—and
shall they be the equals of us men,
who, from the age of seven to that of

sixty, ate wisely taught to make lite so

barren and toilsome, that we may well

have no fear of death ? I hate these

sleek and merry feast-givers ; they are

a perpetual insult to our solemn exist-

ence."

There was a strange mixture of irony

and passion in the Spartan's voice as

he thus spoke, and Thrasyllus looked
at him in grave surprise.

"There is nothing to envy in the
woman - like debaucheries of the
Ionian," said be, after a pause.

'' Eovy ! no ; we only hate them,
Thrasyllus. Ton Eietrian tells me
rare things of the East. Time may
come when we shall sup on the black

broth in Susa."

• Pind, Isth. v. (vi) 78.
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"The Gods forbid ! Sparta never

invades. Life with us is too precious,

for we are few. Pausanias, I would

we were well quit of Byzantium. I do

not suspect you, not I ; but there are

those who look with vexed eyes on
those garmen Is, and I, who love you,

fear the sharp jealousies of the Ephors,

to whose ears the birds carry all

tidings.''

"My poor Thrasyllus," said Pau-

sanias, laughing scornfully, "think
you that I wear these robes, or mimic
the Median manners, for love of the

Mede ? No, no 1 But there are arts

which save countries as well as those

of war. This Gongylus is in the con-

fidence of Xerxes. I desire to estab-

lish a peace for Greece upon everlast-

ing foundations. Reflect ; Persia hath

millions yet left. Another invasion

may find a different fortune ; and even

at the best, Sparta gains nothing by
these wars. Athens triumphs, not

La edaemon. I would, I say, establish

a peace with Persia. I would that

Sparta, not Athens, should have that

honour. Hence these flatteries to the

Persian—trivial to us who render

them, sweet and powerful to those

who receive. Remember these words

hereafter, if the Ephors make question

of my discretion. And now, Thra-

Byllus, return to our friends, and

satisfy them as to the conduct of Pau-

sanias."

Quitting Thrasyllus, the Regent now
joined a young Spartan who stood alone

by the prow in a musing attitude.

"Lysander, my friend, my only

friend, my best-loved Lysander,'' said

Pausanias, placing his hand on the

Spartan's shoulder. "And why so

sal ?

"

"How many leagues are we from

Sparta ?
" answered Lysander mourn-

fully.

"And canst thou sigh for the black

broth, my friend ? Come, bow often

hast thou said, ' Where Pausanias is,

there is Sparta! '
"

"Forgive me, I am ungrateful,"

said Lysander with warmth. " My
benefactor, my guardian, my hero, for-

give me if I have added to your own
countless causes of anxiety. Where-
ever you are there is life, and there

glory. When I was just born, sickly

and feeble, I was exposed on Taygetus.

You, then a boy, heard my faint cry,

and took on me that compassion which

my parents had forsworn. You bore

me to your father's roof, you interceded

for my life. You prevailed even on
your stern mother. I was saved ; and
the Gods smiled upon the infant whom
the son of the humane Hercules pro-

tected. I grew up strong and hardy,

and belied the signs of my birth. My
parents then owned me : but still yoa

were my fosterer, my saviour, my
more than father. As I grew up,

placed under your care, I imbibed my
first lessons of war. By your side I

fought, and from your example I won
glory. Yes, Pausanias, even here,

amidst luxuries which revolt me more
than the Parthian bow and the Persian

sword, even amidst the faces of the

st> anger, I still feel tby presence my
hom*', thyself my Sparta."

The proud Pausanias was touched,

and his voice trembled as he replied,

" Brother in arms and in love, what-

ever service fate may have allowed me
to render unto thee, thy high nature

and thy cheering affection have more
than paid me back. Often in our

lonely rambles amidst the dark oaks

of the sacred Scotitas,* or by the way-

ward waters of Tiasa,f when I have
poured into thy faithful breast my im-

patient loathing, my ineffable distaste

for the iron life, the countless and
wearisome tyrannies of custom which

surround the Spartans, often have I

found a consoling refuge in thy divine

contentment, thy cheerful wisdom.

Thou lovest Sparta; why is she not

worthier of thy love ? Allowed ouly

to be half men, in war we are demi-

gods, in peace, slaves. Thou wouldst

interrupt me. Be silent. I am in a
wilful mood ; thou canst not compre-

hend me, and I often marvel at thee.

* Paus. Lac. x.

t lb., o. xviii.
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Still we are friends, such friends as

tbe Dorian discipline, which makes
friendship necessary in order to endure

life, al ne can form. Come, take up
tby staff and mantle. Thou shalt be

my companion ashore. I seek one
whom alone in the world I love better

than thee. To-morrow to stern duties

once more. Alctnan shall row us

across tbe bay, and as we glide along,

if tbou wilt praise Sparta, I will listen

to thee as the Ionians listen to their

tale-tellers. Ho 1 Alcraan, stop the

rowers, and lower the boat."

The orders were obeyel, and a

second boat soon darted towards the

same part of the bay as that to which

the one that bore Gongylus had di-

rected its course. Tbrasyllus and his

companions watched the boat tbat bore

Pausanias and his two comrades, as it

bounded, arrow-like, over the glassy

sea.

"Whither goes Pausanias?" asked

one of the Spurtans.
" Back to ByzuDtium on business,"

replie I Thrasjllus.

"And we?
"

"Are to cruise in the bay till his

return."

"Pausanias is changed."
"Sparta will restore bim to what

be was. Nothing thrives out of Sparta.

Even man spoils."

" True, sleep is the sole <v»nstant

friend, the same in all climate*
-
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CHAPTER IV.

On the shore to the right of the port

of Bizantium were at that time thickly

scattered the villas or suburban re-

treats of tbe wealthier and more luxu-

rious citizens. Byzantium was origi-

nally colonized by the Megaiians, a
Dorian race kindred with that of

Sparta ; and tbe old features of the

pure and antique Hellas were still pre-

served in the dialect,* as well as in the

forms of the descendants of tbe colo-

nists ; in their favourite deities, and
rites, and traditions ; even in the

names of places, transferred from the

sterile Megara to that fertile coast ; in

the rigid and helot like slavery to

which the native Bithynians were sub-

jected, and in the attachment of their

masters to the oligarchic principle of

government. Nor was it till long after

the present date, that d>-niccracy in its

most corrupt and licentious form was
introduced amongst them. But like

all tbe Dorian colonies, when once

they departed from the severe and
masculine mode of life inherited from

their ancesors, the reaction was rapid,

the degeneracy complete Even then

the B\z ntines, intermingled with the

foreign merchants and traders that

throDged their haven, and womanized
by the soft contagion of the East,

were voluptuous, tiiuid, and prone to

every excess save that of valour. The
higher class were exceedL gly wealthy,

and gave to their vices or their plea-

sures a splendour and refinement of

which the elder states of Greece were

* "The Byzantine dialect was in tho
time of Pbilip, as we know from the
decree in Demuothenes, rich in Dorisms."
—Miiller on the Doric Dialect,

as yet unconscious. At a later period,

indeed, we are informed that the

Byzantine citizens had their habitual

residence in tbe public hostels, and let

their houses—not even taking the
trouble to remove their wives—to the

strangers who crowded their gay
capital. And when their general

found it necessary to demand their aid

on the ramparts, he could only secure

their attendance by ordering the

taverns and cookshops to be removed
to the place of duty. Not yet so far

sunk in sloth and debauch, tbe Byzan-
tines were nevertheless hosts eminently

dangerous to the austerer manners of

their Greek visitors. The people, the
women, the delicious wine, the balm
of the subduing climtte served to

teaipt the senses and relax the mind.
Like all the Dorians, when freed from
primitive restraint, the higher class,

that is, the descendants of the colo-

nists, ware in themselves an agreeable,

jovial race. They had that strong

bias to humour, to jest, to satire,

which in their ancestral Megara gave

birth to the Grecian comedy, and
which lurked even beneath the pithy

aphorisms and rude merry-makings of

the severe Spartan.

Such were the people with whom of

late Pausanias had familiarly mixed,
and with w hose manners he contrasted,

far too favourably for his honour and
his peace, the habits of his country-

men.
It was in one of the villas we have

described, the favourite abode of the

rich Diagoras, and in an apartment
counected with those more private

recesses of the house appropriated to
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the females, that two persons were

seated by a window which commanded
a wide view of the glittering sea be-

low. One of these was an old man in

a long robe that reached to his feet,

with a bald head and a beard in which

some dark hairs yet withstood the en-

croachments of the grey. In his well-

cut features and larae eyes weie re-

mains of the beauty that chai act rised

his race; but the mouth was full and
wide, the forehead low though broad,

the cheeks swollen, the chin double,

and the whole form corpulent and un-

wieldy. Si ill there was a jolly, sleek

good humour about the aspect of the

man that prepossi ssed you in his

favour. This personage, who was no

less than Diagoras himself, was re-

clining lazily up >n a kind of narrow

sofa cunningly inlaid with ivory, and
studying new combinations in that

scientific game which Palamedes is said

to have invented at the siege of Tioy.

His companion was of a vtry dif-

ferent appearance. She was a girl

who to the eye of a northern stranger

might have >e med ;<bout eight-en,

though she was probably much youi g r,

of a countenance so remarkable for

intelligence that it was easy to see t>>at

her mind had outgrown her years.

Btautiful she certainly was, jet scarcely

of that beauty from which the Greek

Bculptor wouM have drawn his models.

The features were not strictly regular,

and yet so harmoniously did each blend

with each, that to have amended one

would have spoilt the whole. There

was in the tulness and depth ot the

large but genial eye, with its sweeping

fringe, and straight, sligbtly chiselled

brow, more of Asia than ot Greece.

The lips, of the freshest red, were

Bomewhat full and pouting, and dim-

ples without number lay scatteredn und
them— lurking places for the loves.

Her complexion was clear though dark,

and the purest and most virgin bloom

mantled, now paler now richer, tnrough

the soft surface. At the time we
speak of she was leaning against the

jpen door witb her arms crossed on

tier bosom, and her face turned towards

the Byzantine. Her robe, of a deep

yellow, so trying to the fair women of

the North, became well the globing

colours o r her beauty—the damask
cheek, the purple hair. Like those of

the fonians, the sleeves of the robe,

long and loose, descended to her hands,

which were marvellously small and
delicite. Long earrings, which ter-

minated in a kind of berry, studded
with precious stones, then common
only with the women of the East ; a

broad c dlar, or necklace, of the

smaragdus or emerald ; and large

clasps medallion-iike, where the swan-
like thro it joined the graceful shoulder,

gave to her dress an appearance of

opulence and splendour th it betokened
how much the ladies of Byzintium had
borrow el from the fashions of the

Orient il world. Nothing coi Id exceed

the lightness of her torm, rounded, it

is true, bui slight and girlish, and the

high instep with ihe slender foot, so

well set off by the tmbr 'idered sandal,

would have suited such dances as those

in which the huntress nymphs of Delos

moved around Dana. The natural ex-

pression of ber fa 'e, if countenance so

mobile and changeful had one expres-

sion more predominant than another,

appeared to be irresistibly arch and
joyous, as of one full of youth and
conscious of her b auty

;
yet, if a cloud

came over the face, nothing could

equal the thoughtful and deep sadness

ot the daik abstracted eyrs, as if some
touh of higher and more animated
emotion—such as belongs to pride, or

courage, or intellect—vibrated on the

heart The colour rose, the form di-

lated, the lip quivered, the eye flashed

light, and the mirthful expression

heightened almost into the sublime.

Y'j
t. lovely as Cleonice was deemed at

Byzantium, lovelier still as she would
have appeared in modern eyes, she

failed iu what the Greeks generally,

but especially the Spartans, deem-d an
essential of beauty—in height of

stature. Accustomed to look upon
the virgin but as the future mother of

a race of warriors, the Sp*rtaus saw
beauty only in those proportions which
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promised a robust and stately progeny,

and the reader may remeruler the

well-known story of the opprobrious

reproaches, even, it is said, accom-

panied with stripes, which the Ephors

addressed to a Spartan kiDg for pre-

suming to make choice of a wife below

the ordinary stature. Cleonice was

small and delicate, rather like the Peri

of the Persian than the sturdy grace of

the Dorian. But her beauty was her

least charm. She hadall that femiuine

fascination of manner, wayward, vary-

ing, inexpressible, yet irresistible,

which seizes hold of the imagination as

well as the senses, and which has so

often made willing slaves of the proud

rulers of the world. In fact Cleonice,

the daughter of Diagoras, had enjo5ed

those advantages of womanly educ ition

wholly unknown at that time to the

freeborn ladies of Greece proper, but

which gave to the women of some of

the isles and Ionian cities their cele-

bity in ancient story, fier mother was

of Miletus, fame I for the intellectual

cultivation of the sex, no less than for

their beauty— of Miletus, the birth-

place of Aspasia—of Miletus, from

which those remarkable women who,

under the name of Hetaerae, exercised

afterwards so signal an influence over

the mind and manners of Athens,

chiefly derived their origin, and who

seem to have inspire! an affection,

which in depth, constancy, and fervour,

approached to the more chivalrous

passion of the North? Such an educa-

tion consisted not only in the femii.ine

and household arts honoured univer-

sally throughout Greece, but in a kind

of spontaneous and luxuriant cultiva-

tion of all that captivates the fancy

and enlivens the leisure. If there

were something pedantic in their af-

fectation of phiosopby, it was so

graced and vivified by a brilliancy of

conversation, a charm of manner car-

ried almost to a science, a womanly

facility of softening 'all that comes

within their circle, of suiting yet re-

fining each complexity and discord of

character admitted to their intercourse,

(hat it had at least nothing masculine

or harsh. Wisdom, taken lightly or

easiiy, seemed but another shape of

poetry. The matrons of Athens, who
could often neither read nor write

—

ignorant, vain, tawdry, and not always

faithful, if we may trust to such

scandal as has reached the modern
time—must have seemed insipid be-

side these brilliant strangers ; und
while certainly wanting their power
to retain love, must have had but a

doubtful superiority in the qnalifica-

tionsthat ensure esteem. But we are not

to suppose that the Hetaerae (that mys-

terious and impoitant class peculiar to

a certain stat-? of society, and whoso

appellation we cannot render by any

proper word in modern language)

monopolized all the graces of their

countrywomen. In the same cities

were many of unblemished virtue and
repute, who possessed equal cultivation

and attraction, but whom a more de-

corous iife has concealed from the

equivocal admiration of posterity

;

though the numerous female disciples

of Pythagoras throw some light on

their capacity and intellect. Among
such as these had been the mothi r of

Cleonice, not long since dead, and her

daughter inherited and equalled her

accomplishments, while her virgin

youth, her inborn playfulness of

manner, her pure guiltlessness, which

the secluded habits of the unmarried

women at Ityzautium preserved from

all contagion, gave to qual ties and

gifts so little published abroad, the

effect as it were of a happy and »ou-

drous inspiration rather than of elabo-

rate culture.

Such was the fair creature whom
Diagoras. looking up from his pastime,

thus arklres-ed :

—

"And so, perverse one, thou canst

not love this great hero, a proper

person truly, and a mighty warrior,

who will eat you an army of Persians

at a meal. These Spartan fighting-

cocks want no garlic, I war. ant you.*

* Fighting-cocks were fed with garlic,

to make them more 6erce. The learned

reader will remember how Theorus ad-

vised Dicaeopolis to keep clear of the
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And yet you can't love him, you little

rogue.

"

" Why, my father," said Cleonice,

with an arch smile, and a slight blush,

"even if I did look kindly on Pau-
Banias, would it not be to my own
sorro* ? What Spartan—above all,

what royal Spartan—may marry with a

foreigner, and a Byzantine ?
''

"I did not precisely talk of marriage

—a very Lap^y state, doubtless, to

those who dislike too quiet a life, and

a very honourable one, for war is

honour itself ; but I did not speak of

that, Clecnice. I would only say that

this man of might loves thee—that he

is rich, rich, rich. Pretty pickings at

Platasa ; and we have known losses,

my child, sad losses. And if you do

not love him, why, you can but smile

and talk as if you did, and when the

Spartan goes home, you will lose a

tormentor and gain a dowry."
" My father, for shame I"
'

' Who talks of shame ? You women
are always so sharp at finding oracles

in oak ltaves, that one don't wonder
Apollo makes choice of your sex for

his priests. But listen to me, girl,

seriously, " and here Diagoras with a

great effort raised himself on his elbow,

and lowering his voice, spoke with

evident earnestne-s. " Pausanias has

life and death, and, what is worse,

wealth or poverty in his hands ; he

can raise or ruin us with a nod of his

head, this black-curled Jupiter. They
tell me that he is fierce, irascible,

hau.hty ; and what slighted lover is

not revengeful ? For my sake, Cleonice,

for your poor father's sake, show no
scorn, no repuguauce ; be gentle, play

with him, draw not down the thunder-

bolt, even if you turn from the golden

Bhower.

"

While Diagoras spoke, the girl

listened with downcast eyes and
flushed cheeks, and there was an
expression of such shame and sadness

on her countenance that even the

Byzantine, pausing and looking up for

a reply, was startled by it.

Thracians with garlic in their mouths.

—

See the Acharnians of Aristoph.
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" My child," said he, hesitatingly

and absorbed, "do not misconceive

me. Cursed be the hour when the

Spartan saw thee ; but since the Fates

Lave so served ns, let ns not make bad
worse. I love thee, Cleonice, more
dearly than the apple of my eye ; it is

for thee I fear, for tbee I speak. Alas I

it is not dishonour I recommend, it is

force I would shun."

"Force!" sail the girl, drawing

up her form with sudden animation.
" Fear not that. It is not Pausanias

I dread, it is
"

"What then? "

" No matter ; talk of this no more.

Shall I sing to thee ?"
" But Pausanias will visit us this

very night."
" I know it. Hark !

" and with her

finger to her lip, her ear bent down-
ward, her cheek varying from pale to

red, from red to pale, the maiden stole

beyond the window to a kind of plat-

form or terrace that overhung the sea.

There, the faint breeze stirring her

long hair, and the moonlight full upon
her face, she stood, as stood that im-

mortal priestess who looked along the

starry Hellespont for the young
Leander ; and her ear had not deceived

her. The oars were dashing in the

waves below, and dark and rapid the

boat bounded on towards the rrcky

shore. She gazed long and steadfastly

on the dim and shadowy forms which
that slender raft contained, and her

eye detected amongst the three the

loftier form of her haughty wooer.

Presently the thick foliage that clotbed

the descent shut the boat, nearing the

strand, from her view ; but she now
heard below, mellowed and softened in

the still and fragrant air, the sound of

the cithara and the melodious song of

the Mothon, thus imperfectly rendered

from the language of immortal melody.

SONG.

Carry a sword in the myrtle bough,
Ye who would honour the tyrant-slayer

}

I, in the leaves of the myrtle bough,
Carry a tyrant to alay myself
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I plnck'd the 'branch -with a hasty hand,
But Love was lurking amidst the leaves

;

His bow is bent and his shaft is poised,

And I must parish or pass the bough.

Maiden, I come with a gift to thee,

M iden, I come with a myrtle wreath

;

Over thy forehead, or round thy breast

Bind, I implore thee, my myrtle wreath. •

From hand to hand by the banquet lights

On with the myrtle bough passes song

:

From hand to hand by the silent stars

What with the myrtle wreath passes?
Love.

I bear the god in a myrtle wreath,
Under the stars let him pass to thee ;

Empty his quiver and bind his wings,
Then pass the myrtle wreath back to me.

Cleonice listened breathlessly to the

words, and sighed heavily as thry

ceased. Then, as tbe foliage rustled

below, she turned quicklv int© the

chamber and seated herself at a little

distance from Diagoras ; to all appear

-

ar ce calm, indifferent, and composed.

Was it nature, or the arts of Miletus,

that taught the young btauty the

hereditary artifices of the sex?
" So it is he, "hen ?

" said Diagoras,

with a fidgety and nervous trepidation.

"Well, he chooses strange hours to

visit us. But he is right ; his visits

cannot be too private. Cleonice, you
look piovokingly at your ease."

Cleonice raa'te no replv, but shifted

her pi sition so that the light from the

lamp did not fall upon her face, while

her father, hurrying to the threshold

of his hall to receive his illustrious

visitor, soon re appeared with the

Spar'an Regent, talking as he en'eied
with the volubility of one of the
parasites of Alciphron and Athenseus.

" This is most kind, ruo-t affable.

Cleonice said you would come. Pau-
sanias, though 1 began to distrust you.

The hour's seem long to those who
expect pleasure."

"And, Cleonice, you knew that I

houldcome/'said Pausanias, approach-

• Garlands were twined re unci the neck,

or plated upon the bosom (urctuft'u&tt).

Bee the quotations frt m AIcsbus, bappno,
and Anacreon in Athenaeus, book nil
C 17.

ing the fair Byzantine ; hat his step

was timid, and there was no pride now
in his anxious eye and bemled brow.

"You said you would come to-

night," said Cleonice, calmly, "and
Spartans, according to proverbs, speak
the truth."

" When it is to their advantage,

yes,"* said Pausanias, with a slight

curl of his lips ; and, as if the girl's

compliment to his countrymen had
roused his spleen and changed his

thoughts, he seated himself moodily
by Cleonice, and remained silent.

The Byzantii e stole an arch glance

at the Spattan, as he thus sat, from
the corner of her eyes, and said, after

a pause —
" You Spartans ought to speak the

truth more than other people, for you
say much less. We too have our pro-

verb at Byzantium, and ono which
implies that it requires some wit to

tell firis."

"Child, child !" exclaimed Dia-

goras, holding up his hand reprovingly,

and directing a terrified look at the
Spart.n. To his great relief, Pausa-
nias smiled, and replied

—

" Fair maiden, we Dorians are said

to have a wit peculiar to ourselves,

bu^ I coufess that it is of a nature that

is but little attractive to your sex.

The Athenians are blander wooers."
" Do you ever attempt to woo in

Lacedaetnoo, then! Ah, but the

maidens there, perhaps, are not diffi-

cult to please."
" The girl puts me in a cold sweat 1"

muttered Diag"ras, wiping his brow.
And tins time Pausanias did not smile;
he coloured, and answered giavely

—

"And is it, then a vain hope for a
Spartan to please a Byzantine V
"You puzzle me. That is an

enigma
;
put it to the oracle."

The Spartan raised his eyes towards
Cleonice, and, as she saw the inquiring,

• So said Thucydides of the S t artans,
many years afterw irds. "They give
evidence of honour among themselves,
but with respect to others, they consider
honourable whatever pleases them, and
just whttever is to their advantage."

—

See Thuoyd. lib, v.
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perplexed look that his features as-

sumed, the ruby lips broke into 80

wicked a smile, and the eyes that mot
his had so much laughter in them,
that Pausanias was fairly bewitched
out of his own displeasure.

"Ah, cruel one !" said he, lowering

his voice, " I am not so proud of b-ing

Spartan that the thought should console

me for thy mockery."
" Not proud of being Spartan ! say

not so," exclaimed Cleonice. "Who
ever speaks of Greece and places not

Sparta at ber be id ? Who ever speaks

of freedom and forgets Thermopylae ?

Who ever burns for glory, and sighs

not for the fame of Pausanias and
Plataea ? Ah, yes, even in jest say not

that you are not proud to be a
Spartan !''

" The little fool !
" cried Diagoras,

chuckling, and mightily delighted

;

" she is quite mad about Sparta—no
wonder!"

Pausanias, surprised and moved by
the burst of the fair Byzantine, gazed

at her admiringly, and thought within

himself how harshly the same senti-

ment would have sounded on the lips

of a tall Spartan virgin ; but when
Cleonice heard the approving interlo-

cution of Diagoras, her enthu-iasm

vanished from her face, and putting

out her lips poutingly, she said, " Nay,

father, I repeat only what others say

of the Spartans. They are admirable

heroes ; but from the little I have
eeen, they are

"

"What?" said Pausanias eagerly,

and leaning nearer to Cleonice.
" Proud, dictatorial, and stein as

companions."
Pausanias once more drew back.
" There it is aL'ain I" groaned Dia-

goras. " I feel exactly as if I were
playing at odd and even with a lion

;

she does it to vex me. I shall retaliate

and creep away.

"

"Cleonice," said Pausanias, with
suppressed emotion, " you trifle with
me, and I bear it.

"

"You are condescending. How
would you avenge yourself?"

"How!"

"Ton would not beat me; you
would not make me bear an anchor on
the shoulders, as they say you do your
soldiers. Shame on you I you bear
with me ! true, what help for you ?"

" Maiden," said the Spartan, rising

in great anger, " for him who loves

and is slighted there is a revenge you
have not mentioned."
" For him who loves / No, Spartan ;

for him who shuns disgrace and courts

the fame dear to gods and men, there

is no revenge upon women. Blush for

your threat."

"You madden, but subdue me,**

said the Spartan as he turned away.
He then first perceived that Diagoras

had gone—that they were alone. His
contempt for the father awoke suspicion

of the daughter. Again he approached
and said, "Cleonice, I know but little

of the fables of poets, yet is it an old

maxim often sung and ever belied,

that love scorned becomes hate. There
are moments when I think I hate thee."

"And yet thou hast never loved

me," said Cleonice ; and there was
something soft and tender in the tone

of her voice, and the rough Spartan
was again subdued.

" I never loved thee I What, then,

is love t Is not thine image always
before me ? —amidst schemes, amidst
perils of which thy very dreams have
never presented equal perplexity or

phantoms so uncertain, I am occupied
but with thee. Surely, as upon the

hyacinth is written the exclamation of

woe, so on this heart is graven thy
name. Cleonice, you who know not
what it is to love, you affect to deny
or to question mine."
"And what," said Cleonice, blush-

ing deeply, and with tears in her eyes,

"what result can come from such a
love ? You may not wed with the
stronger. And yet, Pausanias, yet

you know that all other love dishonours

the virgin even of Byzantium. You
are silent ; you turn away. Ah, do
not let them wrong you. My father

fears your power. If you love me you
are powerless

; your power has passed

to me. Is it not so t I, a weak girl,
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can rule, command, irritate, mock
you, if I will. You may fly me, but

not control.

"

" Do not tempt me too far, Cleo-

nice," said the Spartan, with a faint

smile.
'

' Nay, I will be merciful henceforth,

and you, Paus»nias, erne here no

mo 1

e. Awake to the true sense of

what is due to your divine ancestry

—

your great name. Is it not told of

you that, after the fall of Mardonius,

you nobly dismissed to her countrv,

unsctrhed and honoured, the captive

Coan lady ?* Will you reverse at

Byzantium the fame acquired at

PJataga ? Pausanias, spare us ; appeal

not to my father's tear, still less to his

love of gold.''

"I cannot, I cannot fly thee," said

the Spartan, with great emotion.
'' You know not how stormy, how
inexorable are the passions which burst

forth after a whole youth of restraint.

When natme breaks the barrier*, she

rushes headlong on ber course. I am
no gentle wooer ; where in Sparta

should I learn the art ? But, if I love

thee not as these mincing Ionians, who
come with offerings of dowers and song,

I do love thee with all that fervour of

whioh the old Dorian legends tell. I

could brave, like the Tnracian, the

dark gates of Hades, were thy embrace

my reward. Command me as thou

wilt—make me thy slave in all things,

even as Hercules was to Omphale
;

but tell me only that I may win thy

love at last. Fear not. Why fear

me ? in my wildest moments a look

from thee cau control me. I ask but

love for love. Without thy love thy

beauty were valueless. Bid me not

despair."

Cleonice turned pale, and the larse

tears that had gathered in her eyes fell

slowly down her cheeks ; but she did

not withdraw her hand from his clasp,

or avert her countenance from his

eyes.

"I do not fear thee," said she, in a

very low voice. ** I told my father so
;

• Herod, ix.

but—but—" (and here she drew back
her hand and averted her face), "I
fear myself."

"Ah, no, no," cried the delighted

Spartan, detaining her, "do not fear

to t'Ust to thine own heart. Talk not

of dishonour. There are " (and here

the Spirtan drew himself up, and his

V'ice took a deeper swell)—"there aro

those on earth who hold themselves

above the miserable judgments of the

vulgar herd—who can emancipate

themselves from those galling chains

of custom and of country which,

belotize affection, genius, nature her-

self. What is dishonour here may be

giory elsewhere ; and this hand, out-

stretche I towards a mightier sceptre

than Greek ever wielded yet, may dis-

pense, not shame and sorrow, but jdory

and golden affluence to those I love."
" You amaze me, Pausanias. Now

I fear you. What mean these mysteri-

ous boasts ? Have you the dark
ambition to restore in your own person

that race of tyrants whom your country

hath helped to sweep away ? Can you
hope to chanee the laws of Spar'a,

and reign there, your will the state ?
"

" Cleonice, we touch upon matters

that should not disturb the ears of

women. Forgive me if I have been
roused from myself."

"At Miletus—so have I heard my
mother say—there were women worthy
to be the confidants of men."

" But they were women who loved.

Cleonice, I should rejoice in an hour
when I might pour every thought into

thy bosom."

At this moment there was heard on
the strand below a single note from the

Mothon's instrument, low, but pro-

longed ; it ceased, and was again

renew( d. The royal conspirator started

and breathed hard.

"It is the signal," he muttered;
"they wait me. Cleonice," be said

aloud, and with much earnestness in

his voice, "I had hoped, ere we
parted, to have drawn from your lips

those assurances which would give me
energy for the present and hope in the

future. Ah, turn not from me because
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ay speech is plain and my manner
tigged. What, Cleonice, what if I

ould defy the laws of Sparta ; what
f, instead of that gloomy soil, I could

)ear thee to lands where heaven and
nan alike smile benignant on love ?

Uight I not hope then ?
"

" Do nothing to sully your fame."
" Is it, then, dear to thee? "

" It is a part of thee," said Cleonice

ialteringly ; and, as if shi had said too

much, she covered her face with her

hands.

Emboldened by this emotion, the

Spartan gave way to his passion and
his joy. He clasped her in his arms

—

his first embrace—and kis-ed, with

wild fervour, the crimsoned forehead,

the veiling hands. Then, as he t'>re

himself away, he cast his right arm
aloft.

"0 Hercules! " he cried, in solemn
and kindling adjuration, "my ancestor

and my divine guardian, it was not by
confining thy labours to one spot of

earth that thou wert borne from thy

throne of fire to the seats of the Gods.

Like thee I will spread the influence

of my arms to the nations whose glory

shall be my name ; and as thy sons,

my fathers, expelled from Sparta,

returned thither with sword and spear

to defeat usurpers and to found the

long dynasty of the Heracleids, even so

may it be mine to visit that dread

abode of torturers and spies, and to

build up in the halls of the Atridse a

power worthier of the lineage of the

demigod. Again the signal ! Fear
not, Cleonice, I will not tarnish my

fame, but I will exchange the envy of

abhorring rivals for the obedience

of a world. One kiss more ! Fare-

well !

"

Ere Cleonice recovered herself, Pau-

sama," was gone, his wild and uncom-
prehended boasts still ringing in her

ear. She sighed heavily, and turned
towards the opening that admitted to

the terraces. Theie she stood watching

for the parting of her lover's boat. It

was midnight ; the air, laden with the

perfumes of a thousand fragrant shrubs

and (lowers that bloom along that coast

in the rich luxuriance of nature, was
hushed and br<a'hless. In its stillness

every sound was audible, the mstling

of a leaf, the ripple of a wave. She
heard the murmur of whispered voices

below, and in a few moments she

recognised, emerging from the foliage,

the form of Pausanias ; but he was not

alone. Who were his companions ?

In the deep lustre of that shining and
splendid atmosphere she could see

sutfi -ient of the outline of their figures

to observe that they were not dressed

in the Grecian garb ; their long robes

betrayed the Persian.

They seemed conversing familiarly

and eagerly as they passed along the

smooth sands, till a curve in the

wooded shore hid them from her

view.

"Why do I love him so," said the

girl mechanic all v, "and yet wrestle

against that love ? Dark forebodings

tell me that Aphrodite smiles not on
our vows. Woe is me 1 Whai will be
the end ?

"
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CHAPTER V.

On quitting Cleonice, Pausanias

hastily traversed the long passage that

communicated with a square peristyle

or colonnade, which again led, on the

one hand, to the more public parts of

the villa, and, on the other, through a
small door left ajar, conducted by a
back entrance to the garden and the

sea-shore. Pursuing the latter path,

the Spartan bounded down the descent

and came upon an opening in the

foliage, in which Lysander was seated

beside the boat that bad been drawn
partially on the strand.

'
' Alone ? Where is Alcman ?

"

'
' Yonder

;
you heard his signal f

"

"I beard it."
" Pausanias, they who seek you are

Persians. Beware !

"

" Of what? murder ? I am warned."
" Murder to your good name. There

are no arms against appearances."
" But I may trust thee ? ' said the

Regent, quickly, "and of Alcman's
faith I am convinced."

'

' Why trust to any man what it

were wisdom to reveal to the whole

Grecian i_ ouncil ? To parley secretly

with the foe is half a treason to our

friemls."
" Lysander," replied Pausanias,

coldly, "you have much to learn

before you can be wholly Spartan.

Tarry here yet awhile.

"

" What shall I do with this boy ?

"

muttered the conspirator as he strode

on. "I know that he will not betray

ine, yet can I hope for his aid ? I

love him so well that I would fain he

shared my fortunes. Perhaps by little

and little I may lead him on. Mean-
while, his race anl his name are so

well accredited in Sparta, his father

himself an Ephor, that his presence

allays suspicion. Well, here are my
Persians."

A little apart from the Mothon,
who, resting his citbara on a fragment

of rock, appeared to be absorbed ia

reflection, stood the men of the East.

There were two of them ; one of tall

stature and noble presence, in the

prime of life ; the other more advanced

in years, of a coarser make, a yet

darker complexion, and of a sullen and
gloomy countenance. They were not

dressed alike ; the taller, a Persian of

pure blood, wore a short tuuie that

reached only to the knees : and the

dress fitted to his shape without a
single fold. On his round cap or

bonnet glittered a string of those rare

pearls, especially and immemorialiy

prized in the East, which formed the

favourite and characteristic ornament
of the illustrious tribe of the Pasar-

gadse. The other, who was a Mede,
differed scarcely in his dress from
Pausanias himself, except that he was
profusely covered with ornaments ; his

arms were decorated with bracelets, he

wore earrings, and a broad collar of

unpolished stones in a kind of filagree

was suspended from his throat. Behind
the Orientals stood Gongylus, leaning

both hands on his staff, and watching

the approach of Pausanias with the

same icy smile and glittering eye with

which he listened to the passionate in-

vectives or flattered the dark ambition

of the Spartan. The Orientals saluted

Pausanias with a lofty gravity, and
Gongvlus drawing near, said: "Son
of Oleoinbrotus, the illustrious Aria-

manes, kinsman to Xerxes, and of the

House of the Achsuuienids, is so far
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versed in the Grecian tongne that I

need not proffer my offices as inter-

preter. In Datis, the Mede, brother

to the most renowned of the Magi,

you behold a warrior worthy to assist

the arms even of Pausanias."
" I greet ye in our Spartan phrase,

'The beautiful to the good,'" said

Pausanias, regarding the Barbarians

with an earnest gaze. " And I re-

quested Gongylus to lead ye hither in

order th rt " I might confer with ye

more at ea* than in the confinement

to which I i< - et ye are still sentenced.

Not in prisons .-•: mid be held the con-

versations of brave men.
'

"I know," said Ariamanes (the

statelier of the Barbarians), in the

Greek tongue, which he spoke intel-

ligibly indeed, but with slowness and
hesitation, "I know that I am with

that hero who refused to dishonour the

corpse of Mardonius, and even though

a captive I converse without shame
with my victor."

'
' Rested it with me alone, your

captivity should cease," replied Pausa-

nias. " War, that has made me ac-

quainted with the valour of the Per-

sians, has also enlightened me as to

their character. Your king has ever

been humane to such of the Greeks as

have sought a refuge near his throne.

I would but imitate his clemency."

"Had the great Darius less esteemed

the Greeks he would never have in-

vaded Greece. From the wanderers

whom misfortune drove to his realms,

he learned to wonder at the arts, the

genius, the energies of the people of

tHellas. He desired less to win their

erritories than to gain such subjects.

Too vast, alas, was the work he be-

queathed to Xerxes."
" He should not have trusted to

force alone," returned Pausanias.
" Greece may be won, but by the arts

of her sons, not by the arms of the

Btranger. A Greek only can subdue
Greece. By such profound knowledge
of the factions, the interests, the

envies and the jealousies of each state

as a Greek alone can possess, the

mistaken chain that binds them might

be easily severed ; some bought, some
intimidated, and the few that hold out

subdued amidst the apathy of the

rest."

"You speak wisely, right hand of

Hellas," answered the Persian, who
bad listened to these remarks with

deep attention. " Yet had we in our

armies your countryman, the brave

Demaratus."
"But, if I have heard rightly, ye

too often disd tined his counsel. Had
he been listened to there bad been

neither a Salamis nor a Plataea.* Yet
Demaratus himself had been too long a
sti anger to Greece, and he knew little

of any state save that of Sparta.

Lives lie still ?"
" Surely yes, in honour and renown

;

little less than the son of Darius him-
self."

"And what reward would Xerxes

bestow on one of greater influence

than Demaratus ; on one who has

hitherto conquered every foe, and now
beholds before him the conquest of

Greece herself ?
"

"If such a man were found," an-

swered the Persian, '
' let his thought

run loose, let his imagination rove, let

him seek only how to find a fitting

estimate of the gratitude of the king

and the vastness of the service."

Puusunias shaded his brow with his

hand, and mused a few moments;
then lifting his eyes to the Persian's

watchful but composed countenance,

he said, with a slight smile

—

* After the action at Thermopylse, De-
maratus advised Xerxes to send three
hundred vessels to the Laconian coast,

and seize the island of Cythera, which
commanded Sparta. "The profound ex-
perience of Demaratus in the selfish and
exclusive policy of his countrymen made
him argue that if this were done the fear

of Sparta for herself would prevent her
joining the foices of the rest of Greece,
and leave the latter a more easy prey to

the invader."— Athens, its Rise and Fall.

This advice was overruled by Achaemenes.
So again, had the advice of Artemisia, the
Carian princess, been taken—to delay the
naval engagement of Salamis, and rather
to sail to the Peloponnesus—the Greeks,
failing of provisions, and divided among
themselves, would probably have di»
persed.
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" Hard is it, Persian, when the

choice is actually before him, for a
man to renounce his country. There
have been hours within this very day
when my desires swept afar from
Sparta, from all Hellas, and rested on
the tranquil pomp of Oriental Satrapies.

But now, rude and stern parent though
Sparta be to me, I feel still that I am
her son ; and, while we speak, a throne

in stormy Hellas seems the fitting

object of a Greek's ambition. In a
word, then, I would rise, and yet

raise my country. I would have at my
will a force that may suffice to over-

throw in Sparta its grim and unnatural
laws, to found amidst its rocks that

single throne which the son of a demi-
god thould ascend. From that throne
I would spread my empire over the

whole of Greece, Corinth and Athens
being my tributaries. So that, though
men now, and posterity hereafter, may
say, ' Pausanias overthrew the Spartan
government,' they shall add, 'but
Pausanias annexed to the Spartan
sceptre the realm of Greece. Pausa-
nias was a tyiant, but not a traitor.'

How, Persian, can these designs

accord with the policy of the Persian

king?"
" Not without the authority of my

master can I answer thee," replied

Aviamanes, " so that my answer may
be as the king's signet to his decree.

But so much at least I say : that it is

not the custom of the Persians to inter-

fere with the institutions of those states

with which they are connected. Thou
desirest to make a monarchy of Greece,

with Sparta for its head. Be it so
;

the king my master will aid thee so to

scheme and so to reign, provided thou
dost but concede to him a vase of the
water from thy fountains, a fragment
of earth from thy gardens."

"In other words," said Pausanias
thoughtfully, but with a slight colour

on his brow, " if I hold my dominions
tributary to the king? "

" The dominions that by the king's

aid thou wilt have conquered. Is that

a hard law?"
" To a Greek and a Spartan the very

mimicry of allegiance to the foreigner

is hard."

The Persian smiled. "Yet, if I

understand thee aright, Chief, even
kings in Sparta are but subjects to

their people. Slave to a crowd at

home; or tributary to a throne abroad ;

slave every hour, or tributary for earth

and water once a year, which is the
freer lot ?"

"Thou canst not understand our

Grecian notions," replied Pausanias,

"nor have I leisure to explain them.
But though I may subdue Sparta to

myself as to its native sovereign, I will

not, even by a type, subdue the land

of the Heracleid to the Barbarian."

Ariamanes looked grave ; the diffi-

culty raised was serious. And here

the craft of Gongylus interposed.
" This may be adjusted, Ariamanes,

as befits both parties. Let Pausa-
nias rule in Sparta as he lists, and,

Sparta stand free of tribute. But for

all other states and cities that Pausa-

nias, aided by the great king,- shall

conquer, let the vase be filled, and the

earth be Grecian. Let him but render

tribute for those lands which the Per-

sians submit to his sceptre. So shall

the pride of the Spartan be appeased,

and the claims of the king be satis-

fied."
" Shall it be so I " said Pausanias.
" Instruct me so to propose to my

master, and I will do my best to con-

tent him with the exception to the

wonted rights of the Persian diadem.

And then," continued Ariamanes,
"then, Pausanias, Conqueror of Alar-

donius, Captain at Plataea, thou art

indeed a man with whum the lord of

Asia may treat as an equal. Greeks
before thee have offered to render

Greece to the king my master; but

they were exiles and fugitives, they

had nothing to risk or lose ; thou hast

fame, .md command, and power, and
riches, and all

"

"But for a throne," interrupted

Gongylus.
" It does not matter what may bo

my motives," returned the Spartan

gloomily, " and were I to tell them,
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yon might not comprehend. But so

much by way of explauation. You
too have held command ?

"

" I have."

"If you knew that, when power
became to you so sweet that it was as

necessary to life itself as foo 1 and
drink, it would then be snatched from
you for ever, and you would serve as a

soldier in the very ranks you had com-
manded as a leader ; if you knew that

no matter what your services, jour
superiority, your desires, this shameful
fall was inexorably doomed, might you
not see humiliation in power itself,

obscurity in renown, gloom in the pre-

sent, despair in the future ? And
would it not seem to you nobler even

to desert the camp than to sink into a
subaltern ?

"

'

' Such a prospect has in our country

made out of good subjects fierce

rebels," observed the Persian.
" Ay, ay, I doubt it not," said Pau-

sanias, laughing bitterly. " Well,

then, such will be my lot, if I pluck

not out a fairer one from the Fatal

Urn. As Regent of Sparta, while my
nephew is bear i less, I am general of

her armies, and I have the sway and
functions of her king. When he ar-

rives at the customary age, I am a
subject, a citizen, a nothing, a miser-

able fool oi memories gDawing my
heart away amidst joyless customs and
stem austerities, with the recollection

of the glories of Plateea and the delights

of Byzantium. Persian, I am filled

from the crown to the sole with the

desire of power, with the tastes of

pleasure. I have that within me
which before my time has made heroes

and traitors, raised demigods to

Heaven, or chained the lofty Titans

to the rocks of Hades. Something I

may yet be ; I know not what. But
as the man never returns to the boy,

so never, never, never once more,

can I be again the Spartan subject.

Enough ; such as I am, I can fulfil

what I ha«e said to thee. Will thy

king accept me as his ally, and ratify

the terms I have proposed ?

"

•' I feel well-nigh assured of it,"

answered the Persian ;
" for since thou

hast spoken thus boldiy, I will answer
thee in the same strain. Know, then,

that we of the pure race of Persia, we
the sons of those who overthrew the

Mede, and extended the race of the
mountain tribe, from the Scythian to

the Arab, from Egypt to Ind, we at
least feel that no sacrifice were too

great to redeem the disgrace we have
suffered at the hands of thy country-
men ; and the world itself were too

small an empire, too confined a breath-
ing-place for the son of Darius, if this

nook of earth were still left without the
pale of his dominion.

'

;

''This nook of earth? Ay, but
Sparta itself must own no lord but me."

" It is agreed."

"If I release thee, wilt thou bear
these offers to the king, travelling day
and night till thou restest at the foot

of his throne ?
"

" I should carry tidings too grateful

to suffer me to loiter by the road."
" And Datis, he comprehends us not

;

but his eyes glitter fiercely on me. It

is easy to see that thy comrade loves

not the Greek."
'

' For that reason he will aid us well.

Though but a Mede, and not admirted
to the privileges of the Pasarga'iaj, his

relationship to the most powerful and
learned of our Magi, and his own
services in war, have won him such
influence with both priests and
soldiers, that I would fain have him as

my companion. I will answer for his

fidelity to our joint object."
" Enough

;
ye are both free.

Gongylus, you will now conduct our
friends to the place where the steeds

await them. You will then privately

return to the citadel, and give to their

pretended escape the probable appear-
ances we devised. Be quick, while it

is yet night. One word more. Per-

sian, our success depends upon thy
speed. It ie while the Greeks are yet

at Byzantium
;
while I yet am in com-

mand, that we should strike the blow.

If the king consent, through Gongylus
thou wilt have meant to advise me.
A Persian army must march at once to
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the Phrygian confines, instructed to

yield command to me when the hour

comes to assume it. Delay not that

aid by such vast and profitless recruits

as swelled the pomp, but embarrassed

the arms, of Xerxes. Armies too

large rot by their own unwieldiness

into decay. A band of 50,000, com-
posed solely of the Medes and Persians,

will more than suffice. With such an
army, if my command be undisputed,

I will win a second Platsea, but against

the Greek."
" Your suggestions shall be law.

May Ormuzd favour the bold !"

"Away, Gongylus. You know the

rest."

Pausanias followed with thoughtful

eyes the receding forms of Gongylus
and the Barbarians. '

' I have passed

for ever," he muttered, "the pillars of

Hercules. I must go on or perish. If

I fall, I die execrated and abhorred
;

if I succeed, the sound of the choral

flutes will drown the hootings. Be it

as it may, I do not and will not repent.

If the wolf gnaw my entrails, none
shall hear me groan." He turned and
met the eyes of Alcman, fixed on him
bo intently, so exultingly, thnt, wonder-

ing at their strange expression, he dtew
back and said haughtily, "You imi-

tate Medusa, but I am stone al-

ready."
" Nay," said the Moth on, in a voice

of great humility, "if you are of

stone, it is like the divine one which,

when borne before armies, secures

their victory. Blame me not that I

gazed on you with triumph and hope.

For, while you conferred with the

Persian, methought the murmurs that

reached my ear sounded thus :
' When

Pausanias shall rise, Sparta shall bend
low, and the Helot shall break his

chains.'

"

"They do not hate me, these

Helots ?"

"You are the only Spartan they
love."

" Were my life in daDger from the

Ephors "

u The Helots would rise to a man."
'

' Did I plant my standard on

Taygetus, though all Sparta encac ped
against it

"

" All the slaves would cut their way
to thy side. Pausanias, think how
much nobler it were to reign over tens

of thousands who become freemen at

thy word, than to be but the equal of

10,000 tyrants."

"The Helots fight well, when well

led," said Pausanias, as if to himself.

"Launch the boat."

"Pardon me, Pausanias, but is it

prudent any longer to trust Lysander ?

He is the pattern of the Spartan youth,

and Sparta is his mistress. He loves

her too well not to blab to her every

secret."

"O Sparta, Sparta, wilt thou not

leave me one friend ? " exclaimed

Pausanias. "No, Alcman, I will not

separate myself from Lysander, till I

despair of his alliance. To your oars !

be quick."

At the sound of the Motbon's tread

upon the pebbles, Lysander, who had
hitherto remained motionless, reclining

by the boat, rose and advanced towards
Pausanias. There was in his coun-

tenance, as the moon shining on it cast

over his statue-like features a pale and
marble hue, so much of anxiety, of

affection, of fear, so much of the

evident, unmistakable solicitude of

friendship, that Pausanias, who, like

most men, envied and unloved, was
susceptible even of the semblance of

attachment, muttered to himself, " No,
thou wilt not desert me, nor I thee."

"My friend, my Pausanias," said

Lysander, as he approached, " I have

had fears—I have seen omens. Under-
take nothing, I beseech thee, which
thou hast meditated this night."

"And what hast thou seen ?" said

Pausanias, with a slight change of

countenance.
" I was praying the Gods for thee

and Sparta, when a star shot suddenly

from the heavens. Pausanias, this is

the eighth year, the year in wHch on

moonless nights the Ephors watch the

heavens."
" And if a star fall they judge their

kings," interrupted Pausanias (with a
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curl of his baughty lip), "to have

offeuded the Gods, and suspend them
from their office till acquitted by an

oracle at Delphi, or a priest at Olympia.

A wiae superstition. But, Lysander,

the night is not moonlesa, and the

omen is therefore nought.

"

L) sander shook his head mourufully,

and followed his chieftain to the boat,

in gloomy silence.

i E* i 8 "«4
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CHAPTER L

I noon the next day, not only the

vessels in the harbour presented the

Bame appearance of inactivity and
desertion which had characterized the

preceding evening, but the camp itself

seemed forsaken. Pausaoias had
quitted his ship for the citadel, in

winch he took up his lodgmeut when
on shore : and most of the officers and
Bailors of the squadron were dispersed

aniniig the taverns and wine-shops, for

which, even at that day, Byzantium
was celebrated.

It was in one of the lowest and most
popul ir of these latter resorts, and in

a large and rude chamber, or rather

outtiouse, separated from the rest of

the building, that a number of the

Laconian Helots were assembled. Some
of these were employed as sailors,

others were the military attendants on
the Regent and the Spartans who
accompanied him.

At the time we speak of, these

unhappy beings were in the full excite-

ment of that wild and melancholy

gaiety which is almost peculiar to

slaves in their hours of recreation, and
in which reaction of wretchedness

modern writers have discoveied the

indulgence of a native humour. Some
of them were drinking deep, wrangling,

jesting, laughing in loud discord over

their cups. At another table rose the

deej> voice of a singer, chanting one of

those antique airs known but to these

degraded sons of the Homeric Achaean,

anu probably in its origin going beyond

the date of the Tale of Troy ; a song of

gross and rustic buffoonery, but ever

and anon charged with some image

or thought worthy of that language of

the universal Muses. His companions

listened with a rude delight to the
rough voice and homely sounds, and
now and then interrupted the wassailers

at the other taoles by cries for silence,

which none regarJed. Here and there,

with intense and fierce anxiety on their

faces, small groups were playing at
dice ; for gambling is the passion of

slaves. And many of these men, to

whom wealth could bring no comfort,

had secretly amassed large hoards at

the plunder of Plataea, from which they
had sold to the traders of JSgina gold
at the price of brass. The appearance
of the rioters was startling and melan-
choly. They were mostly stunted and
undersized, as are generally the progeny
of the sons of woe ; lean and gaunt
with early hardship, the spine of the
back curved and bowed by habitual

degradation ; but with the hard-knit

sinews and prominent muscles which
are produced by labour and the moun-
tain air ; and under shaggy and lower-

ing brows sparkled many a fierce,

perfidious, and malignant eye; while

as mirth, or gaming, or song, aroused

smiles in the various groups, the rude
features spoke of passions easily re-

leased from the sullen bondage of

servitude, and revealed the nature of

the animals which thraldom had failed

to tame. Here and there, however,

were to be seen forms, unlike the rest,

of stately stature, of fair proportions,

wearing the divine lineaments of

Grecian beauty. From some of these

a higher nature spoke out, not in

mirth, that last mockery of supreme
woe, but in an expression of stern,

grave, and disdainful melancholy
;

others, on the contrary, surpassed the

rest in vehemence, clamour, and
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exuberant extravagance of emotion,

as if their nobler physical development

only served to entitle them to that base

superiority. For health and vigour

can make an aristocracy even among
Helots. The garments of these merry-

makers increased the peculiar effect of

their general appearance. The Helots

in military excursions naturally relin-

quished the rough sheep-skin dress

that characterized their countrymen at

home, the serfs of the soil. The sailers

had thrown off, for coolness, the

leathern jerkins they habitually wore,

and, with their bare arms and breasts,

looked as if of a race that yet shivered,

primitive and unredeemed, on the out-

skiits of civilization.

Strangely contrasted with their

rougher comrades were those who,

placed occasionally about the person

of the Regent, were indulged with the

loose and clean robes of gay colours

worn by the Asiatic slaves ; and these

ever and anon glanced at their finery

with an air of conscious triumph.

Altogeiher, it was a sight that might

well have appalled, by its solemn

lessons of human change, the poet who
would have beheld in that embruted

flock the descendants of the race over

whom Pelops and Atreus, and Mene-

laus, and Agamemnon the king of men,

had held their antique sway, and might

still more have saddened the philoso-

pher who believed, as Menander has

nobly written, " That Nature knows no

slaves."

Suddenly, in the midst of the con-

fused and uproarious hubbub, the door

opened, and Alcman the Mothon en-

tered the chamber. At this sight the

clamour ceated in an instant. The
paity rose, as by a general impulse,

and crowded round the new-comer.
" iViy friends," said he, regarding

them with the same calm and frigid in-

difference which usually characterized

his demeanour, "you do well to make
merry while you may, for somethiig

tells me it will not last long. We shall

return to Lacedsemon. You look black.

So, then, is there no delight in the

thought of home ?

"

" Hoine! " muttered one of the

Helots, and the word, sounding
drearily on his lips, was echoed by

many, so that it circled like a groan.
" Yet ye have your children as

much as if ye were free," said Alcman.
" Aud for that reason it pains us to

see them play, unaware of the future,"

said a Helot of better mien than his

comrades.

"But do you know," return ed the

Mothon, gazing on the last speaker

Bteadily, "that for your children

there may not be a future fairer than
that which your fathers knew ?

"

" Tush !
" exclaimed erne of the un-

happy men, old before his time, and of

an aspect singul arly sullen and fero-

cious. ' Such have been your half-

hints and mystic prophecies for ye^rs.

What good comes of tbem ? Was
there ever an oracle for Helots ?

"

" There was no repute io the oracles

even of Apollo," returned Alcman,
"till the Apollo-serving Dorians became
conquerors. Oracles are the children

of victories."

". But there are no victories for us,"

said the first speaker, mournlully.

"Never, if ye despair," said the

Mothon loftily. "What," he added
alter a pause, looking round at the

crowd, " what, do ye not see that hope
dawned upon us from the hour when
thirtv -five thousand of us were admitted

as soldieis, ay, and as conquerors, at

Platffla ? From that moment we knew
our stiength Listen to me. At Samos
once a thousand slaves—mark me, but

a thousand — escaped the yoke —
seized on arms, fled to the mountains
(*e. have mountains even in Laconia),

descended from time to time to de-

vastate the fields and to harass their

ancient lords. By habit they learned

war, by desperation they grew indo-

mitable. What became of these slaves 1

were they cut off? Did they perish by
hunger, by the sword, in the dungeon
or field ? No ; these brave men were
the founders of Ephesus. "

*

" But the Samiaus were not Spar-

tans," niumhledtbe old Helot.
* Malacus ap. it hen. 6
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"As ye will, as ye will," said

Alcman, relapsing into his usual cold-

ness. " I wish you never to s'rike

unless ye are prepared to die or con-

quer."
" Some of us are," said the younger

Helot.
" Sacrifice a cock to the Fates,

then."
" But why, think you," asked one

of the Helots, "that we shall be so

soon summoned back to Laconial
"

" Because while ye are drinking

and idling here— drones that ye are

—

there is commotion in the Athenian
bee-hive yonder. Know that Ariarnanes

the Persian and Datis the Mede have
escaped. The allies, especially the

Athenians, are excited and angry ; and
many of them are already come in a

body to Pausanias, whom they accuse

of abetting the escape of the fugitives."

"Well?"
" Well, and if Pausanias does not

give honey in his words—and few
flowers grow on his lips—the bees will

sting, that is all. A trireme will be

despatched to Sparta with complaints.

Pausanias will be recalled—perhaps
his life endangered."

"Endangered!" echoed several

voices.

"Yes. What is that to you—what
care you for his danger ? He is a
Spartan."

i" Ay," cried one ; " but he has been
•£nd to the Helots."

" And we have fought by his side,"

said another.
'

' And he dressed my wound with
his own hand," murmured a third.

" And we have got money under
him," growled a fourth.

" And more th^n all," said Alcman,
in a loud voice, "if he lives, he will

break down the Spartan government.

Ye will not let this man die ?
"

"Never!" exclaimed the whole
assembly. Alcman gazed with a kind

of calm and strange contempt on the

flashing eyes, the fiery gestures of the
throng, and then said, coldly,

" So then ye would fight for one
man t

»

" Ay, ay, that would we."

"But not for your own liberties and
those of your children unborn ?

"

There was a dead silence ; but the

taunt was felt, and its logic was
already at work in many of these

rugged breasts.

At this moment, the door was sud-

denly thrown open ; and a Helot, in

the dress worn by the attendants of

the Regent, entered, breathless and
panting.

" Alcman ! the gods be praised you
are here. Pausanias commands your
presence. Lose not a moment. And
you too, comrades, byDemtter, do you
mean to spend whole days at your
cups ? Come to the citadel

; ye may
be wanted."

This was spoken to such of the

Helots as belonged to the train of

Pau-anias.

"Wanted—what for!" said one.
" Pausanias gives us a holiday while

he employs the sleek Egyptians.'*
" Who that serves Pausanias ever

asks that question, or can foresee from
one hour to another what he may be

required to do?" returned the self-

important messenger, with great con-

tempt.

Meanwhile the Mothon, all whose
movements were peculiarly silent and
rapid, was already on his way to the

citadel. The distance was not in-

considerable, but Alcman was swift

of foot. Tightening the girdle round
his waist, he swung himself, as it were,

into a kind of run, which, though not

seemingly rapid, cleared the ground
with a speed almost rivalling that of

the ostrich, from the length of the

stride and the extreme regularity of

the pace. Such was at that day
the method by which messages were
despatched from state to state,

especially in mountainous countries
;

and the length of way which was
performed, without stopping, by the

foot-couriers might startle the best-

trained pe 'estnans in our times. So
swif t y, indeed, did the Mothon pursue

his course, that just by the citadel

he came up with the Grecian captains
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who, before he joined the Helots, had
eet off for their audience with Pau-

sanias. There were some fourteen or

fifteen of them, and they so filled up
the path, which, just there, was not

broad, that Alcman was obliged to

pause as he came upon their rear.

" And whither so fast, fellow ?

"

said Uliades the Saniian, turning

round as he heard the strides of the

Mothon.
"Please you, master, I am bound

to the General."

"Oh, his slave! Is be going to

free you ?
"

" I am already as free as a man
who his no city can be."

' Pithy. The Spartan slaves have

the dryness of their masters. How,
sirrah ! do you jostle me? "

"I crave pardon. I only seek to

pass."
" Never ! to take precedence of a

Samian. Keep back."
" I dare not."
" Nay, nay, let him pass," said tbe

young Chian, Antagoras ; "be will

get scourged if he is too late. Per-

haps, like the Persians, Pausanias

wears false hair, and wishes the slave

to dress it in honour of us."
" Hush I

" whispered an Athenian.

"Are these taunts prudent?"
Here there suddenly broke forth

a loud oath from Uliades, who, linger-

ing a little behind the rest, had laid

rough hands on the Mothon, as the

latter once more attempted to pass

him. With a dexterous and abrupt

agility, Alcman had extricated himself

from the Samian's grasp, but with a
force that swung the captain on his

knee. Taking advantage of the posi-

tion of the foe, the Mothon darted on-

ward, and threading the rest of the

party, disappeared through the neigh-

bouring gates of tbe citadel.

" You saw the insult ? " said Uliades

between his ground teeth as he reco-

vered himself. "The master shall

answer for the slave ; and to me, too,

who have forty slaves of my own at

home !

"

" Pooh I think no more of it," said

Antagoras gaily; "the poor fellow

meant only to save his own hide."
" As if that were of any conse-

quence ! my slaves are brought up
from the cradle not to know if they

have hides or not. You may pinch

them by the hour together and they

don't feel you. My little ones do it,

in rainy weather, to strengthen their

fingers. The Gods keep them 1

"

" An excellent gymnastic invention.

But we are now within tbe citadel.

Courage ! the Spartan greyhound has
long teeth."

Pausanias was striding with hasty

steps up and down a long and narrow
peristyle or colonnade that surrounded
the apartments appropriated to his

private use, when Alcman joined him.
" Well, well," cried he, eagerly, as

he saw the Mothon, "you have
mingled with the common gangs of

these worshipful seamen, these new
men, these Ionians. Think you they

have so far overcome their awe of the

Spartan that they would obey the

mutinous commands of their officers?"

"Pausanias, the truth must be
spoken—Yes !

"

"Ye Gods 1 one would think each

of these wranglers imagined he had a
whole Persian army in his boat. Why,
I have seen the day when, if in any
assembly of Greeks a Spartan entered,

the sight of his very hat and walking-

staff cast a terror through the whole
conclave."

" True, Pausanias ; but they suspect

that Sparta herself will disown her

General."

"Ah! say they so!"
" With one voice."

Pausanias paused a moment in deep
and perturbed thought.

" Have they dared yet, think you,

to send to Sparta ?

"

"I hear not; but a trireme is in

readiness to sail after your conference

with the captains."
1

' So, Alcman, it were ruin to my
schemes to be recalled — until —
until

"

"The hour to join the Persians on
the frontier—yes."
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"One word more. Have yon had
occasion to sound the Helots ?

"

"But half an hour since. They
will be true to you. Lift your right

band, and the ground where you stand

will bristle with men who fear death

even less than the Spartans.

"

'
' Their aid were useless here against

the whole Grecian fleet ; but in the

defiles of Laconia, otherwise. I am
prepared then for the worst, even re-

call."

Here a slave crossed from a kind of

passage that led from the outer cham-
bers into the peristyle.

'' The Grecian captains have arrived

to demand audience."
" Bid them wait," cried Pausanias,

passionately.
" Hist ! Pausanias," whispered the

Mothon. " Is it not best to soothe

them—to play with them—to cover

the lion with the fox's hide? "

Tne Regent turned with a frown to

bis foster-brother, as if surprised and
irritated by his presumption in ad-

vising ; and indeed of late, since Pau-
sanias had admitted the son of the

Helot into his guilty intrigues, Alcman

had assumed a bearing and tone of

equality which Pausanias, wrapped in

his dark schemes, did not always

notice, but at which from time to time

he chafed angrily, yet again permitted

it, and the custom gained ground ; tor

in guilt conventional distinctions

rapidly vanish, and mind speaks freely

out to mind. The presence of the
slave, however, restrained him, and
after a momentary silence his natural

acuteness, great when undisturbed

by passion or pride, made him sen-

sible of the wisdom of Alcman'a coun-

sel.

"Hold!" he said to the slave.

"Announce to the Grecian Chiefs that

Pausanias will await them forthwith.

Begone. Now, Alcman, I will talk

over these gentle monitors. Not in

vain have I been educated in Sparta
;

yet if by chance I fail, hold thyself

ready to haste to Sparta at a minute's

warning. I must forestall the foe. I
have gold, gold ; and he who employs
most of the yellow orators will pre-

vail most with the Ephors. Give me
my staff ; and tarry in yon chamber to

the left."

>« «Q i < m



6o PAUSANIAS, THE SPARTAN.

CHAPTER IL

In a large hall, with a marble fountain

in the middle of it, the Greek captains

awaited the coming of Pausanias. A
low and muttered conversation was
carried on amongst them, in small

knots and groups, amidst which the

voice of Uliades was heard the loudest,

Suddenly the hum was hushed, for

footsteps were heard withtut. The
thick curtains that at one extreme
screened the door-way were drawn
aside, and, attended by three of the

Spartan knights, amongst whom was
Lysander, and by two soothsayers,

who were seldom absent, in war or

warlike council, from the side of the

Royal Heracleid, Pausanias slowly en-

tered the hall. So majestic, grave,

and self-collected were the bearing and
aspect of the Spaitan general, that

the hereditary awe inspired by his race

was once more awakened, and the

angry crowd saluted him, silent and
half abashed. Although the strong

passions and the daring arrogance of

Pausanias did not allow him the ex-

ercise of that enduring, systematic,

unsleeping hypocrisy which, in rela-

tions with the foreigner, often charac-

terized his countrymen, and which,

from its outward dignity and profound
craft, exalted the vice into genius

;
yet

trained from earliest childhood in the

arts that hide design, that control the

countenance, and convey in the fewest

words the most ambiguous meanings,

khe Spartan general could, for a brief

period, or for a critical purpose, com-

mand all the wiles for which the Greek
was nationally famous, and in which

Thucydides believed that, of all Greeks,

the Spartan was the most skilful adept.

And now, as, uniting the courtesy of

the host with the dignity of the chief,

he returned the salute of the officers,

and smiled his gracious welcome, the

unwonted affability of his manner took

the discontented by surprise, and half

propitiated the most indignant in his

favour.
" I need not ask you, Greeks,"

said he, "why ye have sought me.

Ye have learnt the escape of Aria-

manes and Datis—a strange and un-

accountable mischance."

The captains looked round at each

other in silence, till at last every eye

rested upon Cimon, whose illustrious

birth, as well as his known respect for

Sparta, combined with his equally

well-known dislike of her chief, seemed
to mark him, despite his youth, as the

fittest person to be speaker for the

rest. Cimon, who understood the

mute appeal, and whose courage never

failed his ambition, raised bis head,

and, after a moment's hesitation, re-

plied to the Spartan

—

'
' Pausanias, you guess rightly the

cause which leads us to your preseuce.

These prisoners were our noblest ; their

capture the reward of our common
valour ; they were generals, moreover,

of high skill and repute. They had
become experienced in our Grecian

waifaie, even by their defeats. Tliose

two men, should Xerxes again invade

Greece, are worth more to his service

than half the nations whose myriads

crossed the Hellespont. But this is

not all. The arms of the Barbarians

we can encounter undismayed. It is
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treason at home which can alone appal

us."

There was a low murmur among the

Iouians at these words. Pausanias,

with well-dissembkd surprise on his

countenance, turned his eyes from
Cimon to the murmurers, and from

them again to Cimon, and repeated:

—

"Treason! son of Miltiades ; and
from whom ?"

" Such is the question that we
would put to thee, Paus.nias—to thee,

whose eyes, as leatler of our armies,

are doubtless vigilant daily and nightly

over the interests of Gree e.

"

"I am not bliud,'' returned Pau-

sanias, app°aring unconscious of the

irony : "but I am not Argus. If thou

hast discovered aught that is hidden

from me, speak boldly."
'

' Thou hast made Gongylus, the

Eretri tn, governor of Byzantium ; for

what great services we know not. But
he has lived much in Pesia."

" For that reason, on this the fron-

tier of her domains, he is better enabled

to penetrate her designs and counteract

her ambition."
" This Gongylus," continued Cimon,

"is well known to have much fre-

quented the Persian captives in their

confinement.

"

"In order to learn from them what
may yet be the strength of the king.

In this he had my commands."
" I question it not. But, Pau-

sanias," continued Cimon, raising his

voice, and with energy, "had he also

thy commands to leave thy galley last

night, and to return to the citadel
!''

" He had. What then V
"And on his return the Persians

disappear—a singular chance, truly.

But thit is not all. Last ni^ht, before

he returned to the citadel, Gongylus
was perceived, alone, in a retired spot

on the outskirts of the city."

"Alone ?'' echoed Pausanias.

"Alone. If he had companions
they were not discerned. This spot

was out of the path he should have
taken. By this spot, on the soft soil,

are the marks of hoofs, and in the

thicket close by were found these wit-

nesses," and Cimon drew from his vest

a handful of the pearls only worn by
the Eastern captives,

"There is something in this," said

Xantbippns, "which requires at least

examination. May it please you, Pau-

sanias, to summon Gongylus hither ?"

A momentary shade passed over the

brow of the conspirator, but the eyes

of the Greeks were on him ; and to

refuse were as dangerous as to comply.

He turned to one of his Spartans, and
ordered him to summon the Eretrian.

" You have spoken well, Xan-
thippus. This matter must be sifted."

With that, motioning the captains

to the seats that were ranged round
the walls and before a long table, he
cast himself into a large chair at the

head of the table, and waited in silent

anxiety the entrance of the Eretrian.

His whole trust now was in the craft

and penetration of his friend. If the

courage or the cunning of Gongylus
failed him—if but a word betrayed

him—Pausanias was lost. He wag
girt by men who hated him ; and he
read in the dark, fierce eyes of the

Ionians—whose pride he had so often

galled, whose revenge he had so care-

lessly provoked—the certainty of ruin.

One hand hidden within the folds of

his robe convulsively clinched the flesh,

in the stern agony of his suspense.

His calm and composed face neverthe-

tess exhibited to the captains no trace

of fear.

The draperies were again drawn
aside, and Gongylus slowly entered.

Habituated to peril of every kind
from his earliest youth, the EretriaD

was quick to detect its presence. The
sight of the silent Greeks, formally

seated round the hall, and watching
his steps and countenance with eyes

whose jealous and vindictive meaning
it required no GSdipus to read, the

grave and half-averted brow of Pau-
sanias, and the angry excitement that

had prevailed amidst the host at the

news of the escape of the Persians

—

all sufficed to apprise him of the nature

of the council to which he had been

summoned.
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Supporting himself on his staff, and

dragging his limbs tardily along, he
had leisure to examine, though with

app irent indifference, the whole group
;

and when, with a calm salutation, he
arrested his steps at the foot of the

table immediately facing Pausanias,

he darted one glance at the Spartan so

fearless, so bright, so cheering, that

Pausanias breathed hard, as if a load

were thrown from his breast, and
turning easily towards Gimon, said

—

"Behold your witness. Which of

us shall be questioner, and which
judge?"

"That matters but little," returned

Cimon. " Btfore this audience justice

must force its way."
"It rests with you, Pausanias,"

said Xanthippus, " to acquaint the

governor of Byzantium with the sus-

picions he has excited."

"Gongvlns," said Pausanias, "the
captive Barbarians, Ariamanes, and
Datis, were placed by me especial :

y
under thy vigilance and guard. Thou
knowest that, while (for humanity
becomes the victor) I ordered thee to

vex them by no undue restraints, I

nevertheless commanded thee to con-

sider thy life itself answerahle for their

durance. They have escaped. The
captains of Greece demand of thee, as

I demanded-—by what means—by
what connivance ? Speak the truth,

and deem that in falsehood as well as.

in treachery, detection is easy, and
death certain."

The tone of Pausaniae, and his

severe look, pleased and reassured all

the Greeks, except the wiser Cimon,
who, though his suspicions were a
little shaken, continued to fix his eyes

rather on Pausanias than on the

E'etrian.
" Pausanias," replied Gongylus,

drawing up his lean frame, as with the

dignity of conscious innocence, "that
suspicion could fall upon me, I find it

difficult to suppose. Raised by thy

favour to the command ot' Byzantium,
what have I to gain by treason or

neglect? These Persians—I knew
them well. I had known them in

Susa—known them when I served
Darius, being then an exile from
Eretria. Ye know, my countrymen,
that when Darius invaded Greece I

left his court and armies, and sought
my native land, to fall or to conquer in

its cause. Well, then, I knew these

Barbarians. I sought them frequently
;

partly, it may be, to return to them in

their adversity the courtesies shown
me in mine. Ye are Greeks ; ye will

not condemn me for humanity and
gratitude. Partly with another motive.

I knew that Ariamanes had the

greatest influence over Xerxes. I knew
that the great king would at any cost

seek to regain the liberty of his friend.

I urged upon Ariamanes the wisdom
of a peace with the Greeks even on
their own terms. I told him that

when Xerxes sent to offer the ransom,

conditions of peace wouid avail more
than sacks of gold. He listened and
approved. Did I wrong in this, Pau-
sanias ? No ; for thou, whose deep
sagacity has made thee condescend

even to appear half Persian, "because

thou art all Greek—thou thyself didst

sanction my efforts on behalf of Greece."

Pausanias looked with a siient

triumph round the conclave, and Xan-
thippus nodded approval.

"In order to conciliate them, and
with too great confidence in their faith,

I relaxed by degrees the rigour of their

confinement ; that was a fault, I own
it. Their apartments communicated
with a court in which I suffered them
to walk at will. But I placed there

two sentinels in whom I deemed I

could repose all trust—not my own
couutrymen—not Eretrians—not thy

Spartans or Laeonians, Pausanias.

No : I deemed that if ever the jealousy

(a laulable jealousy) of the Greeks
should demand an account of my faith

and vigilance, my witnesses should be

the countrymen of those who have

ever the most suspected me. Those

sentinels were, the one a Satr'an, the

otner a Plataean. These men have

betrayed me and Greece. Last night,

on returning hither from the vessel, I

visited the Persians. They were about
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to retire to rest, and I quitted tbem
soon, suspecting nothing. This morn-

ing they had fled, and with them their

abetters, the sentiuel3. I hastened

first to send soldiers in search of them ;

and, secondly, to inform Pausanias in

his galley. If I have erred, I submit

me to your punishment. Punish my
error, but acquit my honesty."

"And what," said Cimon, abruptly,

"led thee far from thy path, between

the Heracleid's galley and the citadel,

to the fields near the temple of Aphro-

dite, between the citadel and the

bay ? Thy colour changes. Mark him,

Greeks. Quick ; thine answer."

The countenance of Gongylns had
indeed lost its colour and hardihood.

The loud tone of Cimon—the effect his

confusion produced on the Greeks,

some of whom, the Ionians less self-

possessed and dignified than the rest,

half rose, with fierce gestures and
muttered exclamations—served still

more to embarrass and intimidate him.

He cast a hasty look on Pausanias,

who averted his eyes. There was a

pause. The Spartan gave himself up
for lost ; but how much more was his

fear increased when Gongylus, casting

an imploring gaze upon the Gre ks,

6aid hesitatingly

—

" Question me no farther. I dare

not speak ; " and as he spoke he
pointed to Pausanias.

"It was the dread of thy resent-

ment, Pausanias," said Cimon coldly,

"that withheld his confession. Vouch-
safe to re-assure him."

"Eretrian, ' said Pausanias, striking

his clenched hand on the table, "I
know not what tale trembles on thy

lips ; but, be it what it may, give it

voice, I command thee."

"Thou thyself, thou wert the cause

that led me towards the temple of

Aphrodite," said Gongylus, in a low

voice.

At these words there went forth a
general deep-breathed murmur. With
one accord every Greek rose to his

feet. The Spartan attendants in the

rear of Pausanias drew closer to his

person ; but there was nothing in their

faces—yet more dark and vindictive

than those of the other Greeks—that

promised protection. Pausanias alone

remained seated and unmoved. His
imminent danger gave him back all his

valour, all his pride, all his passionate

and profound djsdain. Witb un-
bleached cheek, with haughty eyes,

he met the gaze of the assembly ; and
then waving his hand as if that

gesture sufficed to restrain and awe
them, he said —

" In the name of all Greece, whose
chief I yet am, whose protector I have

once been, I command ye to resume
your seats, and listen to the Eretrian.

Spartans, fall back. Governor of

Byzantium, pursue your tale.''

"Yes, Pausanias," resumed Gongy-

lus, "yon alone were the cause that

drew me from my rest. I would
fain be silent, but——

"

"Say on," cried Pausanias fiercely,

and measuring the space between
himself and Gongylus, in doubt whether
the Eretrian's head were within reach

of his scimitar ; so at least Gongvlus

interpreted that freezing look of des-

pair and vengeance, and he drew back

some paces. "I place myself,

Greeks, under your protection ; it is

dangerous to reveal the errors of the

great. Know that, as Governor of

Byzantium, many things ye wot not of

reach my ears. Hence, I guard

against dangers while ye sleep. Le irn,

then, that Pausanias is not without

the weakness of his ancestor, Alci-

des ; he loves a maiden—a Byzan-

tine—Cleonice, the daughter of Dia-

goras."

This unexpected announcement,
made in so grave a tone, provoked a

smile amongst the gay Ionians ; but

an exclamation of jealous anger broke

from Antagoras, and a blush paitly

of wounded pride, partly of warlike

shame, crimsoned the swarthy cheek

of Pausanias Cimon, who was by no

means free from the joyous infirmities

of youth, relaxed his severe brow, and
said, after a short pause

—

" Is it, then, among the grave duties

of the Governor of Byzantium to watch
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over the fair Cleonice, or to aid the

suit of her illustrious lover ?
"

"Not so," answered Gongylus;
"but the life of the Grecian general

is dear, at least, to the grateful

Governor of Byzantium. Greeks, ye

know that amongst you Pausanias has

many toes. Returning last night from
his presence, and passing through the

thicket, I overheard voices at hand.

I caught the name of Pausanias. ' The
Spartan,' said one voice, 'nightly visits

the house of Diagoras. He goes

usually alone. From the height near

the temple we can watch well, for the

night is clear ; if he goes alone, we can

intercept bis way on his return.' ' To
the height

!

' cried the other. I

thought to distinguish the voices, but

the trees bid the speakers. I followed

the footstep? towards the temple, for

it behoved me to learn who thus

menaced the chief of Greece. But ye

know that the wood reaches even to

the sacred building, and the steps

gained the temple before I could

recognize the men. I concealed my-
self, as I thought, to watch ; but it

seems that I was perceived, for he who
saw me, and now accuses, was doubt-

less one of the assassins. Happy I, if

the sight of a witness scared lam from
the crime. Either fearing detection,

or aware that their intent that night

was frusterated—for Pausanias, visit-

ing Cleonice earlier than bis wont, had
already resought his galley—the men
retreated as they came, unseen, not

unheard. I caught their receding

steps through the brushwood. Greeks,

I have said. Who is my accuser ? In

him behold the would-be murderer of

Pausanias !

"

"Liar!" cried an indignant and
loud voice amongst the captains, and
Amagoras stood forth from the circle.

" It is I who saw thee. Darest thou

accuse Anta oras of Chios 1
"

" What at that hour brought Anta-

goras of Chios to the temple of

Aphrodite ! " retorted Gorgylus.

The eyes of the Greeks turned

toward the young captain, and there

was confusion on his face. But recover-

ing himself quickly, the Chian ans-

wered, '^Wby should I blush to own it!

Aphrodite is no dishonourable deity to

the men of the Ionian Isles. I sought
the temple at that hour, as is our
wont, to make my offering, and record

my prayer."

"Certainly," said Cimon. "We
must own that Aphrodite is powerful

at Byzantium. Who can acquit Pau-
sanias and blame Antagoras? "

"Pardon me—one question," said

Gongylus. " Is not the female heart

which Antagoras would beseech the
goddess to soften towards him that of

the Cleonice of whom we spoke ? See,

he denies it not. Greeks, the Chians
are warm lovers, and warm lovers are

revengeful rivals."

This artful speech had its instan-

taneous effect amongst the younger
and more unthinking loiterers. Those
who at once would have disbelieved the
impuied guilt of Antagoras upon
motives merely political, inclined to a
sugg-stion that ascribed it, to the

jealousy of a lover. And his character,

ardent and fiery, rendered the sus-

picion yet more plausible. Meanwhile
the minds of the audience had been
craftily drawn from the grave and main
object of the meeting—the flight of the

Persians—and a lighter and livelier

curiosity had supplanted the eager and
dark resentment which had hitherto

animated the circle. Pausanias, with

the subtle genius that belonged to him,

hastened to seize advantage of this

momentary diversion in his favour,

and before the Chian could recover his

consternation, both at the charge and
the evident effect it had produced upon
a part of the assembly, the Spartan

stretched his band, and spake.

—

"Greeks, Pausanias listens to no
tale of danger to himself. Willingly

he believes that Gongylus either mis-

interpreted the iutent of some jealous

and heated threats, or that the words

he overheard were not uttered by Anta-

goras. Possible is it, too, that others

may have sought the temple with less

gentle desires than our Chian ally.

Let this pass. Unworthy such matter*
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of the councils of bearded men; too

much reference has been made to those

follies which our idleness has given

birth to. Let no fair Briseis renew
strife amongst chiefs and soldiers.

Excuse not thyself, Antagoras ; we
dismiss all charge against thee. On
the other hand, Gongylus will doubt-

less seem to you to have accounted for

his appearance near the precincts of

the temple. And it is but a coinci-

dence, natural enough, that the Per-

sian prisoners should have chosen, later

in the night, the same spot for the

steeds to await them. The thickness

of the wood round the temple, and the

direction of the place towards the east,

points out the neighbourbool as the

very one in which the fugitives would

appoint the horses. Waste no further

time, but provide at once for the pur-

suit. To you, Cimon, be this care

confided. Already have I despatched

fifty light-armed men on fleet Thessa-

lian steeds. You, Cimon, increase the

number of the pursuers. The pri-

soners may be yet recaptured. Doth
aught else remain worthy of our ears ?

If so, speak ; if not, depart."

"Pausanias," said Antagoras, firmly,

" let Gongylus retract, or not, his

charge against me, I retain mine
against Gongylus. Wholly false is it

that in word or deed I plotted violence

against thee, though of much—not as

Cleonice's lover, but as Grecian captain

—I have good reason to complain.

Wholly false is it that I had a com-
rade. I was alone. And comiDg out

from the temple, where I had hung my
chaplet, I perceived Gongylus clearly

under the starlit skies. He stood in

listening attitude close by the sacred

myrtle grove. I hastened toward him,

but methinks he saw me not ; he turned
Blowly, penetrated the wood, and va-

nished. I gained the spot on the soft

sward which the dropping boughs make
ever humid. I saw the print of hoofs.

Within the thicket I found the pearls

that Cimon has displayed to you.

Clear, then, is it that this man lies

—

clear that the Persians must have fled

already—although Gongylus declares '

that on his return to the citadel he
visittd them in their prison. Explain
this, Eretrian ?

"

" He who would speak false wit-

ness," answered Gongylus, with a firm-

ness equal to the Chian's, "can find

pearls at whatsoever hour he pleases.

Greeks, this man presses me to renew
the charge which Pausanias generously

sought to stifle. I have said. And I,

Governor of Byzantium, call on the
Council of the Grecian Leaders to

maintain my authority, and protect

their own Chief."

Then arose a vexed and perturbed

murmur, most of the Ionians siding

with Antagoras, such of the allies as

yet clung to the Dorian ascenJancy

grouping round Gongylus.

The persistence of Antagoras had
made the dilemma of no slight embar-
rassment to Pausanias. Something
loity in his original nature urged him
to shrink from supporting Gongylus in

an accusation which he believed un-
true. On the other hand, he could

not abandon his accomplice in an
effort, as dangerous as it was crafty,

to conceal their common guilt.

"Son of Miltiades," he said after a
brief pause, in which his dexterous

resolution was formed, " I invoke your
aid to appease a contest in which I

foresee no result but that of schism
amongst ourselves. Antagoras has no
witness to support his tale, Gongylus
none to support his own. Who shall

decide between conflicting testimonies

which rest but on the lips of a enser

and accused 1 Hertafter, if the matter

be deemed sufficiently grave, let us
refer the decision to the oracle that

never errs. Time and chance mean-
while may favour us in clearing up
the darkness we cannot now penetrate.

For you, Governor of Byzantiuii, it

behoves me to say that the escape of

prisoners entrusted to your charge
justifips vigilance if not suspicion.

We shall consult at our leisure whether
or not that course suffices to remove
you from the government of Byzan-
tium. Heralds, advance ; our council

is dissolved."
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With these words Pausanias rose,

and the majesty of his bearing, with

the unwonted temper and conciliation

of his language, so came in aid of his

high office that no man ventured a

dissentient murmur.
The conclave broke up, and not till

its members had gained the outer air

did any signs of suspicion or dissatis-

faction evince themselves ; but then,

gathering in groups, the Ionians with

especial jealonsy discussed what had

passed, and with their native shrewd-

ness ascribed the moderation of Pausa-

nias to his desire to screen Gongylus

and avoid further inquisition into the

flight of the prisoners. The discon-

tented looked round for Cimon, but

the young Athenian had hastily retired

from the throng, and, after issuing

orders to pursue the fugitivfca, sought

Aristides in the house near tha quay in

which he lodged.

Cimon related to his friend what
had passed at the meeting, and ter-

minating his recital, said

—

"Thou shouldst have been with us.

With thee we might have ventured

more."
'

' And if so," returned the wise

Athenian with a smile, "ye would
have prospered less. Precisely be-

cause I would not commit our country

to the suspicion of fomenting intrigues

and mutiny to her own advantage, did

I abstain from the assembly, well aware

that Pausanias would briDg his minion

harmless from the unsupported accusa-

tion of Antagoras. Thou hast acted

with cool judgment, Cimon. The Spar-

tan is weaving the webs of the Parcae

for his own feet. Leave him to weave on,

undisturbed. The ho ;r in which Athens
shall assume the sovereignty of the

seas is drawing near. Let it come, like

Jove's thunder, in a calm sky."

» 9 "l
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CHAPTER ITL

Pausanias did not that night quit the

city. After the meeting, be held a
private conference with the Spartan

Equals, whom custom and the govern-

meat assigned, in appearance as bis

attendants, in reality as witnesses if

not spies of his conduct. Though
every pure Spartan, as compared with,

the snbject Laconian population, was

noble, the republic acknowledged two
main distinctions in class, the higher,

entitled Equals, a word which we
might not inaptly and more intelli-

gibly render Peers ; the lower, Infe-

riors. These distinctions, though

hereditary, were not immutable. The
peer could be degraded, the inferior

could become a peer. To the royal

person in war three peers were allotted.

Those assigned to Pausanias, of the

tribe called the Hylleans, were natu-

rally of a rank and influence that con-

strained him to treat them with a
certain deference, which perpetually

chafed his pride and confirmed hi> dis-

content ; for these three men were

precisely of the mould which at heart

he most despised. Polydorus, the

first in rank—for, like Pausanias, he

boasted his descent from Hercules

—

was the personification of the rudeness

and bigotry of a Spartan who had
never before stirred from his rooky

home, and who disdained all that he

could not comprehend. Gelon, the

second, passed for a very wise man,
for he seldom spoke but in mono-
syllables ; yet, probably, his words

were as numerous as his ideas. Cleo-

menes, the third, was as distasteful to

the Regent from his merits as the

•thers from their deficiencies. He had

risen from the grade of the Inferiors

by his valour ; blunt, homely, fnnk,
sincere, he never disguised his dis-

pleasure at the manner of Pausanias,

though, a true Spartan in discipline,

he never transgressed the respect

which his chief commanded in time of

war.

Paustnias knew that these officers

were in correspondence with Sparta,

and he now exerted all his powers to

remove from their minds any suspicion

which the disappearance of the pri-

soners might have left in them.

In this interview he displayed all

those great natural powers which,

rightly trained and guided, might have

made him not less great in council than

in war. With masterly precision he

enlarged on the growing ambition of

Athens, on the disposition in her favour

evinc«d by all the Ionian confederates.

"Hitheito," he said truly, "Sparta
has uniformly held rank as the first

state of Greece ; the leadership of the

Greeks belongs to us by birth and re-

nown. But see you not that the war
is now shifting from land to sea ? Sea

is not our etement ; it is that of

Athens, of all the Ionian race. If

this continue we lose our ascendancy,

and Athens becomes the sovereign of

Hellas. Beneath the calm of Aristides

I detect his deep design. In vain

Cimon affects the manner of the

Spartan ; at heart be is Athenian.

This charge against Gongylus i« Mimed
at me. Grant that the plot which it

conceals succeed ; grant that S| arta

share the affected suspicions of the

Ionians, and recall me from Byzan-

tium ; deem you that there lives one
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Spartan who could delay for a d ty the

supremacy of Athens ? Nought save

the respect the Dorian Greeks at least

attach to the General at Plataea could

restrain tbe secret ambition of the

city of the demagogues. Deem not

that I have been as rash and vain as

some hold me for the stern visage I

have shown to the Ionians. Trust me
that it was necessary to awe them,
with a view to maintain our majesty.

For Spaita to preserve her as en-

dancy, two things are needful : first,

to continue the war by land ; secondly,

to disgust tbe Ionians with their so-

journ here, send them with their

ships to their own havens, and so

leave Hellas under the sole guardian-

ship of ourselves and our Peloponnesian

allies. Therefore I say, bear with me
in this double design ; chide me not if

my haughty manner disperse these

subtle Ionians. If 1 bore with them
to-day it was less from respect than,

sLall I say it, my fear lest you should

misinterpret me. Beware how you
detail to Sparta whatever might rouse

the jealousy of ber government. Trust

to me. and I will extend the don inion

of Sparta till it grasp the whole of

Greece. We will depose everywhere

the revolutionary Demos, and establish

our own oligarchies in every Grecian

istate. We will Laeonize all Hellas."

Much of what Pausanias sai«l wa»
wise and profound. Such statesman-

ship, narrow and congenial, but

rigorous and crafty, Sparta taught in

later years to her alert politicians.

And we have already seen that, despite

the dazzling prospects of Orit utal

dorninio7i, he as yet had separated

himself rather from the laws than the

interests of Sparta, and still incorpo-

rated his own ambition with the ex-

tension of the sovereignty of his

country over the rest of Greece.

But the peers heard him in dull

and gloomy silence ; and, not till he
had paused and thrice asked for a

reply, did Polydorus speak.

"You would increase the dominion

of Sparta, Pausanias. Inciease of

dominion is waste of lite and treasure.

We have few men, little gold ; Sparta

is content to hold her own."
" Good," said Gelon, with impas-

sive countenance. " Wbat care we
who leads the Greeks into blows ? the

fewer blows the better. Brave men
fight if they must, wise men never

fight if they can help it."

" And such is your counsel, Cleo-

menes?" asked Pausanias, with a

quivering lip.

"Not from the same reasons,*' an-

swered the nobler and mere generous

Spartan. " I presume not to question

your motives, Pausanias. I leave you
to explain them to the Epbors and the

Gernsia. But since you press me, this

I say. First, all the Greeks, Ionian

as well as Dorian, fought equally

against the Mede, and from the com-
mander of the Greeks all should re-

ceive fellowship and courte-y. Se-

condly, I say if Athens 13 better fitted

than Sparta for the maritime ascen-

dancy, let Athens rule, so that Hellas

be saved from the Mede. Thirdly,

Pau-anias, I pray that Sparta may
rest satisfied with her own institutions,

and not disturb the peace of Greece by

forcing them upon other States and
thereby enslaving Hellas. What more
could the Persian do ? Finally, my
advice is to suspend Gong) 1 us from

his office ; to conciliate the Ionians ; to

remain as a Grecian armament firm

and united, and so procure, on better

terms, peace with Persia. And then

let each State retire within itself, and
none aspire to rule the other. A
thousand free cities are better guard
against tbe Barbarian than a single

State made up of republics overthiown

and re>ting its strength upon hearts

enslaved."
" Do you too," said Pausanias,

gnawing his nether lip, "do you too,

Polydorus, you too, Gelon, agree with

Cleomenes, that, if Athens is better

fitted than Sparta for the sovereignty

of the seas, we should yield to

that restless rival so perilous a
power ?"

'Ships cost gold," said Polydorus.

"Spartans have none to spare.
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Mariners require skilful captains

;

Spartans know nothing of the sea."

"Moreover," quoth Gelon, "the
ocean is a terrible element. What can

yalour do against a storm ? We may
lose more men hy adverse weather than

a century can repair. Let who will

have the seas. Sparta has her rocks

and defiles.''

"Men and peers," said Pausanias,

ill repressing his scorn, "ye little

dream what arms ye place in the hands
of the Athenians. I have done. Take
only this prophecy. You are now the

head of Greece. You surrender your

sceptre to Athens, and become a second-

rate power."
" Never second-rate when Greece

shall demand armed men," said Cleo-

menes proudly.

"Armed men, armed men!" cried

the mo*a profound Pausania9. "Do
fou suppose that commerce—that trade

—that maritime energy—that fleets

which ransack the shores of the world,

will not obtain a power greater than

mere brute- lik^ valour? But as yo
will, as ye will."

" As we speak our forefathers

thoui'ht, '" said Gelon.

"And, Pausanias," said Cleomenes
gravely, " as we speak, so think the

Ephors."

Pausanias fixed his dark eye on
Cleomenes, and, after a brief pause,

saluted the Equals and withdrew.
" Sputa," he muttered as he regained

his chamber, " Sparta, thou refusest

to he s.reat ; but gr- atness is necessary

to tiiy son. Ab, their iron laws would
constrain my soul ! but it shall wear
them as a warrior wears his armour and
ada; ts it to his body. Thou shalt bo

queen of all Hellas despite thyself,

thine Ephors, and thy laws. Then only

will I f01 give thee."

i. 9 *
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CHAPTER IV.

Diagoras was sitting outside his door

and giving various instructions to the

slaves employed on his farm, when,
through an arcade thickly covered with

the vine, the light form of Antagoras
came slowly in sight.

" Hail to thee, Diagoras," said the

Chian, "thou art the only wise man I

meet with. Thou art tranquil while

all else are disturbed ; and, worship-

ping the great Mother, thou carest

nought, methinks, for the Persian who
invades, or the Spartan who professes

to defend."

"Tut," said Diagoras, in a whisper,

"thou knowest the contrary : thou

knowest that if the Persian comes I

am ruined ; and, by the gods, I am on

a bed of thorns as long as the Spartan

stays."
" Dismiss thy slaves," exclaimed

Antagoras, in the same undertone ; "I
•would speak with thee on grave matters

that concern us both."

After hastily finishing his instruc-

tions and dismissing his slaves,

Diagoras turned to the impatient Chian,

and said :

" Now, young warrior, I am all ears

for thy speech."

"Truly," said Antagoras, "if thou

Wert aware of what I am about to

utter, thou wouldst not have postponed

consideration f<>r thy daughter to thy

care for a few jars of beggarly olives."

" Hem !
" said Diagoras, peevishly.

" Olives are not to be despised ; oil to

the limbs makes them supple ; to the

stomach it gives gladness. Oil, more-

over, bringeth money when sold. But
a daughter is the plague of a man's

life. First, one has to keep away
lovers ; and next to find a husband

;

and when all is done, one has to put
one's hand in one's chest, and pay a
tall fellow like thee for robbing one of

one's own child. That custom of

dowries is abominable. In the good
old times a bridegroom, as was meet and
proper, paid for his bride ; now we
poor fathers pay him for taking her.

Well, well, never bite thy forefinger,

and curl up thy brows. What thou

hast to say, say."
" Diagoras, I know that thy heart is

better than thy speech, and that, much
as thou covetest money, thou lovest

thy child more. Know, then, that

Pausanias—a curse light on him !

—

brings shame upon Cleonice. Know
that already her name hath grown the

talk of the camp. Know that his visit

to her the night before last was pro-

claimed in the council of the Captains

as a theme for jest and rude laughter.

By the head of Zeus, how thinkest thou

to profit hy the stealthy wooings of

this Mack -browed Spartan? Knowest
thou net that his laws forbid him to

many Cleonice? Wouldst thou have
him dishonour her ? Speak out to

him as thou speakest to men, and tell

him that the maidens of Byzantium are

not in the control of the General of the

Greeks."
" Youth, youth," cried Diagoras,

greatly agitated, "wouldst thou bring

my grey hairs to a blooay grave '{

wouldst thou Bee my daughter reft from

me by force - and '

" How darest thou speak thus, old

man ? " interrupted the indignant
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Gbian. " If Parisanias wronged a vir-

gin, all Hellas would rise against him."

"Yes, but not till the ill were done,

till my throat were cut, and my child

dishonoured. Listen. At first indeed,

when, as ill-luck would have it, Pau-

Banias, lodging a few dajs under my
roof, saw and admired Cleonice, I did

venture to remonstrate, and how think

you he took it? 'Never,' quoth he,

with his stern quivering lip, ' never

did conquest forego its best right to

the smiles of beauty. The legends of

Hercules, my ancestor, tell thee that

to him who labours for men, the gods

grant the love of wo > en. Fear not

that I should wrong thy daughter— to

woo her is not to wrong. But close thy

door on me ; immure Cleonice from

my sight ; and nor armed slaves, nor

bolts, nor bars shall keep love from the

loved one.' Therewith he turned on

his heel and left me. But the next day

came a Lydian in his train, with a

goodly pannier of rich stuffs and a

short Spartan sword. On the pannier

was written ' Friendship,' on thr sword
' Wrath,' and Alcman gave me a scrap

of parchment, whereon, with the cursed

brief wit of a Spartan, was inscribed
' Choose I ' Who could doubt which to

take ? who, by the Gods, would prefer

three inches of Spartan iron in his

stomach to a basketful of rich stuffs for

his shoulders ? Wherefore, from that

hour, Pausanias comes as he lists. But
Cleonice humours him not, let tongues

wag as Ibey may. Easier to take three

cities than that child's heart."

''Is it so indeed?" exclaimed the

Chian, joyfully; "Cleonice loves him
not?"

" Laughs at him to his beard : that

is, would laugh if he wore one."

"0 Diagoras !" cried Antagoras,
" hear me, bear me. I need not

ren:ind thee that our families are

unit-d by the hospitable ties; that

amongst thy treasures thou wilt find

the gifts of my ancestors for five gene-

rations ; that when, a year since, my
affairs brought me to Byzantium, I

came to thee with the symbols of my
tight to claim thy hospitable cares.

On leaving thee we broke the sacred

die. I have one half, thou the other.

In that visit I saw and loved Cleonice.

Pain would I have told my love, but

then my father lived, and I feared lest

he should oppose my suit ; therefore,

as became me, I was silent. On my
return home, my fears were confirmed

;

my father desired that I, a Cbian,

should wed a Chian. Since I have
been with the fleet, news has reached

me th it the urn holds my father's

ashes." Here the young Chian paused.

"Alas, alas!" he murmured, smiting

his breast, "and I was not at hand to

fix over thy doors the >-a re i branch, to

give thee the par in^ kiss, and receive

into my lips thy latest breath. May
Hermes, father, have led thee to

pleasant groves !''

Diag ris. who had listened atten-

tively to the young Chian, was touched

by his grief, and said pityingly :

"I know thou art a good son, aad
thy father was a worthy man, though
harsh. It is a comfort to think that

all does not die with the dead. His
money at least survives him."

"But," resumed Antagoras, not

heeding this consolation—"but now
I am free : and ere this, so soon as my
mourning garment had been lain aside,

I had asked thee to bless me with

Cleonice, but that I feared her love was
gone—gone to the haughty Spartan.

Thou reassurest me; and in so doing,

thou con firmest the fair omens with

which Aphrodite has received my offer-

ings. Therefore, I speak out. No
dowry ask 1 with Cleonice, save such,

more in name than amount, as may
distinguish the wife from the concu-

bine, and assure her an honoured place

amongst my kinsmen. Thou knowest

I am rich ; thou knowest that my birth

dates from the oldest citizens of Chios.

Give me thy child, and deliver her

thyself at once from the Spartan's

power. Once mine, all the fleets of

Hellas are her protection, and our

marriage torches are the swords of a
Grecian army. Diagoras, I clasp

thy knees ;
put thy right hand in mine.

Give me thy child as wife l"
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The Byzantine was strongly affected.

The suitor was one who, in birth and
pot-scions, was all thithe coulii desire

for his daughter; and at Byzantium

there did not exist that feeling against

intermarriages with the foreigner which

prevailed in towns more purely Greek,

though in many of ihem, too, tbat

antique prejudice had worn away. On
the other band, by transferring to

Antagoras bis anxious charge, he felt

that he should take the best course to

preserve it untarnished from the fierce

love of Pamanias, and there was tiuth

in the Chian's suggestion. The
daughter of a Byzantine might be un-

protected ; the wife of an Ionian

captain was safe, even from tbe power

of Pausanias. As these refleetiens

occurred to him, he placed his right

hand in the Chian's, and said :

"Beit as thou wilt; I consent to

betroth thee to Cleonice. Follow roe
;

thou art free to woo her."

So saying, he rose, and, as if in fear

of his own second thoughts, he traversed

the ball with hasty strides to tbe

interior of the mansion. He ascended

a flight of steps, and, drawing aside

a curtain suspended between two

columns, Antagoras, who followed

timidly behind, beheld Cleonice.

As was the wont in the domestic life

ot all Grecian states, her handmaids
were around tbe noble virgin. Two
were engaged on embroidery, one in

spinning, a fourth was reading aloud to

Cleonice, and that at least was a rare

diversion to women, for few bad the

education of the fair Byzantine.

Cleonice herself was half reclined upon
tt bench inlaid with ivory and covered

with cushions ; before her stood a small

tripod table on which she leant the

arm, the hand ot which supported her

cheek, and she seemed listening to the

lecture of the slave with earnest and
absorbed attention, bo earnest, so

absorbed, that she did not for some
moments perceive the entrance of

Diagoras and the Chian.

"Child," said the former— and
Cleonice started to her feet, and stood

modestly before ner father, her eyes

downcast, ber arms crossed urion her

bosom— "child, I bid thee welcome
my guest-friend, Antagoras of Chios.

Slaves, ye may withdraw."

Cleonice bowed her head ; and an
unquiet, anxious change came over her

countenance.

As soon as the slaves were gone,

Diagoras resumed

—

"Daughter, I present to thee a

suitor for thy hand ; receive bim as I

have done, and he i-hall have my leave

to carve thy name on every tree in the

garden, with the lover's epithet of

' Beautilul' attached to it. Antagoras,

look up, then, and speak for th\ self."

But Antagoras was silent ; and a
fear unknown to his frank hardy

nature came over bim. With an arch

smile, Diagoras, deeming his presence

no long* r necessary or exp. dient, lifted

the curtain, and lover and maid were
left alone.

Then, with an effort, and still with
hesitating accents, tbe Chian spoke

—

<l Fair virgin—not in the groves of

Byzantium will thy name 'be first

written by the hand of Antagoras. In

my native Chios the myrtle trees are

already eloquent of thee. Since I first

saw thee, I loved. Maiden, wilt thou

be my wife ?"

Thrice moved the lips of Cleonice,

and thrice her voice seemed to fail ber.

At length she said—"Chian, thou art

a stranger, and the laws of the Grecian

cities dishonour the stranger whom the

free citizen stoops to marry."

"Nay," cried Antagoras, "such
cruel laws are obsolete in Chios.

Nature and custom, and love's almighty

goddess, long since have set them
aside. Fear not, the haughtiest

matron of my native state will not be

more honoured than the Byzautine

bride of Antagoras."

"Is it in Sparta only that such laws

exist?" said Cleonice, half uncon-
sciously, and to the sigh with which
she spoke a deep blush succeeded.

" Sparta !
" exclaimed Antagoras,

with a fierce and jealous pang— "Ah,
are thy thoughts then upon th« son of

Sparta ? Were Pausanias a Chi#o,
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wouldst thou turn from bim scornfully

as thou now dost from me!"
" Not scornfully, Antagoras," an-

swered Cleonice (who had indeed

averted her face at his reproachful

question ; but dow turned it full upon

him, with an expression of sad and
pathetic sweetness), '' not scornfully do

I turn fiom thee, though with pain;

for what worthier homage canst thou

render to woman than honourable

love ? Giatefully do 1 hearken to the

suit that comes from thee ; but grati-

tude is not the return thou wouldst

ask, Antagoras. My hand is my
father's; my heait, al.<s, is mine.

Thou niayst claim from him the one
;

the ether, neither he can give nor

thou receive."
" Say not so Cleonice," cried the

Chian ; "say not, that thou canst not

love me, if so I am to interpret thy

words. Love brings love with the

young. How canst thou yet know
thine own heart? Tarry till thou hast

listened to mine. As the fire on the

altar spreads from offering to offeiing,

so spreads love ; its flame envelops all

that are near to it. Toy heart will

catch the heavenly spark from mine."

"Chian,' said Cleonice, gently

withdrawing the band that he sought

to clasp, "when as my father's guest

friend thou wert a sojourner within

these walls, oft have I heard tbee

speak, and all thy words spoke the

thoughts of a noble soul. Were it

otherwise, not thus would I now ad-

dress thee. Didst thou love go'd, and
wooed in me but the child of the rich

Di^goras, or wert thou one of those

who would treat for a wife as a trader

for a slave, invoking Here, but dis-

daining Aphrodite, I should bow my
head to my doom. But thou, Anta-

goras, askest love for love ; this I

cannot give thee. Spare me,

generous Chian. Let not my father

enforce his right to my obedience."
" Answer me but one question,"

interrupted Antagoras in a low voice,

though with compressed lips :
" Dost

thou then love another?"

The blood mounted to the virgin's

cheeks, it suffused her brow, herne-k,

with burning blushes, and then reced-

ing, left her face colourless as a statue.

Then with tones low and constrained

as his own, she pressed her hand on

her heart, and replied, "Thou sayest

it ; I love another."
" And that other is Pausanias ?

Alas, tby sile/jce, thy trembling,

answer me."
Antagoras groaned aloud and covered

his face with his hands ; but after a

short pause, he exclaimed with great

emotion, "No, no— say not that thou
lovest Pausanias ; say not that Aph-
rodite hath so accurst thee : for to

love Pausanias is to love dishonour."
" Hold, Chian ! Not so : for my

love has no hope. Our hearts are not

our own, but our actions are.
''

Antagoras gazed on her with sus-

pense and awe ; for as she spoke her

slight form dilated, her lip curled, her

cheek glowed again, but with the blush

less of love than of pride. In her

countenance, her attitude, there was
something divine and holy, such as

would have beseemed a priestess of

Diana.

"Yes," she resumed, raising her

eyes, and with a still and mournful
sweetness in her upraised features.
" What I love is not Pausanias, it is

the glory of which he is the symbol, it

is the Greece of which he has been the

Saviour. Let him depart, as soon he
must—let these eyes behold him no
more ; still there exists for me all that

exists now—a name, a renown, a
dream. Never forme may the nuptial

hymn resound, or the marriage torch

be illumined. goddess of the silver

bow, chaste and venerable Artemis !

receive, protect thy servant ; and ye,

funereal gods, lead me soon, lead the
virgin unreluctant to the shades."

A superstitious fear, a dread as if

his eart'dy love would violate some-
thing siered, chilled the ardour of the

young Chian ; and for several moments
both were silent.

At length, Antagoras, kissing the

hem of her robe, .'aid

—

" Maiden of Byzantium—like thee,
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then, I will love, though without hope.

I will not, I dare not, profane thy

presence by prayers which pain thee,

and seem to me, having heard thee,

almost guilty, as if proffere! to some

nymph cirelii.g in choral dance the

moonlit mountain-tops of Delos. But
ere I depart, and tell thy father that

my suit is over, place at least thy

right hand in mine, and swear to me,

not the bribe's vow of faith and truth,

but that vow which a virgin sister may
pledge to a brother, mindful to protect

and to avenge her. Swear to me, tbat

if this haughty Spartan, contemning

alike men, laws, and the household

gods, should seek to constrain thy

purity to his will ; if thou shouldst

have cause to tremble at power and
force ; and fierce desire should demand
what gentle love would but reverently

implore—then, Cleonice, seeing how
little thy father can defend thee, wilt

thou remember An t agoras, and through

him, summon around thee all the

majesty of Hellas ? Grant me but this

prayer, and I leave thee, if in sorrow,

yet not with terror."
'
' Generous and noble Chian,'' re«

turned Cleonice as her tears fell upon
the hand he extended to her—" why,
why do I so ill repay thee ? Thy love

is indeed that which ennobles the

heart that yields it, and her who shall

one day recompense thee for the loss of

me. Fear not the power of Pausanias

:

dream not that I shall need a defender,

while above us reign the gods, and
below us lies the grave. Yet, to ap-

pease thee, take my right hand, and
hear my oath. If the hour comes when
I have need of man's honour against

man's wrong, I will call on Antagoras

as a brother."

Their hands closed in each other

;

and not trusting himself to speech,

Antagoras turned away his face, and
left the room.
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CHAPTER V.

For some days, an appearance at least

of harmony was restored to the con-

tending factions in tbe Byz mtine camp.
Pai sanias did not dismiss Gongylus

from the government of the city ; but

he sent one by one for the more im-

portant of the Ionian complainants,

listened to their grievances, and pro-

mised redress. He adopted a m >re

popular and gracious demeanour, and
seemed, with a noble grace, to submit

to the policy of conciliating the allies.

But discontent arose from causes

beyond his power, had he genuinely

exerted it, to remove. For it was a

discontent that lay in the hostility of

race to race Though the Spartan

Equals bad preached courtesy to the

Ionians, the ordinary manner of the

Spartan warriors was invariably offen-

sive to tbe vain and susceptible con-

federates of a more polished race. A
Spartan, wherever he might be placed,

unconsciously assumed superiority. The
levity of an Ionian was evt-r displeas-

ing to him. Out of tbe actual battle-

field, they could have no topics in

common, none which did not provoke

irritation and dispute. On the otter

hand, most of the Ionians could ill

conceal their disaffection, mingled with

something of just contempt at the

notorious and confessed incapacity of

the Spartans for maritime affairs, while

a Spartan was yet the commander of the

fleet. And many of them, wearied

with inaction, and anxious to return

home, were willing to seize any reason-

able pretext for desertion. In tbis

last motive lay the real strength and
safety of Pausanias. And to this end
his previous policy of arrogance wag

not so idle as it had seemed to the

Greeks, and appears still in the page

of history. For a Spaitan really

anxious to preserve the pre eminence of

bis country, and to prevent the sceptre

of the seas passing to Athens, could

have devised no plan of action more
sayaoious and profound than one which
would disperse the Ioiiians, and the

Atiieniai^s themselves, and reduce the

operations of the Or cian force to that

land warfare in which the Spanan pre-

eminence was equally indisputable and
undisputed. And still Pausmii-is, even

in his chauge of nunoer, plotted and
intrigued and hoped for this end.

Could he once sev-r from the encamp-
ment the Athenians and the Ionian

allies, and yet remain with hi* own
force at Byzantium until the Persian

army could collect on the Phrygian
frontier, the way seemed ciear to his

ambition. Under ordinary circum-

stances, in tbis object he might have

succeeded. But it chance 1 th-itall his

schemes were met with invincible mis-

trust by those in whose interest they

were conceived, and on whose co-opera-

tion they depended for success. The
means adopted by Pausanias in pursuit

of his policy were too distasteful to the

national prejudices of the Spartan

government to enable him to elicit

from the national ambition of that

government sufficient sympathy with

the object of it. The more he felt

himself uncompreheiided and mis-

trusted by his countrymen, the more
personal became the character, and the

more unscrupulous the course, of his

ambition. Unhappily for Pausanias

moreover, the circumstances which
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chafed his pride also thwarted the

satisfaction of his affections ; and his

criminal ambition was stimulated by

that less guiity passion which shared

with it the mastery of a sin.ularly

turbulent and impetuous soul. Not
his the love of sleek, gallant, and
wanton youth ; it was toe love of a

man in his mature years, but of a man
to whom love till then had been un-

known. In that large and dark and
stormy nature all passions once admit-

ted took the growth of Titans. He
loved as those long lonely at heart

alone can love ; he loved as lr-ve the

unhappy when the unfamiliar bliss of

the s«eet human emotion descends

like dew upon the desert. To him
CleoDice was a creature wholly out of

the range of experience. Differing in

every shade of her versatile humour
from the only women he had known,
the simple, sturdy, uneducated maids
and matrons of Sparta, her softness

enthralled him, her anger awed. In

his dreams of future power, of an
absolute throne ;>nd unlimited domi-

nion, Pausanias beheld the fair Bvzan-

tine crowned by his ride. Fiercely as

he loved, and little as the sentiment

of love mingled with his passion, he
yet thought not to dishonour a victim,

but to elevate a bride. What though

the laws of Sparta were against such

nuptials, was not the hour approaching

when these laws should be trampled

under bis armed heel ? Since the con-

tract with the Persians, which Gongy-

lus assured him Xerxes would josonsly

and promptly fulfil, Pausanias already

felt, in a soul whose arrogance aro^e

from the consciousness of powers that

bad not yet fouud their field, as if he

were not the subject of Sparta, but her

lerd and king. In his interviews with

Cleoni'-e, his language took a tone of

promise and of hope that at times

lulled her fears, and communicated its

sanguine colourings of the future to

her own dreams. With the elasticity

of youth, her spirits rose from the

solemn despondency with which she

had replied to the reproaches of

Antagoras. For though Pausanias

spoke not openly of his schemes,
though his words were mysterious, and
his replies to her questi ns ambiguous
and equivocal, still it seemed to her,

seeing in him the hero of all Hellas, so
natural that he could make the laws of

Sparta yield to the weight of his

authority, or relax in homage to hia

renown, that she indulged the belief

that his influence would set aside the
iron customs of his country. Was it

too extravagant a reward to the con-

queror of the Mede to suffer him to

select at least the partner of his hearth ?

No, hope was not dead in that young
bieast. Still mi.'ht she be the bride of

him whose glory had dazzled her noble
and sen-itive nature, till the faults

that darkened it were lo*t in the blaze.

Thus insensibly to herself her tones

be ame softer to her stem lover, and
her heart betrayed itself more in her
gentle looks. Yet again were there

times when doubt and alarm returned

with more than their earlier force—
times when, wrapt in his lurid and
absorbing ambition, Pau;anias_escaped

from his usual suppressed reserve

—

times when she recalled that night in

which she had witnessed his interview

with the strangers of the East, and
had trembled lest the altar should be
kindled upon the ruins of his fame.

For Cleonice was wholly, ardently,

sublimely Greek, filled in each crevice

of her soul with its lovely poetry, its

beautiful superstition, its heroic free-

dom. As Greek, she had loved

Pausanias, seeing in him the lofty in-

carnation of Greece itself. The des-

cendant of the demigod, the champion
of Plataei, the saviour of Hellas-
theme for song till song should be no
more— these attributes were what she

beheld and loved ; and not to have
reigned by his side over a world would

she have welcomed one object of

that evil ambition which renounced
the loyalty of a Greek for the suprem-

acy of a king.

Meanwhile, though Antagoras had,

with no mean degree of generosity,

relinquished his suit to Cleonice, he

detected with a jealous vigilance the con-
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inued vi-its of Pausanias, and burned
with inc easing hatred against his

favoured and powerful rival. Though,

in common with all the Greeks out of

the Peloponnesu*, he was very imper-

fectly acquainted with the Spartan
constitution, be could not be blimied,

like Cleonice, into the belief that a
law so fundamental in Sparta, and so

general in all the primitive States of

Greece, as that which forbade inter-

marriage with a foreigner, could be

cancelled for the Re_ent of Sparta, and

in favour of an obscure maiden of

Byzantium. Every visit Pausanias

paid to Cleoni'e but served in h s eyes

as a prelu-le to her ultimate dishonour.

He lent himself, therefore, with all the

zealot his vivacious and ardent char-

acter, to the de-ign of remo ing Pausa-

nias himself from Byztntium. He plot-

ted with the imp'acable Uliades an d the

other Ionian captains to send to Sparta

8 formal mission stating their griev-

ances ayainst the Recent, and ur^ina;

his recall. But the altered manner of

Pausanias deprived them of their just

pretext ; and the Ionians, more and

more under the influence of the

Athenian chief, were disinclined to so

extreme a measure without the consent

of Aristidea and (Jimon. These two
chiefs were not passive spectators of

affairs so critical to their ambition for

Athens—they penetrated into the mo-
tives of Pausanias in the novel courtesy

of demeanour that he adopted, and
they foresaw that if he could succeed

in wearing away the patience of the

allies an 1 dispersing the fleet, yet with-

out gi i ing occasion for his own recall,

the golden opportunity of securing to

Athens the maritime ascendancy would

be lost. They resolved, therefore, to

mak? the occasion which the wiles of

the Regent hal delayed; and towards

this object Antagoras, moved by bis

own jealous hate against Pausanias,

worked incessantly. Fearless and vigi-

lant, he was ever on the watch for

some new charge against the Spartan
chief, ever relentless in stimulating

suspicion, aggravating discontent,

inflaming the tierce, and arguing with

the timid. His less exalted station

allowed him to mix more familiarly

with the various Ionian officers than

would have be ome the high-boia

Cimon, and the dignified refute of

Aristides. Seeking to distract his

mind from the haunting thought of

Cleonice, he flung himself with the

ardour of his Greek temperament into

the social pleasures, which took a zest

from the desigu that he carried into

them all. In the banquets, in the

sp rts, he was ever seeking to increase

th - enemies of his rival, and where he
charmed a gay compan ; on, there he
often enlisted a bold conspirator.

Pausanias, the unconscious or the

careless object of the Ionian's jealous

hate, could not resist the fatal charm
of Cleonice's pr< sence ; and if it some-
times exasperated the more evil ele-

ments of his nature, at other times it

so lulled them to rest that had the

Fates given him the rightful claim to

that single treasure, not one guilty

thought might have disturbed the

majesty of a soul which, though un-

disciplined and uncultured, owed half

its turbulence and half its rebellious

pride to its baffled yearnings for human
affection and natural joy. And Cleo-

nice, unable to shun the visits which
her weak and covetous father, despite

his promised favour to the suit of

Antagoras, still encouraged ; and feel-

ing her honour, at least, if not her

peace, was secured by that ascendancy

which, with each successive interview

between them, her character more and
more asserted over the Spartan's

higher nature, relinquished the tor-

menting levity of tone whereby she

had once sought to elude bis earnest-

ness, or conceal her own sentiments.

An interest in a fate so solemn, an
interest far deeper than mere human
love, stole into her heart and elevated

its instincts. She recognized the im-

mense compassion which was due to

the man so desolate at the head of

armaments, so dark in the midst of

glory. Centuries roll, cistoms change,

but, ever since the time of the earliest

mother, woman yearns to be the soother.
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CHAPTER Vi,

It •was the hour of the day when be-

tween the two principal meals of the

Grteks men sum ndered themselves to

idleness or pleasure ; when groups

formed in the market place, or crowded

the barbers' shops to gossip and talk of

news ; when the tale-teller or ballad-

singer collected round him on the

quays his credulous audience ; when on

piavgrounds that sttetched behind the

taverns or without the walls the more

active youths assembled, and the quoit

was hurled, or mimic battles waged

with weapons of wood, or the Dorians

weaved their simple, the Ionians their

more intricate or less decorous, dances.

At that hour Lysander, wandering

from the circles of his countrymen,

walked musingly by the sea-shore.

" And why,'' said the voice of a per-

son who had approached him unper-

ceived, "and why, Lysander, art

thou absent from thy comrades, thou

model and theme of the youths of

Sparta, foremost in their manly sports,

as in their martial labours ?
"

Lysander tinned and bowed low his

graceful head, for he who accosted him
was scarcely more honoured by the

Athenians, whom his biith, his wealth

and his popular demeanour dazzhd,

than by the pliin sons of Sparta, who,

in his simple garb, his blunt, and hasty

manner, hispioiessed admiratienfor all

things Spartan, beheld one Athenian

at least congenial to their tastes.

"The child that misses its mother,"

answered Lysander, " has small joy

with its playmates. And I, a Spartan,

pine for Sparta.''

"Truly," returned Cimon, "there

must be charms in thy noble country

of which we other Greeks know but
li't'e, if amidst all the luxuries and
delights of Byzmtium thou canst pine
for her rugged hills. And although, as
thou knowest well, I was once a
sojourn- r in thy city as ambassador
from my own, yet to foreigners so
little of the inner Spartan life is

revealed, that I pray thee to satisfy my
curiosity and explain to me the charm
that reconciles thee and thine to insti-

tutions which seem to the Ionians at

war with the pleasures and the graces

of social lite. "
*

"111 can the native of one land
explain to the son of another why he
loves it," returned Lysander. "That
which the Ionian calls pleasure is to

me but tedious vanity ; that which he
calls grace is to me but enervate levity.

Me it pleases to find the day, from

* Alexander, King of Macedon, had
visited the Athenians with overtures of
peace and alliance from Xerxes and Mar-
domus. These overtures were confined
to the Athenians alone, and the Spartans
were feanul lest they should be accepted.
The Athenians, however, generously re-

fused them. Gold, said they, hath no
amount, earth no territory how beatiful
scever that could tempt the Athenians to
accept conditions from the Mede for the
servitude of Greece. On this the Persians
invaded Attica, and the Athenians, after
waiting in vain for promised aid from
Sparta, took r^fnge at Salamis. Mean-
while, they had sent messengers or am-
bassadors to Sparta, t remonstrate n
the violation of their agreement in delay-
iig. succour. Thi- chanced at the very
time when, by the death of hi^ father
Cleombrotus, Pausanias became Regent.
Slowly, and fter much hesitation, the
Spartans s»-nt them aid undtr Pausanias.
Two of the ambassadors were Aristides

i and Cimon.
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sunrise to nLlit, full of occupations

that leave no languor, that employ, but
not excite. For the morning, oor

gymnasia, our
#

military games, the

chase—diversions that brace the limbs

and leave us in peace fit for war

—

diversions, which, unlike the brawls of

tie wordy Ag >ra, bless us with the

calm mind and c!etr spirit resulting

from vigorous habits, and ensuring

jocund health. Noon brings our

simple feast, shared in public, en-

livened by jest ; late at eve we col'ect

in our Lescbae, and the winter nights

seem short, listening to the old men's
talk of our sires and heroes. To us

life is one serene yet active holiday.

No Spartan condescends to labour, yet

no Spartan can womanise himself by
ease. For us, too, differing from you
Ioniaa Greeks, for us women are com-
panions, not slaves. Man's youth is

passed under the eyes and iu the pre-

sence of those from whom he may
select, as hi-< heart inclines, the future

mother of his children. Not for us

your ftverish and miserable ambitions,

the intrigues of demagogues, the drud-

gery of the mart, the babble of the

populace ; we alone know th- quiet re-

pose of heart. That which I see

everywhere else, the gnawing strife of

passion, visits not the stately calm of

the Spartan life. We have the
leisure, not of the body alone, but of

the soul. Equality with us is the all

in all, and we know not that jealous

anguish—the desire to rise one above

the other. We busy ourselves not in

making wealth, in ruling mobs, in

ostentatious rivalries of state, and
gaud, and power—struggles without an
object. When we struggle it is for an

end Nothing moves us from our

calm but danger to Spaita, or woe to

Hellas. Harmony, peace, and order

—these are the graces of our social

life. Pity us, Athenian I

"

Cimon had listened with profound

attention to a speech unusually prolix

and descriptive for a Spartan ; and he

s ; ' ed deeply as it closed. For that

you j, Athenian, destined to so re-

nowned a place in the history of his

country, was, despite his popular man-
ners, no favourer of the popular pas-

sions. Lofty and calm, and essentially

an aristocrat by nature and opinion,

this picture of a life unruffled by the

res'less changes of democracy, safe and
aloof from the shifting humours of the

multitude, charmed and allured him.

He forgot for the moment those counter

pr.ipeu?ities which made him still

Athenian—the taste for magnificence,

the love of women and the desire of

rule. His busy schemes slept within

him, and he answered :

" Happy is the Spartan who thinks

with you. Yet," he added, after a
pause, "yet own that there are

amongst you many to whom the life

you describe has ceased to proffer the

charms that enthrall yoo, and who
envy the more diversified and exciting

existence of surrounding States. Ly-
sander's eulogiums shame his chief

Pausanias."
" It is not for me, nor for thee,

whose years scarce exceed my own, to

judge of our ehiers in renown," said

Lysander, with a slight shade over his

calm brow. " Pausanias will surely

be found still a Spartan, when Sparta
needs him ; and the heart of the

neracleid beats under the robe of the

Mcie."
" Be frank with me, Lysander

;

thou knowest that my own countrymen
often jealously accuse me of loving

Sparta too well. I imitate, say they,

the manners and dress of the Spartan,

as Pausanias those of the Mede. Trust

me then, and bear with me, when I

say that Pausanias ruins the cause of

Sparta. If he tarry here longer in

the command he will render all the

allies enemies to tby country. Already
he has impaired his fame and dimmed
his laurels ; already, despite his pre-

texts and excuses, we perceive that

his whole nature is corrupted. Recall

him to Sparta, while it is yet lime

—

time to reconcile the Greeks with

Sparta, time to save the hero of Plataea

from the contaminations of the East,

Preserve his own glory, dearer to thee

aa his special friend than to all men.
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yet clear to me, though an Athenian,

fron the numory of the deeds which
delivered Hellas."

Cimon spoke with the blunt and
candid eloquence natural to him, and
to which his manly countenance and
earnest tone and character for truth

gave singular effect.

L\s<nder remained long silent. At
length he said, " I neither deny nor

assent to thine arguments, son of Mil-

tiades. The Ephors alone can judge of

their wisdom."
"But if we address them, by mes-

sage, to the Ephors, thou and the

nob'er Spartans will not resent our

remonstrances ?

"

" All that injures Pausanias Ly-

sander will resent. Little know I of

the fables of poets, but Homer is at

least as familiar to the Dorian as to

the Ionian, and I think with him that

between friends there is but one love

and one anger."
" Tben are the frailties of Pausanias

dearer to thee than his f.tme, or Pau-
saniis himself dearer to thee than
Spatta—the erring brother than the

venerable mother ?
"

Ly Sander's voice died on his lips;

the reproof struck home to him. He
turned away his face, and with a slow

wave of his hand seemed to implore

forbearance. Cimon was touched by
the action and the generous embarrass-

ment of the Spartan ; he saw, too,

th.it he had left in the mind he had
addressed thoughts that might work as

he had designed, aDd he judged by the

effect produced on Lysander what in-

fluence the same arguments might
f fleet addressed to others less under
the control of personal friendship.

Therefore, with a few gentle words, he
turned aside, continued his way, and.

left Lysander alone.

Entering the town, the Athenian
threaded his path through some of the

narrow lanes and alleys that wound
fiom the quays towards the citadel,

avoiding the broader and more fre-

quented streets. The course he took

was such as rendered it little probable

that he should encounter any of the

higher classes, and especially the

Spartans, who from their constitu-

tional pride shunned the resorts of the

populace. But as he -came nearer the

citadel stray Helots were seen at times,

emerging from the inns and drinking

houses, and these stopped short and
inclined low if they caught sight of

him at a distance, for his hat and staff,

his majestic stature, and composed
s ep, made them take him for a
Spartan.

One of these slaves, however, emerg-
ing suddenly from a bouse close by
which Cimon passed, recognized him,
and retreating within abruptly, entered

a room in which a man sat alone, and
seemingly in profound thought ; his

cheek rested on one hand, with the
other he leaned upon a small lyre, his

ejes were bent on the ground, and he
started, as a man does dream -like from
a reverie, when the Helot touched him
and said abruptly, and in a tone of

surprise and inquiry

—

"Cimon, the Athenian, is ascending

the hill towards the Spartan quarter."

''The Spartan quarter! Cimon!"
exclaimed Alcman, for it was he.
" Give me thy cap and hide."

Hastily enduing himself in these

rough garmprts, and drawing the cap
over his face, the Mothon hurried to

the threshold, and, seeing the Athe-
nian at the distance, followed his foot-

steps, though with the skill of a man
used to ambush he kept himself un-
seen-—now under the projecting roofs

of the houses, now skirting the wall,

which, heavy with buttresses, led

towards the outworks of the citadel.

And with such success did he pursue
his track that when Cimon paused at

last at the place of his destination,

and gave one vigilant and searching

glance around him, he detected no
living form.

He had then reached a small space

of tableland on which stood a few
trees of great age—all that, time
and the encroachments of the citadel

and the town had spared of the sicred

grove which formerly surrounded a
rude and primitive temple, the grey



PAUSANIAS, THE SPARTAN. 81

columns of which gleamed through the

heavy foliage. Passing with a slow

and cautious step, under the thick

shadow of thes-e trees, Cimon now
arrived before tbe open door of the

temple, placed at the east so as to

admit the first beams of the rising sun.

Through the threshold, in the middle

of the fane, the eye rested on the

statue of Apollo, raised upon a lofty

pedestal and surrounded by a rail—

a

statue not such as the later genius of

the Athenian represented the god of

light, and youth, and beauty ; not

wrought from Parian marble, or

smoothest ivory, and in the divine^t

proportions of the human form, hut

rude, formal, and roughly hewn from

the wood of the yew-tree—some early

effigy of the god, made by the simple

piety of the first Dorian colonizers of

Byzantium. Three forms stood mute
by an altar, equally homely and
ancient, and adorned with horns, placed

a little apart, and considerably below

the statue.

As the shadow of the Athenian, who
halted at tbe threshold, fell long and
dark along the floor, tbe figures turned

slowly, and advanced towards him.

With an inclination of his head Cimon
retreated from the temp'e ; and, look-

ing round, saw abutting from the rear

of the building a small cell or chamber,

which doubtless in former times had
served some priestly purpose, but now,

doorless, empty, desolate, showed tbe

utter neglect into which the ancient

shrine of the Dorian god had fallen

amidst the gay and dissolute Byzan-

tians. To this cell Cimon diiected

his steps ; the men he had seen in the

temple followed him, and all four, with

brief and formal greeting, seated them-
selves, Cimon on a fragment of some
broken column, the others on a bench

that stretched along the wall.

"Peers of Sparta," said the Athe-

nian, "ye have doubtless ere this

revolved sufficiently the grave matter

which I opened to you in a former

conference, and in which, to hear your
decision, I seek at your appointment
these sacred precincts."

"Son of Miltiades, ' answered the

blunt Polydorus, "you in'oiro us that

it is the intention of the Athenians to

despatch a messenger to Sparta de-

manding the instant recall of Pausanias.

You ask us to second that request.

But without our aid the Athenians are

masters to do as they will. Why
should we abet your quarrel against

the Regent ?
"

" Fiiend," replied Cimon, "we, the

Athenians, confess to no quarrel with
Pausanias ; what we demand is to

avoid all quarrel with him or your-

selves. Tou seem to have overlooked

my main arguments Permit me to

re-urge th»-m briefly. If Pausanias

remains, the allies have resolved openly

to revolt ; if you, the Spartans, assist

your chief, as methinksyou needs must
do, you are at occe at war with tho

rest of the Greeks. If you desert him
you leave Hellas without a chief, and
we will choose one of our own. Mean-
while, in the midst of our dissensions,

the towns and states well affected to

Persia will return to her sway ; and
Persia herself falls upon us as no longer

an united enemy but an easy prey.

For the sake, therefore, of Sparta and
of Greece we entreat you to co-operate

with us ; or rather, to let the recall of

Pausanias be effected more by the wise
precaution of the Spartans than by the
fierce resolve of the other Greeks. So
you save best the dignity of your
State, and so, in reality, you best serve

your chief. For less shameful to him
is it to be recalled by you than to be
deposed by us."

" I know not," said Gelon, surlily,

" wbat; Sparta hath to do at all with
this foreign expedition ; we are safe in

our own defiles."

"Pardon me, if I remind you that
you were scarcely safe at Thermopylae,

and that had the advice Demaratua
proffered to Xerxes been taken, and
that island of Cithera, which commands
Sparta itself, been occupied by Persian

troops, as in a future time, if Sparta
desert Greece, it may be, you were un.

done And, wisely or not, Sparta i

now in command at Byzantium, and it

O
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behaves her to maintain, with the

dignity she assumes, the interests she

rei resents. Grant that Pausanias be

recalled, another Spartan can succeed

him. Whom of your countrymen

would you prefer to that high post, if

you, Peers, aid us in the dismissal

of Pausanias ? " *

* This chapter was left un6nished by the author
; probably with the Intention of

recasting it. Such an intention, at least, is Indicated by the marginal marks upon
the MS.—Lb
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CHAPTEB L

Thk fountain sparkled to the noonday,

the sward around it was sheltered from

the sun by vines formed into shadowy
arcaeds, with interlaced leaves for

roof. Afar through the vistas thus

formed gleamed the blue of a sleeping

sea.

Under the hills, or close by the

margin of the fountain, Cleonice was

seated upon a grassy knoll, covered

with wild flowers. Behind her, at a
little distance, grouped her handmaids,

engaged in their womanly work, and
occasionally conversing in whispers.

At her feet reposed the grand form of

Pausanias. Alcman stood not far

behind bim, his hand resting on his

lyre, his gaze fixed upon the upward
jet of the fonntain.

" Behold," said Cleonice, "how the

water soars up to the level of its

source !

"

" As my soul would soar to thy

love," said the Spartan amorously.
" As thy soul should soar to the

stars. son of Hercules, when I

htar thee burst into thy wild flights of

ambition, I see not thy way to the

stars."

" Why dost thou ever thus chide

the ambition which may give me
thee?"
"No, for thou mightest then be as

much below me as thou art now above.

Too humble to mate with the Hera-

cleid, I am too proud to stoop to the

Tributary of the Mede."
" Tributary for a sprinkling of water

and a handful of earth. Well, my
pride may revolt, too, from that tri-

bute. But, alas I what is the tribute

Sparta exacts from me now?—persona

liberty—freedom of soul itself." The
Mede's Tributary may be a king over

millions ; the Spartan Regent, is a
slave to the few."

"Cease—cease—cease. I will not

hear thee," criad Cleonice, placing her

bands on her ears.

Pausanias gently drew them away
;

and holding them both captive in the

large clasp of his own right hand,

gazed eagerly into her pure, unshrink-

ing e\es

"Tell me," he said, "for in much
thou art wiser than I am, unjust

though thou art. Tell me this. Look
onward to the future with a gaze as

steadfast as now meets mine, and say

if thou canst discover any path, except
that which it pleases thee to condemn,
which may lead thee and me to the

marriage altar !

"

Down sank those candid eyes, and
the virgin's cheek grew first rosy red,

?.n i then pale, as if every drop of

blood had receled to the heart.

"Speak !
" insis'ed Pausanias, soften-

ing his haughty voice to its meekest
tone.

" I cannot see the path to the altar,"

murmured Cleonice, and the tear? rolled

down her cheeks.
" And if thou seest it not, " returned

Pausanias, " art thou brave er oagh to

say—Be we lost to each other for life ?

I, though man and Spartan, am not

brave enough to say that!
"

He released her hands as he spoke,

and clasped his own over his face.

Both were long silent.

Alcman had for some moments
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watched the lovers with deep interest,

and had caught into his listening ears

the purport of their words. He now
raised his lyre, and swept his hand
over the chords. The touch was that

of a master, and the musical sounds

produced their effect on all. The
handmaids paused from their work.

Cleonice turned her eyes wistfully

towards the Mothon. Pausanias drew
his hands from his face, and cried

joyously, "I accept the omen. Foster-

brother, I have heard that measure to

a Hymeneal Song. Sing us the words

that go with the mel"d\."

"Nay," said Alcm->n gently, "the
wordsare not those which are sung before

you'h and maiden when they walk over

perishing flowers to bridal altars.

They are the words which embody a

legend of the land in which the heroes

of old dwell, removed from earth, yet

preserved from Hades."
" Ab,'' said Cleonice—and a strange

expression, calmly mournful, settled

on her features— "then the words

may haply utter my own thoughts.

Sins: them to us, I pray thee."

The Mothon bowed his head, and
thus began :—

THE ISLE OF SPIRITS.

Many wonders on the ocean
By the moonlight may be seen

;

Under moonlight on the Euxine
Rose the blessed silver isle,

As Leostratus of Croton,
At the Pythian God's behest,

Steer'd along the troubled water*
To the tranquil spirit land.

In the earthquake of the battle,

When the Locrians reel'd before

Croton's shock of marching iron,

Strode a Phantom to their van

:

Strode the shade of Locrian Ajax,
Guarding still the native soil,

And Leostratus, confronting,
Wounded fell before the spear.

Leech and herb the wound could heal not

;

Said the Pythian God. " Depart,
Voyage o'er the troubled Euxine
To the tranquil spirit-land,

"There abides the Locrian Ajax,
He who gave the wound shall heal

;

Godlike souls are in their mercy
Stronger yet than In their wrath."

While at ease on lulled waters
Rose he blessed silver isle,

Purple vines iu lengthening vistas
Knit the hilltop to the beach.

And the beach had sparry caverns.
And a floor of golden sands,

And wherever soared the cypress,
Underneath it bloomed the rose.

Glimmered there amid the vine trees,

Thoro' cavern, over beach,
LifeUke shadows of a beauty
Which the living know no more,

Towering statues of great heroes,
They who fought at Thebes and Troy

And with looks that poets dream of

Beam'd the women heroes loved.

Kingly, forth before their comrades,
As the vessel touch'd the shore,

Came the stateliest Two, by Hymen
Ever hallowed into One.

As He strode, the forests trembled
To the awe that crowned his brow :

As She stepped, the ocean dimpled
To the ray that left her smile.

" Welcome hither, fearless warrior 1

"

Said a voice in which there slept
Thunder-sounds to scatter armies^
As a north-wind scatters leaves.

" Welcome hither, wounded sufferer,"

Said a voice of music low
As the coo of doves that nestle

Under summer boughs at neon.

" Who are ye, O shapes of glory?"
Ask'd the wondering living man :

Quoth the Mau-ghost, " This is Helen,
And the Fair is for the Brave.

" Fairest prize to bravest victor ;

Whom doth Greece her bravest deem f
'

Said Leostratus, " Achilles :
"

" Bride and bridegroom then are we."

" Low I kneel to thee, Pelides,

But, O marvel, she thy bride,

She whose guilt unpeopled Hellas,

She whose marriage lights fired Troy?"

Frown'd the large front of Achilles,

Overshadowing sea and sky,

Even as when between Olympus
And Oceanus hangs storm,

" Know, thou dullard," said Pelides,
" That on the funereal pyre

Earthly sins are purged from glory
And the Soul is as the Name."

If to her in life—a Paris,

If to me in life—a slave,

Helen's mate is here Achilles,

Mine—the sister of the stars.
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Nought of her survives but beauty,
Nought of me survives bat fume

;

Here the Beautifi 1 and Famous
Intermingle evermore.

Then throughout the Blessed Island
Sang aloud the Race of 1 ight,

" Know, the Beautiful and Famous
Marry here for evermore I

"

" Thy song bears a meaning deeper

than its word*," said Pau-aoiaa ;
" but

if that menu ng be consolation, I com-

prehend it not.

"

" I do." said Cleouice. " Singer. I

pray thee draw near. Let us talk of

what my lost mother said was the

favourite theme of the grander sages

of Mile'us. Let us talk of -what lies

afar and undiscovered amid waters

more troubled than the Euxine. Let

us speak of the Land of Souls."
" Who ever returned from that land

to tell us of it?" said Pansan'as.
" Voyagers that never voyaged thither

save in song."
" Son of Cleombrotus," said Alcman,

"hast thou not heard that in one of

the cities founded by thine ancestor,

Heicu'es, and named after his own
name, there yet dwells a Priesthood

that can summon to living eyes the

Phantmsof the Dead?"
" No," answered Pausanias, with

the credulous wonder common to ea.er

natures which Philosophy has not with-

drawn from the realm of superstition.

"But," asked Cleonice, "does it

need the Necromancer to convince us

that the soul does not perish when the

breath leaves the lips ? If I judge the

burthen of thy song aright, thou art

not, sineer, uninitiated in the divine

and consoling doctrines which, ema-

nating, it is sa'd, from the schools of

Miletus, establish the immortality of

the soul, not for Demigods and Heroes

only, but for us all ; which imply the

soul's puiification from earthly sins, in

some regions less chilling and station-

ary than the sunless and melancholy

Hades."
Alcman looked at the girl sur-

prised.

" Art thou not, maiden," said he,

"one of the many female disciples

whom the successors of Pythagoras the

Samian have enrolled ?"

"Nay," said Cleonice, modestly;
" but my moth-r had listened to great

teachers of wisdom, and I speak im-

perfecta the thoughts I have heard

her utter when she told me she had no
terror of the grave."

" Fair Byzantine," returned the

Mothon, while Pau>anias, hani"g his

upraised face on his hand, lisiened

mutely to therms new to his mind and
foreign : o his Spartan culture "Fair
Byzantine, we in Lacedae'non, whether

free or enslaved, are not educated to

the subtle learning which distinguishes

the intellect of Ionian Sages. But
I, born and licensed to be a p"et, con-

verse eagerly with all who swell the

stores which enrich the treasuie-ho^se

of song. And thus, since we have

left the land of Sparta, and more
e-pecially in yon city, the centre of

many tribes an'! of many minds, I

have pi eke I up, as it were, desultory

anl scattered notions, which, for want
of a fitti'g t- acher, I bind and arrange

for myseJf as well as I may. And
since the ideas that now float through

the atmosphere of Hellas are not con-

fined to the great, nay, perhaps are

less visib'e to them than to those

whose eyes are not riveted on the

absorbing substances of ambit'on and
power, so I have learned something, I

know not how, save that I have listened

and refleced. And here, where I

have heard what sages conjecture of a

world which seems so far off, but to

which we are so near that we may
reach it in a moment, my interest

might indeed be intense. For what is

this world to him who came into it a
slave ?

"

"Alcman," exclaimed Pausanias,

"the foster-brother of the Heracleid

is no more a slave."

The Mo ! h"n bowed his head grate-

fully, but the expression on his face

retained the same calm and sombre
resignat on.

"Alas," said Cleonice, with the

delicacy of female consolation, "who
in this life is really free! Have



£8 PAUSANIAS, THE SPARTAN.

citizens no thraldom in custom and
law ? Are we Dot all slaves ?

"

"True. All slaves!" murmured
the royal victor. "Envy none,

Alcman. Yet," he continued, gloomily,
" what is the life beyond the grave

which sacred tradition and ancient

so .g holds out to us 1 Not thy silver

island, vain singer, unless it be only

for an early race more immediately

akin to the Gods. Shadows in tbe

(hade are the dead ; at the best

reviving only their habits when on
earth, in phantom-like delusions

;

aiming spectral darts like Orion at

spectral lions ; things bloodless and
pulseless ; existences followed to no
purpose through eternity, as dreams
are through a night. Who cares so to

live again"? Not I."

"Tne sages that now rise around,

and speak oracles different from those

heard at Delphi," said Alcman, "treat

not thus the Soul's immortality. They
be^in by inquiring how creation rose

;

tbey seek to find the primitive element;

what that may be they dispute ; some
say the fiery, some the airy, some the

ethereal element. Their language here

is obscure. But it is a something
which forms, harmonizes, works, and
lives on for ever. And of that some-

thing is the Soul ; creative, harmonious,

active, an element in itself. Out of

its development here, that soul comes
on to a new development elsewhere.

If here the beginning lead to that new
development in what we call virtue, it

moves to light and joy—if it can only

roll on through the grooves it has here

male for itself, in what we call vice

and crime, its path is darkness and
wretchedness."

"In what we call virtue—what we
call vice and crime? Ah," said Pau-

sanias, with a stern sneer, " Spartan
virtue, Alcman, is what a Helot may
call crime. And if ever the Helot rose

and shouted freedom, would he not say,

This is virtue ? Would the Spartan

call it virtue, too, my foster-brother?"

"Son of Cleombrotus," answered
Alcman, "it ia not for me to vindicate

the acts of the master j nor to blame

the slave who is of my race. Yet the

sage definers of virtue distinguish

between the Conscience of a Polity

and that of the Individual Man. Self-

preservation is the instinct of every

community, and all the ordinances

ascribed to Lyurgus are designed to

pieserve the Spartan existence. For
what are the pure Spartan race? s
handful of men established as lords in

tbe midst of a hostile population.

Close by the eyrie thine eag<e fathers

built in the rocks, hung the silent

Amyclae, a city of foes that cost tbe
Spartans many generations to subdue.
Htnce thy State was a camp, its

citizens sentinels ; its children were
I ro tight up from the cradle to support
the stern life to which necessity de-

voted the men. Hardship and priva-

tion were second nature. Not enough
to be brave ; vigilance was equally

essential. Every Spartan life was
precious ; therefore came the cunning
which characterizes tbe Spartan ; there-

fore the boy is permitted to steal, bnt
punished if detected; therefore the
whole Commonwealth strives to keep
aloof from the wars of Greece unless

itself be threatened. A single battle

in a common cause might suffice to

depopulate the Spartan race, and leave

it at the mercy of the thousands that

so reluctantly own its dominion.

Hence the ruthless determination to

crush the spirit, to degrade the class

of the enslaved He!ots ; hence its

dread lest the slumbering brute force

of the Servile find iu its own masses a
head to teach the consciousness, and a
hand to guide tbe movements, of its

power. These are the necessities of

the Polity, its vices are the outgrowth
of its necessities ; and the life that so

galls thee, and which has sometimes
rendered mad those who return to it

from having known another, and the
danger tbnt evermore surrounds the
lords of a suilen multitude, are the
punishments of these vices. Co*"pre-

hendest thou ?

"

" I comprehend."
" But individuals have a conscience

apart from that of the Community,
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Every community has its errors in its

laws. No human laws, how skilfully

soever framed, but give to a national

character defects as well as merits,

merits as well as defects. Craft,

selfishness, cruelty to the subdued,
inhospitable frigidity to neighbours,

make the defects of the Spartan
character. But," addel Alcman,
with a kind of reluctant anguish in

his voice, "the character has its grand

virtues, too, or would the Helots not

be the masters ? Valour indomitable
;

grand scorn of death
;

passi nate

ardour for the State which is so severe

a mother to them ; antique faith in

the sacred altars ; suhlin.e devotion to

what is held to be duty Are these

not found in the Spartan beyond all

the Greeks, as thou s-e-t them in thy

friend Lysauder ; in that soul, stately,

puie, compact in its own firm sub-

stance as a statue within a temple is

in its Parian stone ? But what the

Gods ask from man is virtue in him-
se'f, a?cord ;ng as he comprehends it.

And, therefore, here all societies are

equal ; for the Gods pardon in the

man the faults he shares with his Com-
munity, and ask from him but the

good and the beautiful, such as the

nature of his Community will permit

him to conceive and to accomplish.

Thou knowest that there are many
kinds of music— for instance, the

Doric, the iE >]ian, the Ionian— in

Hellas. The Lydians have their music,

the Phrygians theirs too. The Scyth

and the llede doubtless have their own.

Each race prefers the music it culti-

vates, and finds fault with the rnuii • of

other races. And yet a man who has

learned melody and measure will re-

cognize a music in them all. So it is

with virtue, t'ie music of the human
60ul. It d-ffers in differing races.

But he who lias learned to know what
virtue is can recognize its harmonies,

wherever they be heard. And thus

the soul that fulfils its own notions of

music, and carries them up to its idea

of excellence, is the master soul ; and
in the regions to which it goes, when
the breath leaves the lips it pursues,

the same are set free from the tram-
mels that confined, and the false judg-

ments that marred it here. For then
the soul is no longer Spartan, or Ionian,

Lydian, Median, or Scythian. Escaped
into the upper air, it is the citizen of

universal freedom and universal light.

And hence it does not live as a ghost

in gloomy shades, being merely a pale

memory of things that have passed
away ; but in its primitive being as an
emanation from the one divine prin-

ciple which penetrates everywhere,
vivifies all things, and enjoys in all.

This is what I weave to^ecber from the

doctrines of varying schools ; schools

that collect frr-m the fields of thought
flowers of different kinds which con-

cea 1

, by adorning it, the ligament
that uuites them all : this, I say,

Pausanias, is my conception of the
soul."

Cleonice rose softly and taking from
her bosom a rose, kissed it fer-

vently, and laid it at the feet of the
singer.

" "Were this my soul," cried she, " I
would ask thee to bind it in the
wreath."

Vague and troubled thoughts passed
meanwhile through the mind of the
Heracleid ; old ideas being disturbed

and dislodged, the new ones did not
find easy settlement in a brain occu-

pied with ambitious schemes and a
heart agitated by stormy passions. In
much sup jrstitious, in much sceptical,

as education had made him the one,

and experience but of worldly things

was calculated to make him the other,

he followed not the wing of the philo-

sophy which passed through heights

not occupied by Olympus, and dived

into depths where no Tartarus echoed

to the wail of Cocytus.

After a pause he said in his per-

plexity

:

" Well mayst thou own that no Del-

phian oracle tells thee all this. And
when thou speakest of the Divine

Principle as One, dost thou not, pre-

sumptuous man, depopulate the Halls

of Ida? Nay, is it not Zeus himself

whom thou dethronest ; is not thy
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Divine Principle the Fate which Zeus

himself must ohey ?
"

''There is a young man of Clazo-

mense,'' answered the singer, "named
Anaxagoras, who avoiding all active

life, though of birih the nollest, gives

himself up to contemplation, and
whom I have listened to in the city as

he passed through it, on his way into

Egypt. And I heard him say, 'Fate

is an empty name.'* Fate is blind,

the Divine is All-seeing."

"How!" cried Cleonice. "An
empty name— she 1 Necessity the All-

compelling. ''

The musician drew from the harp

one of the most artful of Sappho's ex-

quisite melo lies.

" What drew forth t l at music ? " he

asked, smiling. " My hand and my
will from a genius not present, not

visible. Was that genius a blind fate ?

no, it was a gran I intelligence. Nature

is to the De ty what my hand and will

are to the unseen genius of the musician.

They obey an intelligence and they

form a music. If creation proce-d

from an intelligence, what we call fate

is but the consequence of its laws.

And Nature operates not in the ex-

ternal world alone, but in the core of

all life ; therefore in the mind of man
obeving only what some supreme in-

telligence has placed there ; therefore

in nun's mind producing music or dis-

cord, ace riling as he has learned the

principles of harmony, that is of grod.

And there be ^ages who declare that

Intelligence and Love are the Same.

Yet, "added the Mothon, with an as-

pect solemnly companionate, "not the

love thou mock e-t by the name f'f Aphro-

dite. No nortil eye hath ever seen

that love within the known sphere, yet

all insensibly feel its reijjn. What
k»eps the world together but affection]

What makes the earth brin; forth its

fruit*, but the kindness which beams
in the sunlight and descends in the

dews? What makes the lioness watch

* Anaxagoras was then between twenty
and thirty years of age.—See Ritter, vol.

ii. , for the sentimeut here ascribed to

him, and a general view of his tenets.

over her cubs, and the bird, with all

air for its wanderings, come back to

the fledglings in its nest ? Strike love,

the conjoiner, from creation, and crea-

tion returns to a void. Destroy love

the parental, and life is born bnt to

perish. Where stop the influence of

love or bow limit its multiform degrees f

Love guaids the fatherland ; crowns
with turrets the walls of the freeman.

What but love binds the citizens of

States together, and frames ami heeds

the laws that submit individual liberty

to the rule ot the common good ? Love

creates, love cements, love enters and
harmonizes all tnings. And as like

attracts like, so love attracts in the

hereafter the loving souls that con-

ceived it here. From the region where

it summons them, its opposites are ex-

cluded. There ceases war ; there

ceases pain. There indeed intermingle

the beautiful and ylorious, but beauty

purified from earthly sin, the glorious

resting from eaithly toi'. Ask ye how
to know on earth where love is_really

presiding? Not in Paphos, not in

Amathus. Wherever thou seest beauty

and good ; wbcever thou seest life,

and that life pervaded with faculties of

joy, there thou seest love ; there thou

shoul'st recognize the Divinity."
' : And where I see misery and hate,"

said the Spartan, " what should I re»

cognise there ?

"

"Master," returned the singer,

" can the good come without a struggle?

Is the beautiful accomp khed without

strife? Recall the tales of primeval

chaos, when, as sang the Ascraean

singer, love first darted into the midst

;

imagine the heave and throe of joining

elements ; conjure up the first living

shapes, born of the fluctuating slime

and vapour. Surely they were things

incomplete, i- forme 1 ghastly frag-

ments of being, as are the dreams of a

manias. Had creative Love stopped

there, and then, standing on the height

of some fair completed world, had
viewed the warring portents, wouldst

thou not have said—But these are the

works of Evil and Hate ? Love did

not stop there, it worked on ; and oat
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of the chaos once ensouled, this glorious

world swung itself into ether, the com-
pleted sister of the stars. Again,
my listeners, contemplate the sculptor,

when the block from the granite shaft

first stands rude and shapeless before

him. See him in his earlier strife with
the obstinate matter—how uncouth
the first outline of limb aud feature

;

unlovelier often in the rugged com-
mencements of shape than when the
dumb mass stood shapeless. If the

sculptor had stoppe I there, the thing

might serve as an image for the savage
of an abominable creed, engaged in the

sacrifice of human flesh. But he
pauses not, he works on. Stroke by
stroke comes from the stone a shape of

more beauty than man himself is en-

dowed with, and in a human temple
stands a celestial image.

"Thus is it with the soul in the

mundane sphere ; it works its way
on through the adverse matter. We
see its work half completed ; we cry,

Lo, this is misery, this is hate—be-

cause the chaos is not yet a perfected

world, and the stone block is not yet a

statue of Apollo. But for that reason

must we pause ?—no, we must work
on, till the victory brings the re-

pose.

"All things come into order from
the war of contraries—the elements
fight and wrestle to produce the wild

flower at our feet ; from a wild flower

man hath striven and toiled to perfect

the marvellous rose of the hundred
leaves. Hate is necessary lor the

energies of love, evil for the activity of

good ; until, I say. the victory is won,
until Hate and Evil are subdued, as

the sculptor subdues the stone ; and
then rises the divine image serene for

ever, and rests on its pedestal in the

Uranian Temple, Lift thine eyes
;

that temple is yonder. Pausanias,

the sculptor's work-room is the
earth."

Alcman paused, and sweeping his

hand once more over his lyre, chanted

as follows :

" Dewdrop that weepest on the sharp-
barbed thorn,

Why dids't thou fall from Day's golden
chalices ?

' My tears bathe the thoni,' said the
Dewdrop,

' To nourish the bloom of the rose.'

" Soul of the Infant, why to calamity
Comest thou wailing from the calm

spirit-source ?

' Ask of the Dew,' said the Infant,
' Why it descends on the thorn I

'

" Dewdrop from storm, and soul from
calamity

Vanish soon- whither f let the Dew
answer thee ;

' Have not my tears been my glory ?

Tears drew me up to the sun.'

" What were thine uses, that thou art
glorified ?

What did thy tears give, profiting earth
or sky ?

' There, to the thorn-stem a blossom,
' Here, to the Iris a tint.'

"

Alcman had modulated the tones of

his voice into a sweetness so plaintiv™

and touching that, when he paused,

the handmaidens had involuntarily

risen and gathered round, hushed and
noiseless. Cleonice had lowered her
veil over her face and bosom ; but the
heaving of its tissue betrayed her baif-

supirssed, gentle sob ; and the proud
n.ournfulness on the Spartan's swarthy
countenance had given way to a soft

composure, melancholy still—but
melancholy as a lulled, though dark
water, over which starlight steals

through disparted cloud.

Cleonice was the first to break the
spell which i ound them all.

"I would to within," she murmured
faintly. '' The snrj, now slanting,

strikes through the vine-leaves, and
blinds me with its glare."

Pausanias appr ached timidly, and
takiug her by tne hand, drew her aside,

along one of the grassy alleys that
stretched onwaid* to the sea.

The handmaidens ta'ried behind to

cluster nearer round the singer. They
forgot he was a slave.
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CHAPTER n.

" Thou art weeping still, Cleonice I

"

Baid the Spartan, "and I have not the

privilege to kiss away thy tears."

"Nay, I weep not," answered the

girl, throwing up her veil ; and her

face was calm, if still sad—the tear

yet on the eyelids, but the smile upon
the lip

—

Saxpvotv yeAaoicra. " Thy
I'nger has learned his art from a
teacher heavenlier than the Pierides,

and its name is Hope."
" But if I understand him aright,"

said Pausanius, "the Hope that in-

spires him is a goddess who blesses us

little on the earth."

As if the Mothon had overheard the

Spartan, his voice here suddenly rose

behind them, singing :

" There the Beautiful and Glorious
Intermingle evermore."

Involuntarily both turned. The
Mothon seemed as if explaining to the

handmaids the allegory of bis marriage

song upon Helen and Achilles, for his

hand was raised on higb, and again,

with an emphasis, be chanted:

" There, throughout the Blessed Islands,
And amid The Race of Light,

Do the Beautiful and Glorious
Intermingle evermore."

"Canst thou Dot wait, if thou so

lovest me? " said Cleonice, with more
tenderness in her voice than it bad
ever yet betrayed to him ; "life is

very short. Hush ! " she continued,

cbeckiug the passionate interruption

that burst from his lips; "I have

something I would confide to thee :

listen. Enow that in my childhood

I had a dear friend, a maiden a few
years older than myself, and she had
the divine gift of trance which comes
from Apollo. Often, gazing into

space, her eyes became fixed, and her

frame still as a statue's ; then a
shiver seized her limbs, and prophecy
broke from her lips. And she told me
in one of these hours, when, as she

said, ' all space and all time seemed
spread before her like a sunlit ocean,'

she told me of my future, so far as its

leaves have yet unfolded from the

stem of my life. Spartan, she prophe-

sied that I should see thee—and—

"

Cleonice paused, blushing, and then

hurried on, " and she told me that

sud enly her eye could follow my fate

on the earth no more, that it vanishtd

out of the time and the space on which

it gazed, and saying it she wept, and
broke into funeral song. And there-

fore, Pausanias, I say life is very short

for me at least
"

" Hold," cried Pausanias ;

(1 torture

not me, nor delude thyself with the

dreams of a raving girl. Lives she

near ? Let me visit her with thee, and
I will prove thy prophetess an im-

postor."

"They whom the Priestho d of

Delphi employ throughout Hellas to

find the fit natures for a Pythoness

heard of her, and heard herself. She
whom thou callest impostor gives the

answer to perplexed nations f rom the

Pythian shrine. But wherefore doubt
her ?—where the sorrow ? I feel none.

If love does rule the worlds beyond,

and does unite souls who love nobly

here, yonder we shall meet, descen-
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dant of Hercules, and human laws will

not part us there."
'• Thou die ! die before me ! thou,

scarcely half my years ! And I be
left here, with no comfort but a singer's

dreamy verse, not even mine ambition !

Thrones would vanish out of earth, and
turn to cinders in thine urn."

"Speak not of thrones," said Cleo-

nice, with imploring softness, "for
the prophetess, too, spake of steps that

went towards a thtone, and vanished

at the threshold of darkness, beside

which sate the Furies. Speak not of

thrones, dream but of glory and Hellas

— of what thy soul tells thee is that

virtue which makes life an Uranian
music, and thus unites it to the eternal

synii hony, as the breath of the single

flute melts when it parts from the

instrument into the great concord of

the ohoir. Knowest thou not that iu

the creed of the Persians each mortal

is watched on earth by a good spirit

and an evil one ? And they who loved

us below, or to whom we have done
beneficent and gent'e deeds, if they go

before us into death, pass to the side

of the good spiiit, and strengthen him
to cave and to bless thee against the

malice of the bad, and the bad is

strengthened in his turn by those whom
we have injured. Wouldst thou have
all the Greeks whose birthright thou

wouldst barter, whose blood thou
wouldst shed for barbaric aid to thy

solitary and lawhss power, stand by the

side of the evil Fiend ? And what
could I do against so many ? What
could my soul do," addded Cleonice

with simple pathos, "by the side of

the kinder spirit I"

Pausanias was whol'y subdued- He
knelt to the girl, he kissed the hem of

her robe, and for the moment ambition,

luxury, pomp, pride fled from his soul,

and left, there only the grateful tender-

ness of the man, and the lofty instincts

of the hero. But just then—was it

the evil spirit that sent him ?—the

boughs of the vine were put aside, and

Gnngylus the Eretrian stood before

them. His black eyes glittered keen

upon Pausanias, who rose from his

knee, startled and d : spleased.

"What brings thee hither, man?"
said the Regent, haughtily.

" Danger," answered Gongylus, in a

hissin; whisper. "Lose not a moment
—come "

"Danger!" exclaimed Cleonice,

tremblingly, and clasping her hands,

and all the human luve at her heart

was visible in her aspect. "Danger,
and to him /"

" Danger is but as the breeze of my
native air," said the Spartan, smiling

;

" thus I draw it in and thus breathe

it away. I follow thee, Gongylus.

Take my greeting, Cleonice—the Good
to the Beautiful. Well, then, keep

Alcman yet awhile to sing thy kind

face to repose, and this time let him
tune his lyre to songs of a more Dorian

strain—songs that show what a Hera-

cleid thinks of danger."

He waved his hand, and the two
men, striding hastily, passed along the

vine alley, darkened its vista for a few
minutes, then vanishing down the

descent to the beach, tbe wide blue

sea again lay lone and still before the

eyes of the Byzantine maid.
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CHAPTER m.

Pausanias and tbe Eretrian halted on

the shore.
" Now sppak," said the Spartan

Regent " Where is the denser?"
" Before thee,'" answered Gongjlus,

and his hand pointed to tbe ocean.
" I see tbe fleet of the Greeks in the

harbour—I see the flag of my galley

above the forest of their masts, I see

detached vessels skimming ahng the

waves hither and thither as in holiday

and sport; but discipline slackens

where no foe dares to show himself.

Eretria", I see no dang, r."

"Yet da"ger is there, and where

danger is tbou shouldst be. I have

learned from my spies, not an hour

since, that there is a conspiracy formed

—a mutiny on the eve of an outbimt.

Thy place now should be in thy

galley."
" My boat waits yonder in that

creek, overspread by the wild shrubs,"

answered Pausanias; "a few strokes

of the oar, and I am where thou seest.

And in truth, without thy summons,

I should have been on board ere sunset,

seeing that on the morrow I have

ordere 1 a general review of the vessels

of the fleet. Was that to be the occa-

sion for the mutiny ?"

"So it is supposed."
" I shall see the faces of the muti-

neers," said Pausanias, with a calm

vi-age, and an eye which seemed to

brighten the very atmosphere. " Thou
ehakest thy head ; is this all ?"

" Thou art not a bi-d—this moment
in one place, that moment, in ctnoiher.

There, with yon arniK.M-nt is tbe

danger thou canst meet*. Bir yonder

sails a danger which thou canst not, I

fear me, overtake."
" Yonder !

' said Pausanias, his eye
following the hand of tbe Eretiian.

"I see naught ^ave the white wing of

a seagull—perchance, by its dip into

the water, it foretells a storm."
" Further off than the seagull, and

seeming smaller than the white spot of

its wing, see t thou nothing ?"

' A dim speck on the farthest

hoi izon, if mine eyes mistake not."
•' The speck of a sail that is bound

to Sparta It carries with it a request

for ttiy recall."

This time the cheek of Pausanias

pa'ed, and his voice slightly faltered

as he said :

" Arr. thou sure of this ?"

" So I hear that the Samian captain,

TJHades, has boasted at noon in the

public baths."

"A Samian!—is it only a Samian
who bath ven' ured to address to Sparta

a comp aint of her Heneral ?"

"From what I could gather," re

plied Gongylus, "the complaint is

more powerfully backed. But 1 have
not as yet heard core, though I c oi-

jecture that Athens has not been silent,

and before the vessel sailed Ionian

captains were seen to come with joyous

faces from the lodgings of Cimon."
The Regent's brow grew yet m^re

troubled. " Cimon, of all the Greeks
out of Lacnia, is the one whose word
would weigh most in Sparta but my
Spartans themselves are not suspected

of privity and connivance in this mis-

sion ?''

" It is not said that they are."



PAUSANIAS, THE SPARTAN. 95

Pausanias shaded his face with his

hand for a moment in deep thought.

Gouyylus continued

—

"If the Ephors recall thee before

the Asian army is on the frontier,

farewell to the sovereignty of Hellas!"

"Ha!" cried Pausanias, "tempt
me not. Think est ihou I need other

tempter than I have here?"—smiting

his breast.

Gongylus recoiled in surprise.
" Pardon me, Pausanias but tempta-

tion is another word for hesitation. I

dreamed not that I could tempt ; I did

not know that thou didst hesitate."

The Spartan remained silent.

"Are not tby messengers on the

road to the great kinjj?- nay. perhaps

alieady ihey have reached him. Dirist

th'>u not say how intolerable to thee

would be life henceforth in the iion

thialdom of Sparta—and now?''

"And now— i forbid thee to ques-

tion me more. Thou hast performed

thy task, leave me to mine.''

He sprang with the spring of the

mountain govt from the craa on which
he stood—over a precipitous chasm,

lighted ou a narrow ledge, from which

a slip of the foot would have been sure

death, another bound yet m r>re fearful,

and his whole weight buna suspended

bv the bough of the ilex which he
grasped with a single hand ; then

fro u bough to bough, from crag to

crag, the Eretrian saw him descending
till he van shed amidst the trees that

dark ned over the fissures at the foot

of the cliff

And before Gongylus had recovered

his amaze at the almost preterhuman
agility and vigour of the Spartan, and
his dizzy sense at the contemplation

of such peril braved by another, a

boat shot into the sea from the green

creek, and he saw Pausanias seated

beside Lysander on one of the benches,

and conversing with him, as if in calm
earnestness, while the ten towets sent

the boat towar s the fleet with the

swiftness of an arrow to its goal.

" Lysander," said Pausanias, "hast
thoo heard that the Ionians have

offered to me the insult of a mis-

sion to the Ephors demanding my
recall?"

"No. Who would tell me of in-

sult to thee ?

"

" But h 'St thou any conjecture that

other Spartans around me, and who
love me less than thou, would approve,

nay, have approved, this embassy of

spies and malcontents ?"

"I think none have so approved.

I fear some would so approve. The
Spartans round thee would rejoice did

they know that the pride of their

armies, the Victor of Plataea, were
once more within their walls."

" Even to the danger of Hellas from
the Mede ?

"

"They w^uld rather all Hellas were

Medised than Pausanias the Hera-

cleid.

"

" Boy, boy," said Pausanias, be-

tween hi- ground teeth, "dost thou
not see toat what is sought is the dis-

grace of Pau-anias the Heracieid ?

Grant that I am recalled from the head

of this armament, and on the charge

ot Ionians, and I am dishonoured in

the eyes of all Greece. Dost thou
remember in the last Olympiad that

when Themistocles, the only rival nov

to me in glory, appeared on the Altis,

assembled Greece ros-e to gre^t and do
him honour ? And if I, deposed, dis-

missed, appeared at the next 01) mpiad,
how would assembled Greece receive

me? Couldst thou not see the pointed

finger and hear the muttered taunt

—

That is Pausanias, whom the Ionians

banished from Byzintium. No, I

must abide here ; I must prosecute the

vast plans which shall dwarf into

shadow the petty genius of Themis-
todes. I must counteract this mis-

chievous embassy to the E| hors. I

must send to them an ambassador of

my own. Lysander, wilt thou go, and
burying in thy bosom thine own Spar-

tan prejudices, deem that thou canst

only serve me by proving the reasons

why I should remain here
;
pleading

for me, arguing tor me, and winning

my suit ?
"

" It is for thee to command and fci

me to obey thee," answered Lysander
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simply. "Is not that the duty of

soldier to chief ? Wbin we converse

as friends I may contend with thee in

speech, When thou sayest, Do this, I

execute thine action. To reason with

thee would be revolt."

Pausanias placed his clasped hands

on the joung man's sboulder, and

leaving them there, impressively

said

—

" I select thee for this mission be-

cause thee alone can 1 trust. And of

me hast thou a doubt?— tell me."
" If I saw thee taking the Persian

gold I should say that the Demon bad

mocked mine eyes with a delus'on.

Never could I doubt, unless— un-

less
"

" Unless what ?
"

"Thouwert standing under Jove's

sky against the arms of Hellas."

"And. then, if some other chief

bade thee raise tby sword against me,

thou art Spartan and wouldst obey ?
"

"lam Spartan, and cannot believe

that I should ever have a cause, or

listen to a command, to raise my
sword against the chief I now serve

and love," replied Ljsander.

Pausanias withdrew his hands from

the young man's broad shoulder. He
felt humbled beside the quiet truth of

that sublime soul. His own deceit

became more black to his conscience.

" Methinks," he said, tremulously, "I
will not send thee after all—and per-

haps the news may be false."

The boat had now gained the fleet,

and steering amidst the crowded tri-

remes, made its way towatds the filiat-

ing banner of the Spartan Serpent.

More immediately round the General's

galley were the vessels of the Pelopon-

nesian allies, by whom he was still

honoured. A welcoming shout rose

from the seamen lounging on their

decks as they caught si^ht of the re-

nowned Heracleid. Cimon, who was
on his own galley at some distance,

heard the shout.

"So Pausanias," he said, turning to

the officers round him, "has deigned
to come on board, to direct, I suppose,

the manoeuvres for to-morrow."
" I believe it is but the form of a

review for manoeuvres," said an Athe-
nian officer, " in which Pausanias will

inspect the various divisions of the

fleet, and if more be intended, will

give the requisite orders for a subse-

quent day. No arrangements demand-
in" much preparation can be antici-

pate', for Antagora*, the rich Chian,

gives a great banquet this day—

a

supper to the principal captains of the

Isles."
" A frank and hospitable reveller is

Antagoias," answered Cimon. "He
would have extended his invitation to

the Athenians—me included—but in

their name I declined."

"May I ask wherefore?" said the
officer who had before spoken. " Cimon
is not held averse to wine-cnp and
myrtle-bough."

"But things are said over some
wine-cups and under some myrtle-

boughs,'' answered Cimon, with a
quiet laugh, "which it is imprudence
to hear and would be treason to re-

peat. Sup with me here on deck,

friends—a supper for sober companions
—sober as the Laconian Syssitia, and
let not Spartans say that our manners
are spoilt by the luxuries of Byzan-
tium.'*
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CHAPTER IV.

Is an Immense peristyle of a house

•which a Byzantine noble, ruined by

lavish extravagance, had been glad to

cede to the accommodation of Anta-

goras and other officers of Chios, the

young rival of Pausanias feasted the

chiefs of the iEgean. However modern
civilization may in some tbiogs surpass

the ancient, it is certainly not in luxury

and splendour. And although the

Hellenic States had not, at that period,

aimed at the pomp of show and the

refinements of voluptuous pleasure

•which preceded their decline, and

although they never did carry luxury

to the wondrous extent which it

reached in Asia, or even in Sicily, yet

even at that time a wealthy sojourner

in such a city as Byzantium could com-

mand an entertainment that no

monarch in our age would venture to

parade before royal guests, and sub-

mit to the criticism of tax-paying

eubjects.

The columns of the peristyle were of

dazzling alabaster, with their capitals

richly gilt. The space above was roof-

less ; but an immense awning of

purple, richly embroidered in Persian

looms—a spoil of some gorgeous Mede
—shaded the feasters from the summer
sky. The couches on which the ban-

queters reclined were of citron wood,

inlaid with ivory, and covered with

the tapestries of Asiatic looms. At
the four corners of the vast hall played

four fountains, and their spray

sparkled to a blaze of light from
colossal candelabia, in which burnt

perfumed oil. The guests were not

assembled at a single table, but in

small groups ; to each group its tripod

of exquisite workmanship. To that

feast of fifty revellers no less than

seven'y cooks bad contributed the

inventions of their art, but under one
great master, to whose care the ban-

quet had been consigned by the liberal

host, and who ransacked earth, sky,

and sea for dainties more various than

this degenerate age ever sees arcumu-
lated at a single board. And the epi-

cure who has but glanced over the

elaborate page of Athenseus, must own
with melancholy self-humiliation that

the ancients must have carried the art

of flattering the palate to a perfection

as absolute as the art which built the

Parthenon, and sculptured out of gold

and ivory the Olympian Jove. But

the first course, with its profusion of

birds, flesh, and fishe*, its maivellous

combinations of force 1 meat*, and in-

ventive poetry of sauces, was now over.

And in the interval preceding that

second course, in which gastn nomy
put forth its most exquisite master-

pieces, the slaves began to lemove the

tables, sen to be replaced. Vessels

of flagrant waters, in which the ban-

queters dipped their fingers, were
banded round

;
perfumes, which the

Byzantine marts collected from every

clime, escaped from their precious re-

ceptacles.

Then were distributed the garlands.

With these each guest crowned locks

that steamed with odours ; and in them
were combined the flowers that most
charm the eye, with bud or herb that

most guard from the head the fumes of

wine : with hyacinth and flax, with
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golden asphodel and silver lily, the

green of ivy and parsley leaf was thus

entwined ; and above all the rose, said

to convey a delicious coolness to the

temples on which it bloomed. And
now for the first time wine came to

heighten the spirits and test the charm
of the garlands. Each, as the large

goblet passed to him, poured from the

brim, before it touched his lips, his

libation to the good spirit. And as

Antagoras, rising first, set this pious

example, out from the fmther ends of

the hall, behind the fountains, burst a

concert of flutes, and the great Hellenic

Hymn of the Paean.

As this ceased, the fresh tables ap-

peared before the bai quelers, coverel

with all the fruits in season, and with

those triumphs in confectionery, of

•which honey was the main ingredient,

that well justified the favour in which

the Greeks held the bee.

Then, instead of the pure juice of

the grape, from which the libation had

been poured, came the wines, mixed at

least three parts with water, and deli-

ciou-ly cooled.

Up agam rose Antagoras, and every

eye turned to him.
" Companions,"said the yo'ng Chian,

"it is not held in free States well for

a man to seize by himself upon supreme
authority. We deem that a magistracy

should only be obtained by the votes

of others. Nevertbebss, I venture to

think that the latter plan does not

always ensure to us a good master. I

believe it was by election that we Greeks
have given to ourselves a generalissimo,

not contented, it is said, to prove the

invariable wisdom of that mode of

government ; wherefore this seems an

occasion to revive the good custom of

tyranny. And I propose to do so in

my person by proclaiming myself Sym-
posiari'h and absolute commander in

the Commonwealth here assembled.

But if ye prefer the chance of the

die
"

"No, no," cried the guests, almost

universally ;
" Antagoras, the Syin-

posiarch, we submit. Issue thy laws."
" Hearken then, and obey. First,

then, as to the strength of the wine.

Behold the crater in which there are

three Naiades to one Dionysos. He is

a match for them ; not for more. No
man shall put into his wine more water

than the slaves have mixed. Yet if

any man is so diffiilent of the god that

he thinks three Naiades too much for

him, he may omit one or two, and let

the wine and the water tight it out

upon equal terms. So much for the

quality of the drink. As to quantity,

it is a question to be deliberated here-

after. And now this cup to Zeus the

Preserver."

The toast went round.
" Music, and the music of Lydia 1

"

then shouted Antagoras, and resumed
his place on the couch beside Uliades.

The music proceeded, the wines

circled.

" Friend," whispered Uliades to the

host, " thy father left thee wines, I

know. But if thou givest many ban-

quets like this, I doubt if thou wilt

leave wines to thy son.

"

"I shall die childless, perhaps, " an-

swered the Chian ;" and any friend

will give me enough to pay Charon's

fee across the Styx.

'

"That is a melancholy reflection,"

said Uliades, "and there is no subject

of talk that pleases me less than that

same Styx Why dost thou bite thy

lip, and choke the sigh ? By the Gods

!

art thou not happy 'i

'

"Happy!" repeated Antagoras,

with a bitter smile. "Oh, jesl"
"Good! Cleonice torments thee

no more. I myself have gone through

thy t' ials ; ay, and oftentimes. Seven

times at Samos, five at Rhodes, once

at Miletus, and forty-three times at

Corinth, have I been an impassioned

and unsuccessful lover. Courage ; I

love still."

Antagoras turned away. By this

time the hall was yet more crow.led,

for many not invite I to the supper

came, as was the custom wiuh the

Greeks, to the Symposium ; but these

were all of the Ionian race.
•

' The music is dull without the

dancers,
'

' critd the host. '
' Ho, there t
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Ihf dancing girls. Now would I give

8*1 the rest oi my wealth to see among
these girls one face that vet but for a
moment ciuld make me forget

—

"

" Forget what, or whom ? " said

Uiiades ;
" not Cleonice ?

"

"Man, man, wilt thou provoke me
to strangle thee?" muttered An-
tagoras.

Uiiades edged himself away.

" Ungrateful !
" he cried. "What

are a bundled Byzantine girls to one

tried male friend ?
"

"I will not be ungrateful, Uiiades,

if thou stand by my side against the

Spartan.

"

"Tbou art, then, bent upon this

perilous hazard ?"
'* Bent on driving Pausanias from

Byzantium, or into Ha 'es—yes."
" Touch ! " said Ubades, holding

out his ligbt hand. " By Cypri-, but

these girls dance like the daughters of

(X-eanus ; every step undulates as a
wave."

Ant-igoras motioned to his cup-

bearer. " Tell tie leader of that danc-

ing choir to come hither." The cup-

bearer obeyed.

A man with a solemn air c*me to

the foot of the Cbian's couch, bowing

low. He was an Egyptian—one of

the meanest castes.

' Swarthy friend," said Antagoras,

"didst thou ever bear of the Pyrrhic

dance of the S| artans ?"
'' Surely, of all dances am I teacher

and preceptor.'"
'' Tour girls know it, then ?"

"Somewhat, from having seen it;

but not from practice. 'Tis a male
dance and a 'warlike dance, magnani-
mous, but, in this instance, untutortd,

Chian !

"

"Hist, and listen." Antagoras
whisppred. The Egyptian nodded his

hea'l, returned to the dancing gills,

and when their measure had ceased,

gathered them round him.

Antagoras again rose.

"Companions, we are bound now
to do homage to our masters— the plea-

sant, affable and familiar warriors of

Sparta,"

99

At this the guests gave way to their

applauding laughter.
*' And theretore these delicate maid-

ens will present to us that flawing and
Amathusian dance, wbich the Graces

taught to Spartan sinews. Ho, there !

be in."

The Egyptian had by this time told

the danceis what they were expected to

do ; and they came forward with an af-

fect tion of stern dignity, the burlesque

humour of which delighted all those

lively revellers. And when with aiioit

mimicry their slight arms and mincing

steps mo' ked that grand and masculine

measure so associated with images of

Spartan austerity and decorum, the

exhibition became so tumierously ludic-

rous, that perhaps a Spartan himself

would have been compelled to laugh at

it. But the merrim nt rose to its

height, wben the Egyptian, -who had
withdrawn for a few minutes, re-ap-

peared with a Median robe and mitred

cap, and calling out in his barbarous

African accent, " Way for the con-

queror !
" threw into his mien and

ges r ures all the likeness to Pausanias

himself, which a practised mime and
posture-master could attain. The
laughter of Antagoras alone was not

loud—it was low and sullen, as if sobs

of rage were stifling it ; but his eye

watched the effect produced, and it

answered the end t.e bad in view.

As the dancers now, while the

laughter was at its loudest roar,

van'shed behind the draper ies, the

host rose, and his countenance was
severe and grave—

"Companions, one cap more, and
let it be to Harmodius and Aristogiton.

Let the song in their honour come only

from the lips of free citizens, of our

Ionian comrades. Uiiades, begin. I

pass to thee a myrtle bough ; and under
it I piss a sword."

Then he began the famous hymn
ascribed to Callistratus, commencing
with a clear and sonorous voice, and
the guests repeating each stanza after

him with the enthusiasm wbich the

words usually produced among the

Hellenic republicans

:

h a
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I in a myrtle bough the sword will carry,

As did Harmodius and Aristogiton ;

When they the tyrant slew,

And back to Athens gave her equal laws.

Thou art in nowise dead, best-loved Har-
modius

;

Isles of the Blessed are, they say, thy
dwelling,

There swift Achilles dwells,
And there, they say, with thee dwells
Diomed.

I in a myrtle bough tbe sword will carry,

As did Harmc dim and Aiistogiton,
When to Athene's shrine
They gave their sacrifice—a tyrant man.

Ever on earth for both of you lives glory,

O loved Harmodius, loved Aristogiton,
For ye the tyrant slew,
And back to Athens ye gave equal laws.

When the song had ceased, the dan-

cers, the musicians, the attendant

slaves bad withdrawn from the hall,

dismis-ed by a whispered order from

Antagoras.

He, now standing up, took from his

brows the floral crown, and first sprin-

kling them with wine, replaced the

floTeis by a wreath of poplar. The
assembly, a li tie while before so noisy,

was bushed into attentive and earnest

silence. The action of Antagoras, the

expression of bis countenance, the ex-

clusion of the slaves, prepared all

present for something more than the

convivial address of a Nyrnposiarch.
' Men and Greeks," taid the Chian,

"on the evening before Teucer led his

comrades in exile over the wide waters

to found a second Salamis, he sprinkled

h s forehead with Lyaaan dews, being

ciowned with the poplar leaves—em-
blems of hardihood and contest ; and,

this done, be invited his companions

to dispel their cares for the night, that

their hearts might with more cheerful

hope and bolder courage meet what
tlie morrow might bring to them on

the ocean. I imitate the ancieut

hero, in honour less of him than of the

name of Salamis. We, too, have a
Salamis to remember, and a second

Salamis to found. Can ye forget that,

hail the advice of the Spartan leader

Eurybiades been adopted, the victory

of Salamis would never have been

achieved ? He was for retreat to the

IstHmus ; he was for defending the

Peloponnese, because in the Pelopon-

nesus was the unsocial selfKh Sparta,

and leaving the rest of Hellas to the

armament of Xerxes. Themistoclea

spoke against the ignoble counsel ; the

Spartan raised his staff to strike hiai.

Ye know the Spartan manners. ' Strike

if you will, but hear me,' cried Themis-
tocles. He was heard, Xerxes was
defeated, and Hellas saved. "lam
not Themistocles ; nor is there a Spar-

tan staff to silence free lips. But I

too say, Hear me ! for a new Salamis is

to be won. What was the former Sala-

mis ?—the victory that secured inde-

pendence to the Greeks, and delivered

tbem from tbe Mede and the Medising

traitor, A^ain we must fight a Sala-

mis. Where, ye say, is the Mede ?—
not at Byzantium, it is true, in person ;

but the Medising traitor is here.
1 '

A profound sensation thrilled through

the assembly.

"Enough of humility do the mari-

time Ionians practise when they accept

the hegemony of a Spartan landsman
;

enough of submission do the free citi-

zens of Hellas show when they suffer

the imperious Dorian to sentence them
to punishments only fit for slaves. But
when the Spartan appears in the robes

of the Mede, when the imperious Dorian
places in the government of a city,

which our joint arms now occupy, a
recreant who has changed an Eretriau

birthright for a Persian satrapy ; when
prisoners, made by the valour of all

Hellas, mysteriously escape the care of

the Lacedaemonian, who wears their

garb, and imitates their manners—say,

ye Greeks, ye warriors, if there is

no second Salamis to conquer !

"

The animated words, and the wine
already drunk, produced on the ban-

queters an effect sudden, electrical,

universal They had come to the

hall gay revellers ; they were prepared

to leave the hall stern conspirators.

Their hoarse murmur was as the

voice of the sea before a storm.

Antagoras surveyed them with a

fierce joy, and, with a change of tone,
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thne continued :—"Ye understand me,
ye know already that a delivery is to

be achieved. I pass on: I submit to

your wisdom the mode of achieving it.

While I speak, a swift-sailing vessel

bears to Sparta the complaints of my-
self, of Dliades, and of many Ionian

"captains here present, against the Spar-

tan general. And although the Athe-
nian chiefs decline to proffer complaints

of their own, lest th- ir State, whi h
has risked so much for the common
cause, be suspected of u>-ing the ad-

miration it excites for the purpose of

subserving its ambition, \etCimon, the

yoi.ng son of the great Miltiades, who
has ties of friendship and hospitality

with families of high mark in Sparta,

has been persuaded to add to our pub-

lic statement a private letter to the

effect, tlut speaking for himself, not

in the name of Athens, he deems our
complaints justly founded, and the re-

call of Pausanias exp dient for the

discipline of the armament. But can
we Siy what effect this embassy may
have upin a sullen and haughty govern-

ment : against, too, a rosal descend-

ant of Hercules ; against the general

who at Platrea fl tttered Sparta with a

renown to whi h her absence from
Marathon, and her meditated flight

from Salamis, gave but disputable

pretensions ?"

" And," interrupted Dliades, rising,

" and—if, Antagoras, I may crave

pardon for standing a moment between
tbee and thy guests—and this is not

all, for even if they recall Pausanias,

they may send us another general as

bad, and without the fame which some-
what reconciles our Ionian pride to the

hegemonv of a Dorian. Now, what-
ever my quarrel with Pausanias, I am
less against a man than a principle.

I am a seaman, and against the piin-

ciple of having for the commander of

the Greek fleet a Spartan who does not
know how to handle a sail. I am
an Ionian, and against the principle of

placing the Ionian race under the im-

perious domination of a Dorian. There-

fore I say, now is the moment to

emancipate our blood and our ocean

—

the one from an alien, the other from
a landsman. An I the hegemony of

the Spartan should pass away."
Uliades sat down with an applause

more clamorous than had greeted the
eloquence of Antagoras, for the pride

of race and of special calling is ever

more strong in its impulses than haired

to a single man. And despite of all

that could be said against Pausanias,

still these warriors felt awe for hia

gre itness, and remembered that at

Plata?a, where all were brave, he had
been proclaimed the bravest.

Antagoras, with the quickness of a
repuMican Greek, trained from earliest

youth to sympathy with popular as-

semblies, saw that Dliades had touched
the right key, and swallowed down
with a passionate gulp his personal

wrath against his rival, which might
O! herwise hive been carried too far,

and have lost him the advantage he
had gain-d.

"Rightly and wisely speaks Ulia-

des," said he. " Our cause is that of

our whole race ; and clear has that

true Samian made it to you all,

Ior.ians and captains of the seas, that
we must not wait for the lordly answer
Sparta may return to our embassage.
Ye know that while night lasts we
must return to our several vessels ; an,

hour more, and we shall be on deck.

To-morrow Pausanias reviews the fleet,

and we may be some days before we
return to land, and can meet in con-

cert. Whether to-moirow or later the
occasion for action may present itself,

is a question I would pray you to leave

to those whom you entrust with the
discretionary power to act."

" How act ?
" cried a Lesbian officer.

"Thus would I sugg st," said Anta-
goras, with well dissembled humility

;

" let the captains of one or more
Ionian vessels perform such a deed of

open defiance against Pausanias as

leaves to them no option between death
and success ; having so done, hoist a
signal, and sailing at once to the
Athenian ships, place themselves
under the Athenian leader ; all the

rest of the Ionian captains will then
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follow their example. And tnen, too

numerous and too powerful to be

punished for a revolt, we shall pro-

claim a revolution, and declare that

we will all sail back to cur native

havens unless we have the liberty of

choosing our own hegeraon."

"But." said the Lesbian who had
before spoken, "the Athenians as jet

have held back and declined our over-

tures, and without them we are not

strong enough to cope with the Pelo-

ponnesian allies."

'' The Athenians will be compelled

to protect tbe Ionians, if the Ionians

in sufficient force demand it," said

TJIiartes. "For as we are nought
without them, they are nought with-

out us. Take the course suggested

by Antagoras : I advise it. Ye know
me, a plain man, but I speak not

without warrant. And before the

Spartans can either contemptuously dis-

miss our embassy or send us out ano^ her

geueral, the Ionian will be the mistress

of the Hellenic sea*, and Sparta, the

land of oligarchies, will no more have the

power to nligirchize democracy. Other-
wise, believe me, that power .'he has
now from her hegemony, and tbat power,

whenever it suit hi-r, she will use."

Uliades was chufly popular in tbe

fleet as a rough good seaman, as a
blunt and somewhat vulgar humouiist.

But whenever he gave advice, the

advice carried with it a weight not

always bestowed upon superior genius,

because, from the very commonne-s of

his nature, be reached at the common
sense and the common feelings of those

whom he addressed. He spoke, in

short, what an ordinary man thoi ght
and felt He was a practical man, brave

but not over-audacious, not likely to

run himself or others into idle dangers,

and when he said he had a warrant for

his advice, he w;is believed to speak
from his knowledge of the course which

the Athenian chiefs, Ari^tides and
Cimon, would pursue if the plan recom-
mended were actively executed.

" I am convinced," said the Lesbian.

"And since all are grateful to Athens
for that final stand agaiust the Mede,

to which all Greece owes her liberties,

aDd since the chief of her armaments
here is a man of so modest a virtue,

ami so clement a justice, as we all

acknowledge in AristiHes, fitting is it

for us Ionians to constitute Athens the
maritime soveieign of our race."

" Are ye all of that mind ? " cried

Antagoras, and was answered by the

universal shout, " We are—all
!

'-' or
if the shout was not universal, none
heeded tbe few whom fear or prudence
might keep silent. " All that remains
then is to appoint the captain who
shall hazard the first danger and make
the first signal. For my part, as one
of the electors, I give my vote for

Uliades, and this is my ballot." He
took from his temples the poplar
wreath, and cist it into a silver vase
on the tripod placed before him.

"Uliades by acclamation!" cried

several voices.

" I accept," said the Ionian, " and
as Ulysses, a prudent man, asked for a
colleague in enterprises of danger, so I

ask for a companion in tbe hazard I

undertake, and I select Antagoras."
This choice received the same ap-

plauding acquiescence as that which had
greeted the nomination of the Ionian.

And in the midst of the applause
was heard without the sharp shrill

sound of tbe Phrygian pipe.

"Comrades," said Antagoras, "ye
hear the summons to our ships? Our
boats are waiting at the steps of the
quay, by the Temple of Neptune.
Two sentences moie, and then to sea.

First, silence and fidelity ; the finger

to the lip, the right hand raised to

Zeus Hoikios. For a pledge, here is

an oath. Secondly, be this the signal

:

whenever ye shall see Uliades and
m j self steer our triremes out of the

line in which they may be marshalled,

look forth aud watch breathless, and
the instant you perceive that beside

our fl>igs of Samos and Chios we hoist

the ensign of Athens, draw off from
your stations, aud follow the wake of

our keels, to the Athenian navy.
Then, as the Gods direct us. Hark,
a second time shrills the fife."
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CHAPTER V.

At the very hour when the Ionian

captains were hurrying towards their

boats, Pausanias was pacing his decks

alone, with irregular strides, and
through the cordage and the m 1st- the

starshine came fitfully on his trouhled

features. Long undecided be paused,

as the waves sparkled to the stroke of

oars, and beheld the boats of the

feasters making towards the division

of the fleet in which lay the nav\ of

the isles. Farther on, remote and still,

anchored the ships of Athens. He
clenched his hand, and turned from
the sight.

"To lose an empire," he muttered,

"and without a struggle ; an empire
over yon mutinous rivals, over yon

happy and envied Athens : an empire
—where its limits ?—if Asia puts her

armies to my leao
1

, why should not

Asia be Hellenize 1, rather than Hellas

be within the tribute of the Mede?
Dull—dull stolid S.artal met' inks I

could pardon the slavery thou infliciest

on my life did.-t thou but leave un-

shackled my intelligence. But each

vast scheme to be thwarted, every

thought for thine own aggrandisement

beyond thy barren rocks met and
inexorably baffle 1 by a selfish aphorism,

a cramping saw—'Sparta is wide eno'

for Spartans.'— ' Ocean is the element

of the fickle.'
—'What matters the

ascendancy of Athens ?—it does not

cross the Isthmus.'— 'Venture nothing

where I want nothing.' Why, this is

the soul's prison ! Ah, had I been

born Atheni<n, I had never u'tered a

thought against my country. She and

I would have expanded and aspired

together."

Thus arguing with himself, he at

length confirmed his resolve, and with

a stedfast step entere I his pavilion.

There, not on broidered cushions, but
by preference on the hard floor, wirhout

coverlid, lay Lysander calmly sleeping,

his crimson warlike cloak, weather-

stained, partially wrapt around him
;

no pillow to his head but his own right

arm.

By the light of the high lamp that

stood within the pavilion, Pau>anias
contemplated the slumberer.

"He says he loves me, and yet can
sleep," he murmured bit'erly. Then
seating himself before a table he began
to write, with slowness aod precision,

whether as one not accustomed to the

task or weighrng every word.

When he had ronclu *ed, he again

turn-d his eve* to tie sleeper. " How
tranquil ! Was my sleep ever as

serene ? I will not disturb him to the

last."

The fold of the curtain was drawn
aside, and Airman entered noi.-elessly.

"Thou hast obeyed?" whipered
Pausanias.

' Yes; the ship is ready, ths wind
favours. Has - thou decided?'

" I have," said Pausanias, with com-
pressed lips.

He rose, and touched Lysander
lightly, hut the tou-h sufficed

; the

sleeper woke on the instant, easting

aside -lumber easily as a garment.
" My Pausanias," said the young

Spartan, ' I am at thine orders—shall

I to? Alas ! I rea 1 tiioe ey^, and I

shall leave thee in peril."

"Greater peril in the council of the

Ephors and iu the babbling lips of the
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hoars
- Gerontes, than amidst the meet-

ing of ariLaments. Thou wilt take

this letter to the Ephors. I have said

in it but little ; I have said that I

confide my cause to thee. Iteruemher

that thou insist on the disgrace to me
—the Heracleid, and through me to

Sparta, that my recall would occasion

;

remember that thou prove that my
alleged harshness is but necessary to

the discipline that preserves armies,

and to the ascendancy of Spartan rule.

And as to the idle tale of Persian

prisoners escaped, why thou know est

how even the Ionians could n'ake

nothing of that charge. Crowd all

sail, strain every oar, no ship in the

fleet so swift as that which bears thee.

I care not for the few hours' start the

talebearers have. Our Spartan forms

are slow ; they can scarce have an

auilience ere thou reach. The Gods
speed and guard thee, beloved friend.

With thee goes all the future of

Piusauias."

Lysander grasped his hand in a

silence more eloquent than words, and

a tear fell on that hand which he

clasped. " Be not ashamed of it," he

said then, as he turned away, and,

wrapping his cloak round his face, left

the pavilion. Alcman followed, lowered

a boat from the side, and in a few

moments the Spartan and the Mothon
were on the sea. The boat made to a

vessel clo&e at hand—a vessel builded

in Cyprus, manned by Bithynians; its

sails were all up, but it bore no flag.

Scarcely had Lysander climbed the

deck than it heaved to and fro,

swaying as the anchor was drawn up,

then, riuhting itself, sprang forward,

like a hound unleashed for the chase.

Pausanias with folded arms stood on
the deck of his own vessel, gazing after

it, gazing long, till shooting far beyond

the fleet, far towards the melting line

between sea and sky, it grew less and
lesser, arid as the twilight dawned, it

had faded into space.

Ti.e Heracleid turned to Alcman,
who, after he had conveyed Lysander to

the ship, had regained his master's side.

" What tbinkest thou, Alcman, will

be the result of all this ?

"

"The emancipation of the Helots,"

said the Mothon quietly. "The
Athenians are too near thee, the

Persians are too far. Wouldst thou

have armies Sparta can neither give

nor take away from thee, bind to thee

a race by the strongest of human ties

—

make them see in thy power the

necessary condition of their freedom."

Pau-anias made no answer. He
turned within his pavilion, and flinging

himself down on the same spot from
which he had disturbed Lysander,

said, " Sleep here was so kind to him
that it may linger where he left it. I

have two hours yet for oblivion before

the sun rise."
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CHAPTER VL

If we were enabled minutely to

examine the mental organization of

men who have risked gre*t dangers,

whether by the impulse of virtue or

in the perpetration of crime, we
should probably find therein a large

preponderance of hope. By that pre-

ponderance we should account for those

heroic designs which would annihilate

prudence as a calculator, did not a

sanguine confidence in the results

produce special energies to achieve

them, and thus create a prudence of

its own, being as it were the self-

conscious admeasurement of the divi-

ner strength which justified the

preterhuman spring. Nor less should

we account by the same cause for

that audacity which startles us in

criminals on a colossal scale, which
blinds them to the risks of detecti"n,

and often at the bar of justice, while

the evidences that ensure condemna-
tion are thickening round them, with

the pet suasion of acquittal or escape.

Hope is thus alike the sublime in-

spiier or the arch corrupter ; it is the

foe of tenor, the defier of con-

sequences, the buoyant gamester which

at every loss doubles the stakes, with

a firm hand rattles the dice, ai.d,

invoking ruin, cries within itself,

"How shall I expend the gain ?"

In the character, tbeiefore, of a man
like Pausanias, risking so much glory,

daring so much p-ril, strong in eed

must have been this sanguine motive-

power of human action. Nor is a

large and active development of hope

incompatible with a tempeiament habi-

tually grave and often profoundly

melancholy. For hope itself is often

engendered by discontent. A vigorous

nature keenly susceptible to joy, and
deprived of the possession of the joy it

yearns for by circumstances that sur-

round it in the present, is goaded on
by its impatience and dissatisfaction

;

it hopes for the something it has not
got, indifferent to the things it pos-

sesses, and saddened by the want which
it experiences. And therefore it has
been well said by philosophers, that
real happiness would exclude desire

;

in other words, not only at the gates

of hell, but at the porch of heaven, he
who entered would leave hope behind
him. For perfect bliss is but supreme
content. And if content could say to

itself, "But I hope for something
more,'' it would destroy its own exist-

ence.

From his brief slumber the Spartan
rose refreshed. The trumpets were
sounding near him, and the very sound
brightened his aspect, and animated
his .-pirits.

Agreeably to orders he had given the
night before, the anchor was raised,

the rowers were on their benches, the
libation to the Carnean Apollo, under
whose special protection the ship was
placrd, had been poured forth, and
with the rising sea and to the blare of

trumpets the gorgeous trinme moved
forth from the bay.

It moved, as the trumpets ceased, to

the note of a sweeter, but not less ex-
citing music. For, according to Hel-
lenic custom, to the rowers was allotted

a musician, with whose harmony their

oars, when first putting forth to sea.
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ke t time. And tn this occasion

Alciian superseded the wonted per-

founer by his own more popular song

bnd tlie melody of his richer voice.

Standing by the mainmast, and holding

the large > arp, which was stricken by

the quill its strings being deepened by

a sounding- board, be chanted au Io

Paean to the Dorian god of light and
poesy. The harp at stated intervale

was supported by a burs' of flutes, and
the bin then of the verse was caught

up by the rowers as in chorus. Thus,

far and wide over the shining waves,

went forth the hymn.

Io, Io Paean ! slowly. Song and oar must
chime together

:

Io, Io Psean ! b3T what title call Apollo ?

Clarian ? Xanthian ? Boedromiau ?

Counthss are thy nanus. Apollo.
Io Carnee ! Io Carnee !

By the margent of Eurotas,
'Neath the shadows ot TaUgetus,
Th>-e the sons of Lacedjemon
Nanie Carneus. Io lo!

Io Carnee ! Io CarnSe !

Io, Io Paean ! quicker. Song and voice
must cbime together

:

Io Psean ! Io Paean ! King Apollo, Io, Io

!

Io Carnee !

For thine altars do the seasons
Paint the tributaiy flowers,

Spring th.\ hyacinth restorrs,

Summer greets thee with the rose,

Autumn the blue Cyane mingles
With the coronate of corn,

And in every wreath thy laurel

Weaves its everlasting green.
Io Carnee ! Io Carnee !

For the brows Apollo favours
Spring and winter does the laurel
Weave its everlasting green.

Io, Io Paean ! louder. Voice and oar must
chime together

:

For the brows Apollo favours
Even Ocean bears the laurel.

Io Carnee I Io Carnee I

Io, Io Paean ! stronger. Strong are those
who win the laureL

As the ship of the Spartan com-
mander thus bore out to sea, the other

ve sels of the armament had been gra-

dually forming themselves into a cres-

cent, preserving still the order in which

the allies maintained their several

contributions to the fleet, the Athenian
ships at the extreme end occupying the

right wing, the Peloponnesians massed
together at the left.

The Cbian galleys adjoined the

Samian ; for Uliadts and Antagoras

had contrived that their ship* si.ould

be close to each other, so that they

might take counsel at any moment and
act in concert.

And now when the fleet bad thus

opened its arms as it were to receive

the commander, the great trireme of

Pausanias began to veer round, and to

approach the half-moon of the expanded
armament. On it came, with its

beaked prow, like a falcon swooping

down on some array of the lesser tirds.

From the stern hung a gilded shield

and a crimson pennon. The heavy

armed soldiers in their Spa' tan mail

occupied the centre of the vessel, and

tbe sun shone fuil upon their armour.

"By Pallas the guardian," said

Cimon, "it is the Athenian vessels

that the strategus honours with his

first visit."

And indeed the Spartan galley now
came alongside that of Aristides, the

admiral of the Athenian navy.

Tbe soldiers on board the former

gave way on either side. And a
murmur of admiration circled through

the Athenian ship as Pausanias sud-

denly appeared. For, as if bent that

day on either awing mutiny or con-

ciliating the discontented, the Spartan

chief had wisely laid aside the won-

drous Median robes. He stood on her

stern in the armour he had worn at

Platsea, lestins one hand upon his

shield, which itself rested on the deck.

His head alone was uncovered, his

long sable locks gathered up into a

knot, in the Spartan fashion, a crest

as it were in itself to that lofty head.

And so imposing were his whole air

and carriage, that Cimon, gazing at

him, muttered, "What profaie hand
will dare to rob that demigod of com-

and!"
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CHAPTEE VIL

Pausania3 came on board the vessel of

the Athenian admiral, attended by the

five Spartan chiefs who have been
mentioned before as the warlike com-

panions assigned to him. He relaxed

the haughty demeanour which had
given so much displeasure, adopting a

tone of marked courtesy. He spoke

with high and merited praise of the

seaman-like appearance of the Athenian
crews, and the admirable build and
equipment of their vessels.

" Pity only, " said he, smiling, '

' that

we have no Persians on the ocean now,

and that instead of their visiting ns

we must go in search of them."
" Would that be wise on our part !"

said Aristides. "Is not Greece large

enough for Greeks 1"

"Greece has not done growing,"

answered the Spartan ; "and the Gods
forbid that she should do so. When
man ceases to grow in height he ex-

pands in bulk ; when he stops there

too, the frame begins to stoop, the

muscles to shrink, the skin to shrivel,

and decrepit old age steals on. I have

heard it said of the Athenians that they

think nothing done while aught re-

mains to do. Is it not truly said,

worthy son of Miltiades V
Cimon bowed his bead. "General,

I cannot disavow the sentiment. But
if Greece entered Asia, would it not

be as a river that runs into a sea ? it

expands, and is merged."

"The river, Cimon, may lose the

sweetness of its wave and take the

brine of the sea. But the Greek can

never lose the flavour of the Greek
genius, and could he penetrate the

universe, the universe would be Hel-

lenized. But if, Athenian chiefs,

ye judge that we have now done all

that is needful to protect Athens, and
awe the Barbarian, ye must be longing

to retire from the armament and return

to your homes."
" When it is fit that we should

return, we shall be recalled," said

Aristides quietly.
" What, is your State so unerring in

its judgment ? Experience does not

permit me to think so, for it ostracised

Aristides."
" An honour," replied the Athe-

nian, " that I did not deseive, but an
action that, had I been the adviser of

those who sent me forth, I should

have opposed as too lenient. Instead

of ostracising me, they should have

cast both myself and Themistocles into

the Barathrum."
"You speak with true Attic honour,

and I comprehend that where, in com-
monwealths constituted like yours,

party runs high, and the State itself

is shaken, ostracism may be a neces-

sary tribute to the very virtues that

attract the zeal of a party and imperil

the equality ye so prize. But what
can compensate to a State for the evil

of depriving itself of its greatest

citizens ?"

"Peace and freedom," said Aris-

tides.
'

' If you would have the young
trees thrive you must not let one tree

be so large as to overshadow them.

Ah, general at Plat»a," added the

Athenian, in a benignant whisper, for

the grand image before him moved his

heart with a mingled feeling of gene-
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rous admiration and prophetic pity,

"ah, pardon me if I remind thee of

the ring of Polycrates, and say that

Fortune is a queen that requires tri-

bute. Man should tremble most when
most seemingly fortune-favoured, and

guard most against a fall when his

rise is at the highest.

"

" But it is only at its highest flight

that the eagle is safe from the arrow,"

answered Pausanias.
" And the nest the eagle has for-

gotten in her soaring is the more
exposed to the spoiler."

" Well, my nest is in rocky Sparta

;

hardy the spoiler who ventures thither.

Yet, to descend from these speculative

comparisons, it seems that thou hast a

friendly and meaning purpose in thy

warnings. Thou knowest that there

are in this armament men who grudge

to me whatever I now owe to Fortune,

who would topple me from the height

to which I did not climb, but was led

by the congregated Greeks, and who,

while perhaps they are forging arrow-

heads for the eagle, have sent to place

poison and a snare in its distant nest.

So the Nausicaa is on its voyage to

Sparta, conveying to the Ephors com-

plaints against me—complaints from

men who fought by my side against

the Mede."
" I have heard that a Cyprian vessel

left the fleet yesterday, bound to La-

conia. I have heard that it does bear

men charged by some of the Ioniana

with representations unfavourable to

the continuance of thy command. It

bears none from me as the Nauarchus

of the Athenians. But—"
" Butr—what!"
"But I have complained to thyself,

Pausanias, in vain."
" Hast thou complained of late, and

in vain ]
"

"Nay."
" Honest men may err ; if they

amend, do just men continue to ac-

cuse?"
" I do not accuse, Pausanias, I but

imply that those who do may have a

cause, but it will be heard before a

tribunal of thine own countrymen, and
doubtless thou has seut to the tribunal

those who may meet the charge on thy
behalf."

" Well," said Pausanias, still pre-

serving his studied urbanity and lofty

smile, " even Agamemnon and Achillea

quarrelled, but Greece took Troy not

the less. And at least, since Aris-

tidts does not denounce me, if I have
committed even worse faults than Aga-
memnon, I have not made an enemy of

Achilles. And if," he added after a
pause, "if some of these Ionians, not

waiting for the return of their envoys,

opeoly mutiny, they must be treated

as Thersites was." Then he hurried

on quickly, for observing that Cimon's
brow lowered, and his lips quivered,

he desired to cut off all words that

might lead to altercation.

" But I have a request to ask of the

Athenian Nauarchus. Will you gratify

myself and the fleet by putting your

Athenian triremes into play ? Your
seamen are so famous for their ma-
noeuvres, that they might furnish ua

with sports of more grace and agility

than do the Lydian dancers. Lands-

man though I be, no sight more glads

mine eye than these sea lions of pine

and brass, bounding under the yoke of

their tamers. I presume not to give

thee instructions what to perform.

Who can dictate to the seamen of

Silamis? But when your ships have

played out their martial sport, let them
exchange stations with the Pelopon-

nesian vessels, and occupy for the

present the left of the armament. Ye
object not ?

"

'
' Place us where thou wilt, as was

said to thee at Plataea," answered Aria-

tides.

" I now leave ye to prepare, Athe-

nians, and greet ye, saying, the Good
to the Beautiful."

"A wondrous presence for a Greek
commander !

" said Ciruon, as Pausa-

nias again stood on the stern of hia

own vessel, which moved off towards

the ships of the islands.

"And no mean capacity," returned
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Aristides. "See you not his object in

transplacing us t"
"Ha, truly ; in case of mutiny on

board the Ionian ships, he separates

them from Athens. But woe to him
if he thinks in bis heart that an Ionian

is a Thersites, to be silenced by the

blow of a sceptre. Meanwhile let the

Greeks see what manner of seamen are

the Athenians. Methinks this game
ordained to us is a contest before Nep-
tune, and for a crown."

Pausanias bore right on towards the

vessels from the iEgaen Isles. Their

masts and prows were heavy with

garlands, but no music sounded from

their decks, no welcoming shout from
their crews.

"Son of Cleombrotus," said the

prudent Erasinidas, " sullen dogs bite.

Unwise the stranger who trusts him-

self to their kennel. Pass not to those

triremes ; let the captains, if thou

wantest them, come to thee."

Pausanias replied, " Dogs fear the

steady eye and spring at the recreant

back. Helmsman, steer to yonder

ship with the olive tree on the Para-

semon, and the image of Bacchus on

the guardian standard. It is the ship

of Antagoras the Chian captain.

Pausanias turned to his warlike Five.

" This time, forgive me, I go alone."

And before their natural Spartan slow-

ness enabled them to combat this

resolution, their leader was by the

side of his rival, alone in the Chian
vessel, and surrounded by his sworn

foes.

"Antagoras," said the Spartan,
** a Chian seaman's ship is his dearest

home. I stand on thy deck as at thy

hearth, and ask thy hospitality ; a

crust of thy honied bread, and a cup of

thy Chian wine. For from thy ship I

would see the Athenian vessels go

through their nautical gymnastics."

The Chian turned pale and trembled
;

his vengeance was braved and foiled.

He was powerless against the man who
had trusted to his honour, and asked

to break of his bread and drink of his

cup. Pausanias did not appear to

heed the embarrassment of his unwil-

ling host, but turning round, addressed

some careless words to the soldiers on
the raised central platform, and then

quietly seated himself, directing his

eyes towards the Athenian ships.

Upon these all the sails were now
lowered. In nice manoeuvres the

seamen preferred trusting to their

onrs. Presently one vessel started

forth, and with a swiftness that

seemed to increase at every stroke.

A table was brought upon deck and
placed before Pausanias, and the slaves

began to serve to him such light food

as sufficed to furnish the customary

meal of the Greeks in the earlier fore-

noon.
" But where is mine host?" asked

the Spartan. "Does Antagoras him-
self not deign to share a meal with his

guest ?
"

On receiving the message, Antagoras

had no option but to come forward.

The Spartan eyed him deliberately,

and the young Chian felt with secret

rage the magic of that commanding eye.

Pausanias motioned to him to be
seated, making room beside himself.

The Chian silently obeyed.

"Antagoras," said the Spartan in

alow voice, "thou art doubtless one
of those who have already infringed

the laws of military discipline and
obedience. Daterrupt me not yet. A
vessel without waiting my permission

has left the fleet with accusations

against me, thy commander; of what
nature I am not even advised. Thou
wilt scarcely deny that thou art one of

those who sent forth the ship and
shared in the accusations. Yet I had
thought that if I had ever merited
thine ill will, there had been recon-

ciliation between us in the Council

Hall. "What has chanced since ? Why
shouldstthou hate me ? Speak frankly;

frankly have I spoken to thee."

"General," replied Antagoras,

"there is no hegemony over men's
hearts; thou savest truly, as man to

man, I hate thee. Wherefore f Be-

cause as man to man, thou standest
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between me and happiness. Because

thou wooest, and canst only woo to

dishonour, the virgin in whom I would

seek the sacred wife."

Pausanias slightly recoiled, and the

courtesy he had simulated, and which

•was essentially foreign to his vehement
and haughty chara ter, fell from him
like a mask. For with the words of

Antagoras, jealousy passed within him,

and for the moment its agony was such

that the Chian was avenged. But he

was too habituated to the stateliness of

self control to give vent to the rage

that seized him. He only said with a

whitened and writhing lip, "Thou art

right; all animosities may yield save

those which a woman's eye can kindle.

Thou hatest me—he it so—that is as

man to man. But as officer to chief-

tain, I bid thee hencefoith beware how
thou givest me cause to set this foot on

the head that lifts itself to the height

of mine."

With that he rose, turned on his

heel, and walked towards the stern,

where he stood apart gazing on the

Athenian triremes, which by this time

were in the broad sea. And all the

eyes in the fleet were turne 1 towards

that exhibition. For marvellous was

the ease and beauty with which these

ships went through their nautical

movements ; now as in chase of each

other, now approaching as in conflict,

veering off, darting aside, threading as

it were a harmonious maze, gliding in

and out, here, there, with the undulous

celerity of the serpent. The admirable

build of the ships ; the perfect skill of

the seamen ; the noiseless docility and
instinctive comprehension by which
they seemed to seize and to obey the

unforeseen signals of their Admiral

—

all struck the lively Greeks that beheld

the display, and universal was the

thought if not the murmur, There was
the power that should command the

Grecian seas.

Pausanias was too much, accustomed

to the sway of masses not to have ac-

quired that electric knowledge of what
circles amongst them from breast to

breast, to which habit giv«s the quick-

ness of an instinct He saw that he
had committed an imprudence, and
that in seeking to divert a mutiny, he
had incurred a yet greater peril.

He returned to his own ship without

exchanging another word with Antag-
oras, who had retired to the centre of

the vessel, fearing to trust himself to a

premature utterance of that defiance

which the last warning of his cHef
provoked, and who was therefore

arousing the solliers to louder shouts

of admiration at the Athenian skilL

Rowing back towards the wing occu-

pied by the Peloponnesian allies, of

whose loyalty he was assured, Pausan-
ias then summoned on board their

principal officer, and communicated to

him his policy of placing the Ionians

not only apart from the Athenians, but

under the vigilance and control of Pelo-

ponnesian vessels in the immediate
neighbourhood. "Therefore," said

he. "while the Athenians will occupy
this wing, I wish you to divide your-

selves ; the Lacedaemonian ships- will

take the way the Athenians abandon,

but the Corinthian triremes will place

themselves between the ships of the

Islands and the Athenians. I shall

give further orders towards distribut-

ing the Ionian navy. And thus I trust

either all chance of a mutiny is cut off,

or it will be put down at the first out-

break. Now give orders to your men
to take the places thus assigned to you.

And having gratified the vanity of our

friends the Athenians by their holdiay

evolutions, I shall send to thank and
release them from the fatigue so grace-

fully borne."

All those with whom he here con-

ferred, and who had no love for Athens
or Ionia, readily fell into the plan sug-

gested. Pausanias then despatched a

Laconian vessel to the Athenian Ad-
mind, with complimentary messages

and orders to cease the manoeuvres, and
thpn heading the rest of the Laconian

contingent, made slow and stately way
towards the station deserted by the

Athenians. But pausing once more
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before the vessels of tbe Isles, he des-

patch d orders to their several com-

manders, which had tbe effect of divid-

ing iheir array, and placing between

them the powerful Corinthian service.

In tbe orders of the vessels he for-

warded for this charge, he took especial

care to dislocate the dangerous con-

tiguity of the Samian and Chian
triremes.

The sun was declining towards the

west whe-i Pausanias had marshalled

the vesse ; he headed, at their new
stations, an 'he Athenian ships were

already anchui.l close and secured.

But there w.ts an evident commotion
in that part of the fleet to which the

Corinthian galleys had sailed The
Ionians had re eived with indL't ant

murmurs the command which divided

their strength. Under various pre-

texts each vessel delayed to move ; and
when the Corinthian ships came to

take a vacant space, they found a for-

midable array— the soldiers on the

us armed to the teeth. The
confu.-ion was visible to the Spartan

chief ; tbedoud hubbub almost reached

to his ears. He hastened towards the

place ; but auxious to continue the

gracious part he had so unwontedly

pi lyed that dav, he cleared his decks of

their formidable hopiites, lest he
might seem to meet menace by menace,
and drafting them into other vessels,

and accompanied only by his personal

serving-men and rowers, he put forth

alone, the gilded shield and the red

banner still displayed at his stern.

But as he was thus conspicuous and
solitary, and midway in the space left

between the Laconian and Ionian

galleys, suddenly two ships from the

latter darted forth, passed through the
centre of the Corinthian contingent,

and steered with the force of all their

rowers, right towards the Spartan's

ship.

"Surely," said Pausanias, " that is

the Chian's vessel. I recognize the

vine tree and the image of the Bromian
god ; and surely that other one is the

Chimera under Uliades, the Samian.

They come hither, the Ionian with

them, to harangue against obedience

to my orders."

"They come hither to asault us,"

exclaimed Erasinidas ;
" their beaks

are right upon us."

He had scarcely spoken when the
Chian's brass prow smote the gilded

shield, and rent the red banner from
its staff. At tbe same time, the

Chimera, under Uliades, struck the

right side of the Spartan ship, and
with both strokes the stout vessel

reeled and dived. " Know, Spartan,"
cried Antagoras, from the platform in

the mid?t of his soldiers, "that we
Ionians hold together. He who would
separate means to conquer us. We
disown thy hegemony. If ye would
seek us, we are with the Athenians."

With that the two vessels, having
performed their insolent and daring
feat, veered and shot off with the same
rapidity with which they bad come to

toe assault ; and as they did so, hoisted

me Athenian ensign over their own
national standards. The instaDt that
signal was given, from the other Ionian
vessels, which had been evidently
awaiting it, there came a simultaneous
shout ; and all, vacating their place

and either gliding through or wheeling
round the Corinthian galleys, steered

towards tbe Athenian fleet.

The trireme of Pausanias, meanwhile,
sorely damaged, part of its side rent
away, and the water rushing in, swayed
and struggled alone in great peril of

sinking.

Instead of pursuing the Ionians, the
Corinthian galleys made at once to the
aid of the insulted commander.

"Oh, " cried Pausanias, m powerless
wrath, "oh, the accursed element!
Oh that mine enemies had attacked
me on the land !"

'

' How are we to actV said Aristides.
" We are citizens of a Republic, in

which the majority govern,'' answered
Cimon. "And tbe majority here tell

us how we are to act. Hark to the
shouts of our men, as they are opening
way for their kinsmen of the Iales."
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The snn sank, and with it sank the

Spartan maritime ascendancy over

Hellas. And from that hour in which

the Samian and the Chian insulted the

galley of Pansanias, if we accord weight

to the authority on which Plutarch

must have based his tale, commenced

the brief and glorious sovereignty of

Athens. Commence when and how it

might, it was an epoch most signal in

the records of the ancient world for its

results upon a civilization to which as

yet human foresight can predict no

end.
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BOOK IV.

CHAPTER I.

We pass from Byzantium, we are in

Sparta. In the Archeion, or office of

ihoralty, sate five men, all some-

what advanced in years. These con-

stituted tbat stem -md terrible autho-

rity wbich had gradually, and from

unknown beginnings,* assumed

of tyranny over the descend mts of

Hercules themselves. They were the

representatives of the Spartan people,

elected without reference to r.mk or

wealth.t and possessing jurisdiction

not only over the Helots and Laconians,

but over most of the magistrates. They
could suspend or terminate any office,

they could accuse the kings and bring

them before a court in which they

themselves were judges upon trial of

life and death. They exercised control

* K. O. Mi'dler (Dorians), Book 3, c. 7,

§ 2. Ac© tie, Cicero, and
others, the Ephoralty was founded by
Theopompus, -

cal time of Lyeurgus. To Lycurgi
it is referred by Xen phon and Herodotus.
Muller considers rightly that, though an
ancient Doric institution, it was incom-
patible with the primitive const it

Lycurgus, and had gradually acq
peculiar character by causes operating on
the Spartan .">tate alone.

t Aristot. Pol. ii.

over the armies and the embassies sent

abroad ; and the king, at the head of

bis forces, was still bound to receive

his instructions from this Council of

Five. Their duty, in fact, was to act

as a check upon the kings, and f'ey

were the representatives of that Nobi-

lity which embraced the whole 5

people, in contradistinction to the La-

conians and Helots.

Tne conference in which they were

engaged seemed to rivet their most
earnest '-Mention. And as the pre-

siding Epbor continued the observa-

tions he addressed to them, the rest

listened with profound and almost

breathless silence.

The speaker, named Periclides, was
older than the others. His frame, still

upright and sinewy, was yet 1 an

almost to emaciation, his face sharp,

and his dark eyes gleamed . with a
cunning and sinister light under bis

grey brows.

"If," said he, "we are to believe

these Ionians, Pausanias meditates

some deidly injury to Greece. As for

the complaints of bis arrogan c<

are to he received with due caution.

Our Spartans, accustomed to the
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peculiar discipline of the Laws of

iEgimius, rarely suit the humours of

Ionians and innovators. The question

to consider is not whether he has heen
too imperious towards Ionians who
were hut the other day subjected to

the Mede, but whether he can make
the command he received from Sparta
menacing to Sparta herself. We lend

him iron, he hath holpen himself to

gold."
" Besides the booty at Plat«a, they

eay that he has amassed much plunder
at Byzantium,'' said Zeuxidamus, one
of the Ephors, after a pause.

Periclides looked hard at the speaker,

and the two men exchanged a signifi-

cant glance.
" For my part, "said a third, a man

of a severe but noble countenance, the

father of Lysander, and, what was
not usual with the Ephors, belonging

to one of the highest families of Sparta,

"I have always held that Sparta
should limit its policy to self-defence

;

that, since the Persian invasion is over,

we have no business with Byzantium.
Let the busy Athenians obtain if they
will the empire of the sea. The sea is

no province of ours. All intercourse

with foreigners, Asiatics, and Ionians,

enervates our men and corrupts our
generals. Recall Pausanias—recall our
Spartans. I have said."

" Recall Pausanias first," said Peri-

elkits, "and we shall then hear the
truth, and decide what is best to be
done."

"If he has medised, if he has con-

spired against Greece, let ns accuse
him to the death," said Agesilaus,

Lysander's father.

" We may accuse, but it rests not
with us to sentence," said Periclides,

disapprovingly.

"And," said a fourth Ephor, with
a visible shudder, "what Spartan dare
counsel sentence of death to the des-

cendant of the Gods ?

"

"I dare," replied Agesilaus, "but
provided only that the descendant of

the Gods had counselled death to

Greece. And for that reason, I say

that I would not, without evidence

the clearest, even harbour the thought

that a Heracleid could meditate treason

to his country."

Periclides felt the reproof and bit

his lips.

" Besides," observed Zeuxidamus,
"fines enrich the State."

Periclides nodded approvingly.

An expr ssion of lofty contempt
passed over the brow and lip of

Agesilaus. But with national self-

commancl, he replied gravely, and with

equal laconic brevity, "If Pausanias
hatb committed a trivial error that a
fine can expiate, so be it. But talk

not of fines till ye acquit him of

all treasonable connivance with the

Mede.

"

At that moment an officer entered

on the conclave, and approaching the
presiding Ephor, whispered in his ear.

"This is well," exclaimed Periclides

aloud. " A messenger from Pausanias
himself. Tour son Lysander has just

arrive 1 from Byzantium."
"My son!" exclaimed Agesilaus

eagerly, and then checking himself,

added calmly, "That is a sign no
danger to Sparta threatened Byzantium
when he left."

" Let him be admitted," said Pericli-

des.

Lysander entered ; and pausing at a
little distance from the council board,

inclined his head submissively to the
Ephors ; save a rapid interchange of

glances, no separate greeting took place

between son and father.

"Thou art welcome," said Pericli-

des. " Thou hast done thy duty since

thou hast left the city. Virgius will

praise thee as the brave man ; age,

more sober, is contented to say tbou
hast upheld the Spartan name. And
thy father without shame may take thy
hand."

A warm flush spread over the young
man's face. He stepped forward with
a quick step, his eyes beaming with
joy. Calm and stately, his father

rose, clasped the extended hand, then
releasing his own, placed it an instant

on his son's bended head, and reseated

himself in silence.
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"Thou earnest straight from Pau-

sanias !
" said Periclides.

Lysander drew from his vest the

despatch entrusted to him, and gave it

to the presiding Ephor. Periclides

half rose as if to take with more respect

what had come from the hand of the

son of Hercules.

"Withdraw, Lysander," he said,

" and wait without while we deliberate

on the contents herein,"

Lysander obeyed, and returned to

the outer chamber.

Here he was instantly surrounded by

eager though not noisy groups. Some
in that chamber were waiting on

business connected with the civil juris-

diction of the Ephors. Some had
gained admittance for the purpose of

greeting their brave countryman, and

hearing news of the distant camp from

one who had so lately quitted the great

Pausanias. For men could talk with-

out restraint of their General, though

it was but with rese;ve and indirectly

that they slid in some furtive question

as to the health and safety of a brother

or a son.

"My heait warms to be amongst ye

again," said the simple Spartan youth.

"As I came thro' the defiles from the

sea-coast, and saw on the height the

gleam from the old Temple of Pallas

Chalcioecus, I said to myself, ' Bles-ed

be the Gods that ordained me to live

with Spartans or die with Sparta !

'

"

" Thou wilt see how much we shall

make of thee, Lysander," cried a

Spartan youth a little younger than

himself, one of the superior tribe of

the Hylleans. "We have heard of

thee at Plataea. It is said that had
Pausanias not been there thou wouldst
have been called the bravest Greek in

the armament."
"Hush," said Lysander, "thy few

years excuse thee, young friend. Save
our General, we were all equals in the

day of battle."

" So thinks not my sister Percalus,"

whispered the youth archly; "scold
her as thou dost me, if thou dare."

Lysander coloured, and replied in

a voice that slightly trembled, '
' I

cannot hope that thy sister interests

herself in me. Nay, when I left

Sparta, I thought " He checked
himself.

" Thought what?"
" That among those who remained

behinl, Percalus might find her
betrothed long before I returned."

"Among those who remained
behind ! Percalus ! How meanly tbou
must think of her."

Before Lysander could utter the

eager assurance that he was very far

from thinking meanly of Percalus, the

other bystanders, impatient at this

whispered colloquy, seized his attention

with a volley of questions, to which he
gave but curt and not very relevant

answers, so much had the lad's few
sentences disturbed the calm tenour of

his existing self-possession. Nor did
he quite regain his presence of mind
until he was .nee more summoned into

the presence of the Ephors.
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CHAPTER IL

Thk communication of Pansanias

had caused an animated discussion in

the Council, and led to a strong

division of opinion. But the faces of

the Ephors, rigid and composed,

revealed nothing to guide the -

of Lysander, as he re-entered the

chamber. He himself, by a strong

effort, bad recovered the disturbance

into which the words of the boy had

thrown his roiud, and he stood before

the Ephors intent upon the object of

defending the name and fulfilling the

commands of his chief. So reverent

and grateful was the love that he bore

to Pausanias, that he scarcely per-

mitted himself even to blame the

deviations from Spartan austerity

which he secretly mourned in his

mind ; and as to the grave guilt of

treason to the Hellenic cause, he had

never suffered the suspicion of it to

rest up^n an intellect that only failed

to be penetrating where its sight was
limited by discipline and affection.

He felt tbat Pausanias had entrusted

to him his defence, and though he

would fain, in his secret heart, have

beheld the Regent once more in Sparta,

yet he well knew that it was the duty

of obedience and friendship to plead

against tbe sentence of recall which

was so dreaded by his chief.

With all his thoughts collected to-

wards tbat end, he stood before the

Ephors, modest in demeanour, vigilant

in purpose.
" Lysander," said Periclides, after a

short pause, " we know thy affection

to the Regent, thy chosen friend ; but

we know also thy affection for thy

native Sparta ; where the two may
come into conflict, it is, and it must
be, thy country which will claim the

preference. We charge thee, by virtue

of our high powers and authority, to

speak the truth on the questions we
shall address to thee, without fear or
favour."'

Lystnder bowed his head. "I am
in pr>sence of Sparta my mother and
Asresilaus my faiher. They know
that I was not reared to lie to either."

''Thou say'st weli. Now answer.

Is it true that Pausanias wears the
robts of the Mede ?

"

" It is true."
" And has hi stated to thee his

reasons ?

"

" Not only to me but to others."

"What are they?"
"That in the mixed and half

medised population of Byzantium,
splendour of attire has become so as-

sociated with the notion of sovereign

power, that the Eastern dress and at-

tributes of pomp are essential to autho-

rity ; and that men bow before, his

tiara who might rebel against the helm
and the horsehair. Outward signs

have a value, Ephors, according to

the notions men are brought up to

attach to them."
"Good,'' said one of the Ephors.

" There is in this departure from our
habits, be it right or wrong, no sign then

of connivance with the Barbarian."
"Connivance is a thing secret and

concealed, and shuns all outward signs."
" But,'' said Periclides, " what say

the other Spartan Captains to this vain

fashion, which savours not of the Laws
of S^imius?"

" The first law of iEgimius com-
mands us to fight and to die for the

king or the chiefwho has kingly sway.

The Ephors may blame, but the soldier

must not question f
"
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" Thou sppakest boldly for so young

a man," said Pendicles, harshly.
" I was commanded to speak the

truth.

"

" Has Pausanias entrusted the com-

mand of Byzantium to Gongylus the

Eretrian, who already holds four pro-

vinces under Xerxes ?
"

"He has done so."

"Know you the reason for that

selection ?
"

" Pausanias says that the Eretrian

could not more show his faith to Hellas

than by resigning Eastern satrapies so

vast."
" Has he resigned them ?

"

" I know not ; but I presume that

when the Persian King knows that the

Eretrian is leagued against him with

the other Captains of Hellas, he will

assign the satrapies to another."
" And is it true that the Persian

prisoners, Ariaraanes and Datis, have

escape! from the custody of Gongylus?'-'

" It is true. The charge against

Gongylus for that error was heard in

a council of confederate captains, and
no proof against him was brought for-

ward. Cimon was entrusted with the

pnrsuit of the prisoners. Pausanias

himself ^ent forth fifty scouts on Thes-

salian horses. The prisoners were not

discovered."

"Is it true," said Z^uxidamus,
" that Pausanias has amassed muck
plunder at Byzantium ?

"

"What he has won as a conqueror

was assigned to him by common voice,

but he has spent largely out of his own
resources in securing the Greek sway
at Byzantium."

There was a silence. None liked to

question the young soldier fariher

:

none liked to put the direct question,

whether or not the Ionian Ambassadors
could have cause for suspecting the

descendant of Hercules of harm against

the Greeks. At length Agesilaus said:

"I demand the word, and I claim

the right to speak plainly. Mj son

is young, but he is of the blood of

Hyllus
1 'Son—Pausanias is dear to thee.

Man soon dies : man's name lives for

ever. Dear to thee if Pausanias is,

dearer must be his name. In brief,

the Ionian Ambassadors complain of

his arrogance towards the Confede-

rates ; they demand his recall. Cimon
has addressed a private letter to the

Spartan host, with whom he lodged

here, intimating that it may be best

for the honour of Pausanias, and for

our weight with the allies, to hearken
to the Ionian Embassy. It is a grave

question, therefore, whether we should

recall the Regent or refuse to hear

these charges. Thou art fresh from
Byzantium : thou must know more of

this matter than we. Loose 'by
tongue, put aside equivocation. Say
thy mind, it is for us to decide after-

wards what is our duty to the State."

"I thank thee, my father," said

Lysander, coloming deeply at a corn-

pi ;m nt paid rarely to one so young,
" and thus I answer thee :

" Pausanias, inseekingto enforce dis-

cipline and preserve the Spartan supre-

macy, was at first somewhat harsh and
severe to these Ionians, who had in-

deed but lately emancipated them-
selves from the Persian yoke, and who
were little accustomed to steady rule.

But of late be has been affable and
courteous, and no complaint was urged
against him for austerity at the time
when this embassy was sent to you.

Wherefore was it then sent ! Partly,

it may be, from motives of private

hate, not public zeal, but partly be-

cause the Ionian race sees with reluc-

tance and jealousy the Hegemony of

Sparta. I would speak plainly. It is

not for me to say whether ye will or

not that Sparta should retain the

maritime supremacy of Hellas, but if

ye do will it, ye will not recall Pau-

sanias. No other than the Conqueror
of Platasa has a chance of maintaining

that authority. Eager would the

Ionians be upon any pretext, false or

frivolous, to rid themselves of Pau-
sanias. Artfully willing would be the

Athenians in especial that ye listened

to such pretexts ; for, Pausanias

gone, Athens remains and rules. On
what belongs to the policy of the State
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it becomes not me to proffer a word,

Ephors. In wbat I have said I

speak what the whole armament thinks

and murmurs. But this I may say as

soldier to whom the honour of hia

chief is dear. The recall of Pausanias

may or may not be wise as a public

act, but it will be regarded throughout

all Hellas as a personal affront to your

general ; it will lower the royalty of

Sparta, it will be an insult to the

blood of Hercules. Forgive me,

venerable magistrates. I have fought

by the side of Fausanias, and I cannot

dare to think that the great Con-

queror of Platsea, the man who saved

Hellas from the Mede, the man who
raised Sparta on that day to a re-

nown which penetrated the farthest

corners of the East, will receive from

you other return than fame and glory.

And fame and glory will surely make
that proud spirit doubly Spartan/'

Ljsauder paused, breathing hard and
colouring deeply—annoyed with him-

self for a speech of which both the

length and the audacity were much
more Ionian than Spartan.

The Ephors looked at each other,

and there was again silence.

"Son of Agesilaus," said Periclides,

" thou hast proved thy Lacedsemonian

virtues too well, and too high and
general is thy repute amongst our

army, as it is borne to our ears, for us

to doubt thy punty and patriotism
;

otherwise, we might fear that whilst

thou speakest in some contempt of

Ionian wolves, thou hadst learned the

arts of Ionian Agoras. But enough :

thou art dismissed. Go to thy home

;

glad the eyes of thy mother ; enjoy the

honours thou wilt find awaiting thee

amongst thy coevals. Thou wilt learn

later whether tbou return to Byzan-

tium or whether a better field for tby

valour may not be found in the nearer

war with which Arcadia threatens us."

As soon as Lysander left the chamber,
Agesilaus spoke :

—

'Ye will pardon me, Epbors, if I

bade my son speak thus boldly. I need
not say I am no vain, foolish father,

desiring to raise the youth above his

years. But making allowance for hia

partiality to the Regent, ye will grant

that he is a fair specimen of our young
soldiery. Probably, as he speaks, so

will our young men think. To recall

Pausanias is to disgrace our general.

Ye have my mind. If the Regent be
guilty of the darker charges insinuated

—correspondence with the Persian

against Greece—1 know but one sen-

tence for him—Death. And it is

because I would have ye consider well

how dread is such a charge, and how
awful such a sentence, that I entreat

ye not lightly to entertain the one un-

less ye are prepared to meditate the
other. As for the maritime supremacy
of Sparta, I hold, as I have helel before,

that it is not within our councils to

strive for it ; it must pass from ns.

We may surrender it later with dignity
;

if we recall our general on such com-
plaints, we lose it with humiliation.''

"I agree with Agesilaus," said

another, "Pausanias is an Heracleid
;

my vote shall not insult him."
" I agree too with Agesilaus," said a

third Ephor ;
" not because Pausanias

is the Heracleid, but because he is the

victorious genpral who demands grati-

tude an> I respect from every true

Spartan."

"Be it so," said Periclides, who,

seeing himself thus outvoted in the

council, covered his disappointment
with the self-control habitual to his

race. " But be we in no hurry to give

these Ionian legates their answer to-

day. We must deliberate well how to

send such a reply as may be most con-

ciliating and prudent. And for the

next few days we have an excuse for

delay in the religious ceremonials due
to the venerable Divinity of Fear,

which commence to-morrow. Pass we
to the other business before us ; there

are many whom we have kept waiting.

Agesilaus, thou art excused from the

public table to-day if thou wouhlst Tip
with thy brave son at home."

"Nay," said Agesilaus, "my son

will go to his pheidition and I to mine
—as I did on the day when I lost my
first-born."
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CHAPTER TIL!

On quitting the Hall of the Ephors,

Lysander found himself at once on the

Spartan Agora, wherein that Hall was

placed. This was situated ou the

highest of the five hills over which the

uuwalled city spread its scattered popu-

lation, and was popularly called the

Tower. Before the eyes of the young
Spartan rose the statues, rude and
antique, of Latona, the Pythian Apollo,

and his sister Artemis—venerable

images to Lysander's early associations.

The place which they consecrated was
called Chorus ; for there, in honour of

Apollo, and in the most pompous of

all the Spartan festivals, the young

men were accustomed to lead the

sacred dance. The Temple of Apollo

himself stood a little in the back-

ground, and near to it th.it of Hera.

But more vast than any imaae of a

god was a colossal statue which repre-

sented the Spartan people ; while on a

still loftier pinnacle of the hill than

that table-land which enclosed the

Agora—dominating, as it were, the

whole city—soared into the bright blue

sky the sacred Chalcioecus, or Temple

of the Brazen Pallas, darkening with

its shadow another fane towards the

left dedicated to the Lacedaemonian

Muses, and receiving a gleam on the

right from the brazen statue of Zeus,

which was said by tradition to have

been made by a disciple of Daedalus

himself.

But short time had Lysander to

note undisturbed the old familiar

scenes, A crowd of his early friends

had already collected round the doors

of the Archeion, and rushed foi ward

to greet and welcome him. The

Spartan coldness and austerity of social

intercourse vanished always before the
enthusiasm cieated by the return to

his native city of a man renowned for

valour ; and Lysander's fame had
come back to Sparta before himself.

Joyously, and in triumph, the young
men bore away their comrade. As
they passed through the centre of the
Agora, where assembled the various

merchants and farmers, who, under
the name of Periosci, carried on the
main business of the Laconian mart,

and were often much wealthier than
the Spartan citizens, trade ceased its

hubbub ; all drew near to gaze on the
young warrior ; and now, as they
turned from the Agora, a group of

eager women met them on the road,

and shrill voices exclaimed: "Go,
Lysander, thou hast fought well—go
and choose for thyself the maiden that

seems to thee the fairest. Go, marry
and get sons for Sparta.''

Lysander's step seemed to tread on
air, and tears of capture stood in his

downcast eyes. But suddenly all the
voices hushed ; the crowds drew back

;

his frien is halted. Close by the great

Temple of Fear, and coming from some
place within its sanctuary, there ap-

proached towards the Spavtan and his

comrades a majestic woman—a woman
of so grand a step and port that,

though her veil as jet hid her face, her

form alone sufficed to inspire awe. All

knew her by ber gait : all made way
for Alithea, the widow of a king,

the mother of Pausanias the Regent.

Lysander, lifting his eyes from ihe

ground, impressed bv the hush around
him, recognized the form as it advanced
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Blowly towards him, and, leaving Ms
comrades behind, stepped forward to

salute the mother of his chief. She,

thus seeing him, turned slightly aside,

and paused by a rude building of im-

memorial antiquity which stood near

the temple. That building was the

tomb of the mythical Orestes, whose
bones were said to have been interred

there by the command of the Delphian

Oracle. On a stone at the foot of the

tomb sate calmly down the veiled

woman, and waited the approach of

Lysander. When he came near, and
alone—all the rest remaining aloof and
silent—Alithea removed her veil, ami
a countenance grand and terrible as

that of a Fate lifted its rigid looks to

the young Spartan's eyes. Despite

her age—for she had passed into

middle life before she ha 1 borne Pau-
sanias—Alitbea retained all the traces

of a marvellous and almost preter-

human beauty. But it was not the

beauty of woman. No softness sate

on those lips ; no love beamed from
those eyes. Stern, inexorable—not a

fault in her grand proportions—the

stoutest heart might have felt a throb

of terror as the eye rested upon that

pitiless and imposing front. And the

deep voice of the Spartan warrior had
a slight tremor in its tone as it uttered

its respectful salutation.
" Draw near, Lysander. What

sayest thou of my son ?
"

" I left him well, and '•

" Does a Spartan mother first ask
of the bodily health of an absent man-
child ? By the tomb of Orestes and
near the Ttmple of Fear, a king's

widow asks a Spartan soldier what he
says of a Spartan chief."

"All Hellas," replied Lysander,

recovering his spirit, " might answer
thee best, Alitbea. For all Hellas

proclaimed that the bravest man at

Plataea was thy sen, my chief.

"

"And where did my son, thy

chief, learn to boast of bravery ?

They tell me he inscribed the offerings

to the Gods with his name as the

victor of Plataea—the battle won not
by one man but assembled Greece.

The inscription that dishonours him
by its vainglory will be erased. To
be brave is nought. Barbarians may
be brave. But to dedicate bravery to

bis native land becomes a Spartan.

He who is everything against s foe

should count himself as nothing in the

service of his country."

Lysander remained silent under the

gaze of those fixed and imperious

eyes.

"Youth," said Alithea, after a
short pause, "if thou returnest to

Byzantium, say this from Alithea to

thy chief :
' From thy childhood,

Pausanias, has thy mother feared for

thee ; and at the Temple of Fear did

she sacrifice when she heard that thou

wert victorious at Plataea ; for in thy

heart are the seeds of arroganee and
pride ; and victory to thine amis may
end in ruin to thy name. And ever

since that day does Alithea haunt the

precincts of that temple. Come back
and be Spartan, as thine ancestors

were before thee, and Alithea will

rejoice and think the Gods have heard

her. But if thou seest within thyself

one cause why thy mother should sacri-

fice to Fear, lest her son should break

the laws of Sparta, or sully his Spartan
name, humble thyself, and mourn that

thou didst not perish at Plataea. By
a temple and from a tomb I send thee

warning.' Say this. I have done

;

join thy friends."

Again the veil fell over the face,

and the figure of tbe woman remained
seated at the tomb long after the

procession had passed on, and the

mirth of young voices was again re-

leased.



PAUSAN1AS, THE SPARTAN. 123

CHAPTER IV.

The group tbat attended Lysander

continued to swell as he mounte 1 the

acclivity on which his parental home
was placed. The houses of the Spartan

proprietors were at that day not closely

packed together as in the dense popu-

lation of commercial towns. More like

the villas of a suburb, they lay a little

apart, on the unequal surface of the

rugged ground, perfectly p'ain and un-

adorned, covering a large space with

ample court-yards, closed in, in front

of the narrow streets. And still was
in force the primitive law which or-

dained that doorways should be shaped
only by the saw, and the ceilings by
the axe ; but in contrast to the rude-

ness of the private houses, at every

opening in the street were seen the

Doric pillars or graceful stairs of a
temple ; and high over all dominated

the Tower-hill, or Acropolis, with the

antique fane of Pallas Ghalcicecus.

And so, loud and joyous, the pro-

cession bore the young warrior to the

threshold of his home. It was an act

of public honour to his fair repute and
his proven valour. And the Spartan

felt as proud of that unceremonious

attendance as ever did Roman chief

sweeping under arches of triumph in

the curule car.

At the threshold of the door stood

his mother—for the tidings of his

coming had preceded him—and his

little brothers and sisters. His step

quickened at the sight of these beloved

faces.

"Bound forward, Lysander," said

one of the train ; "thon hast won the

right to thy mother's kiss."

" But fail us not at the pheidition

before sunset," cried another. " Every
one of the obe will send his best con-

tribution to the feast to welcome thee

back- We shall have a rare banquet

of it."

And so, as his mother drew him
within the doors, his arm round her
waist, and the children clung to his

cloak, to his knees, or sprung up to

claim his kiss, the procession set up a
kind of chaunted shout, and left the

warrior in his home.
" Oh, this is joy, joy I " said Ly

sander, with sweet tears in his eyes,

as he sat in the women's apartment,

his mother by bis side, and the little

ones round him. " Where, save in

Sparta, does a man love a home ?
"

And this exclamation, which might
have a-tonished an Ionian—seeing how
much the Spartan civilians merged the

individual in the state—was yet true,

where the Spartan was wholly Spartan,

where, by habit and association, he
had learned to love the severities of

the existence that surrounded him,

and where the routine of duties which
took him from his home, whether for

exercises or the public tables, made
yet more precious the hours of rest and
intimate intercourse with his family.

For the gay pleasures and lewd reports

of other Greek cities were not known
to the Spartan. Not for him were the

cook-shops and baths and revels of

Ionian idlers. When the State ceased

to cliim him, he had nothing but his

Home.
As Lysander thus exclaimed, the

door of the room had opened noise
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lessly, and Agesilaus stood unperceived

at the entrance, and overheard his son.

His face brightened singularly at Ly-

eander's words. He came forward

and opened his arms.
" Embrace me now, my boy ! my

brave boy ! embrace me now ! The
Ephors are not here."

Lysander turned, sprang up, and
was iu his father's arms.

"So thou art not changed. Byzan-
tium has not spoiled thee. Thy name
is uttered with praise unmixed with

fear. All Ptisia's gold, all the great

king's Satrapies could not medize my
Lysander. Ab," continued the father,

turning to his wife, " who could have

predicted the happiness of this hour ?

Poor child ! he was born sickly. Hera
had already given us more sons than

we could provide for, ere our lands

were incrca.-ed by the death of thy

childless relatives. "Wife, wife ! when
the family council ordained him to be

exposed on Taygttue, when thou didst

hide thyself hst tby tears should be

seen, and my voice trembled as I said,

' Be tl e laws obeyed,' who could have

guested that the gods would yet pre-

serve him to be the pride of our house ?

Blessed be Zeus the saviour and Her-
cules the warrior !

"

"And," said the mother, "blessed

be Pausanias, the descendant of Her-
cules, who took the forlorn infant to

his father's home, and who has reared

him now to be the example of Spartan
youths."

"Ah," said Lysander, looking up
into his father's eyes, "if I can ever

be wori by of your love, my father,

fi rget not, I pray thee, that it is to

Pausanias I owe life, home, aDd a
Spartan's glorious destiny."

"I forget it not," answered .Agesi-

laus, with a mournful and serious ex-

pression of countenance. "And on

this I would speak to thee. Thy
mother must spare thee awhile to me.
Come. I lean on thy shoulder instead

of my staff."

Agesilaus led his son into the large

hall, which was the main chamber of

the house ; and pacing up and down

the wide and solitary floor, questioned

him closely as to the truth of the

stories respecting the Regent which
had reached the Ephors.

" Thou must speak with naked heart

to me," said Agesilaus; "for I tell

thee that, if I am Spartan, I am also

man and father ; and I would serve

him who saved thy life and taught

thee how to fight for thy country, in

every way that may be lawful to a
Spartan and a Greek."

Thus addressed, and convinced of

his father's sincerity, Lysander replied

with ingenuous and brief simplicity.

He granted that Pausanias had ex-

posed himself with a haughty impru-
dence, which it was difficult to account

for, to the charges of the Ionians.

"But," he added, with that shrewd
observation which his affection for

Pausanias rather than his experience

of human nature had taught him

—

"But we must remember that in Pau-
sanias we are dealing with no ordinary

man. If he has faults of judgment,

which a Spartan rarely commits, he

has, my father, a force of intel-

lect and passion which a Spartan
as rarely knows. Shall I tell you the

truth ? Our State is too small for

him. But would it not have been too

small for Hercules ? Would the laws

of iEgimius have permitted Hercules

to periorm bis labour's and achieve hia

conquests ? This vast and fiery nature

suddenly released from the cramps of

our customs, which Pausanias never in

his youth regarded save as galling,

expands itself, as an eagle long caged

would outspread its wings.

"

"I comprehend," said Agesilaus

thoughtfully, and somewhat sadly.

"There have been moments in my
own life when I regarded Sparta as a
prison. In my early manhood I was
sent on a mission to Corinth. Its

pleasures, its wild tumult of gay

licence, drizzled and inebriated me. I

said, 'This it is to live.' I ca»ae back

to Sparta sullen and discontented. But
then, happily, I saw thy mother at the

festival of Diana—we loved each other,

we married—and when I was permitted



PAUSANIAS, THE SPARTAN. 125

to take her to my home, I became
sobered and was a Spartan again. I

comprehend. Poor Pausanias ! But
luxury and pleasure, though they

charm awhile, do not fill up the whole

of a soul like that of our Heracleid.

From these he may recover ; but Am-
bition— that is the true liver of Tanta-

lus, and grows larger under the beak
that feeds on it. What is his ambition,

if Sparta be too small for him '
"

"I tbink his ambition would be to

make Sparta as big as himself."

Agesilaus stroked his chin musingly.

"And how ?
"

"I cannot tell, I can only guess.

But the Persian war, if I may judge

by what I hear and see, cannot roll

away and leave the boundaries of each

Greek State the same. Two States

now stand forth prominent, Athens
and Sparta. Themistocles and Cimon
aim at making Athens the head of

Hellas. Perhaps Pausanias aims to

effect for Sparta what they would effect

for Athens."
" And what thinkest thou of such a

scheme ?

"

"Ask me not. I am too young, too

inexperienced, and perhaps too Spartan

to answer rightly."

"Too Spartan, because thou art too

covetous of power for Sparta.

"

" Too Spartan, because I may be

too anxious to keep Sparta what
she is."

Agesilaus smiled. "We are of the

same mind, my son. Think not that

the rocky defiles which enclose us shut

out from our minds all the ideas that

new circumstance strikes from Time.

I have meditated on what thou sayest

Pausanias may scheme. It is true that

the invasion of the Mede must tend to

raise up one State in Greece to which
the others will look for a head. I have
asked myself, can Sparta be that

State ? and my reason tells me, No.

Sparta is lost if she attempt it. She

may become something else, but she

cannot be Sparta. Such a State must
become maritime, and depend on
fleets. Our inland situation forbids

this. True we have ports in which the

Perioeci flourish ; but did we use them
for a permanent policy the Perkeci

must become our masters. These five

villages would be abandoned for a mart
on the sea-shore. This mother of men
would be no more. A State that so

aspires must have ample wealth at its

command. We have none. We might
raise tribute from other Greek cities,

but for that purpose we must have
fleets again, to overawe and compel,
for no tribute will be long voluntary.

A state that would be the active go-

vernor of Hellas must have lives to

spare In abundance. We have none,

unless we always do hereafter as we
did at Plataea, raise an army of Helots

—seven Helots to one Spartan. How
long, if we did so, would the Helots

obey us, and meanwhile how would our
lands be cultivated ? A State that

would be the centre of Greece, must
cultivate all that can charm and allure

We banish strangers, and
what charms and allures them would
womanize us. More than all, a State

that would obtain the sympathies of

the turbulent Hellenic populations

mnst have the most popular institu-

tions. It must be governed by a
Demus. We are an Oligarchic Aris-

tocracy —a disciplined camp of warriors,

not a licentious Agora. Therefore,

Sparta cannot assume the head of a
Greek Confederacy except in the rare

seasons of actual war ; and the attempt
to make her the head of such a con-

federacy would cause changes so re-

pugnant to our manners and habits,

that it would be fraught with destruc-

tion to him who made the attempt, or

to us if he succeeded. Wherefore, to

sum up, the ambition of Pausanias is

in this impracticable, and must be
opposed."

"And Athens," cried Lysander,
with a slight pang of natural and
national jealousy, '' Athens then must
wre-t from Pausanias the hegemony
he now holds for Sparta, and Athens
must be what the Athenian ambition
covets."

" We cannot help it—she must ; but
can it last ?—Impossible. And woe to
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her if she ever comes in contact with

the bronze of Laconian shields. But
in the meanwhile what is to be done
with this great and awful Heracleid ?

They accuse him of medising, of secret

conspiracy with Persia itself. Can that

be possible ?
"

" If so, it is but to use Persia on
behalf of Sparta. If he would sub lue

Greece, it is not for the king, it is for

the race of Hercules."

"Ay, ay, ay. " cried Agesilaus, shad-

ing his face with his hand. "All be-

comes clear to rue now. Listen. Did
I openly defend Pausanias before the

Ephors, I should injure his cause.

But when tliey talk of his betraying

Hellas and Sparta, I place before them
nakedly and broadly their duty if that

charge be true. For if true, my
sod, Pausanias must die as criminals

die."

"Die — criminal— an Heracleid —
king's blood— the victor of Platsea

—

my friend Pausanias !

"

" Rather he than Sparta. What
Bay est thou ?

"

"Neither, neither," exclaimed Ly-

sander, wringing his hands— "impos-
sible both."

"Impossible both, be it so. I place

before the Ephors the terrors of ac-

crediting that charge, in order that they

may repudiate it. For the lesser ones it

matters not ; he is in no danger there,

save that of fine. And his gold,"

added Agesilaus with a curved lip of

disdain, "will both condemn and save

him. For the rest I would spare him

the dishonour of being publicly re-

called, and to say truth, I would save

Sparta the peril she might incur from
his wrath, if she inflicted on him that

slight. But mark me, he himself

must resign his command, voluntarily,

and return to Sparta. Better so for

him and his pride, for he cannot keep
the hegemony against the will of the
Ionians, whose fleet is so much larger

than ours, and it is to his gain if his

successor lose it, not he. But better,

not only for his pride, but for his glory

and his name, that he should come
from these scenes of fierce temptation,

and, since birth made him a Spartan,

learn here again to conform to what
he cannot change. I have spoken thus

plainly to thee. Use the words I have
uttered as thou best may, after thy
return to Pausanias, which I will strive

to make speedy. But while we talk

there goes on danger—danger still of

his abrupt recall—for there are those

who will seize every excuse for it.

Enough of these grave matters : the

sun is sinking towards the west, and
thy companions await thee at thy

feast ; mine will be eager to greet

me on thy return, and thy little

brothers, who go with me to my
pheidition, will hear thee so praised

that they will long for the crypteia—
long to be men, and find some future

Plataea for themselves. May the gods

forbid it ! War is a terible unsettler.

Time saps States as a tide the cliff.

War is an inundation, and when it

ebbs, a landmark has vanished."
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CHAPTER V.

Nothing so largely contributed to the

peculiar character of Spartan society

as the uniform custom of taking the

principal meal at a public 'able. It

conduced to four objects : the precise

Ital as of' aristocracy, since each table

was formed according to title and
rank,—equality among aristocrats,

since each at the same table was held

tbeequa of th other—military anion,

forasth I they fought, being

formed into divisions in the field

ng as they messed together at

horn- ; and lastly, that s rt of fellow-

ship in public op nion which intimate

association amongst thos^ of t 1

rank and habit naturally occasions.

These tables in Sparta w°re supplied

by private c nt ibutioni ; each

B id to send a certain

I

at his own c.'St, and according

to the number of his children If his

fortune di not allow him to do this, he

whs exciu ed from the public t bles.

Hence a certain fortune was indispen-

sable to the pure Spartan, aud thi3

was one reason why it was permitted

to expose infants, if the family

ed to be too large for the

father's means. The general arrange-

ments were divided into syssitia,

according, perhaps, to the number of

families, and correspondent to the

divisions or obes acknowledged by the

State. But these larger sections were

again subdivided into companies or

clubs of fifteen, vacancies being filled

up by ballot ; but one vote could

exolu le. And -dnce, as we have paid,

the companies were marshalled in the

field ccording to their association at

the table, it is clear that fathers of

grave years and of hLh station (station

in Sparta increased with years) could

not have belonged to the sinie table as

the young men, their sons. Their boys

under a certain age they took to their

own pheiditia, where the children sat

upon a lower bench, and partook of the

simplest dishes of the fare.

Though the cheer at these public

tab! s was habitually plain, yet upon
occasion it was enriched by presents

to the after-course, of game and fruit.

Lysander was received by his old

comrades with that cordiality in which
was mingled for the first time a
certain manly respect, due to feats in

baf'le, and so flattering to the yonng.

The prayer to the Gods, correspon-

dent to the modern grace, and the
pious libations being concluded, the

nt Helots served the black

btoth, and the party fell to, with the

appetite produced by hardy exercise

and mount tin air.

"What do the allies say to the
blai'k broth I" asked a young Spartan.

"They do not comprehend its

merits," answered Lysander.
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CHAPTER VL

Everything in the familiar life to

which h€ had returned delighted the

young Lysander. But for anxious
thoughts about Pausanias, he would
have been supremely blest. To him
the various seen s of his early years

brought no associations of the res-

traint and harshness which revolted

the more luxurious nature and the
fiercer genius of Pausanias. The
plunge into the frigid waters of

Eu'otas—the sole bath permitted to

the Spartans* at a time when the rest

of Greece bad already carried the art

of bathing into voluptuous refinement

—the sight of the vehement contests of

the boys, drawn up as in battle, at the

game of football, or in detached
engagements, sparing each other so

little, that the popukr belief out of

Sparta was that they were permitted
to tear out each other's eye?,t hut
subjecting strength to every skilful art

that gymnastics could teacii—the

mimic war on the island, near the

antique trees of the Plane Garden,
waged with weapons ot wood and
blunted iron, and the nu.rch regulated

to the music of flutes and lyres—nay,
even the si^ht ff the stern altar, at

which 1 oys had learned to bear the
angu sb of stripes; without a murmur
—all produced in this primitive and

* Except occasionally the dry sudorific
bath, all warm bathing was strictly for-
bidden as enervai i

* An evident exaggeration. The Spar-
I too great a regard for thephydeal

i- uses, to permit
i - that would have b inded their

;• iniors. And they even fori ade
the practice of the pancratium as ferocious
•nd needlessly dangerous to life.

intensely national intelligence an in-

creased admiration for the ancestral

laws, which, carrying patience, forti-

tude, address and strength to the
utmost perfection, had formed a hand-
ful of men into the calm lords of a
fierce population, and placed the fei ce-

less villages of Sparta b^ond a fear of

the external assaults and the civil

revolutions which per; etually stoimed
the citadels and agita ed the market-
places of Hellenic cities. His was not
the mind to perceive, that mnch was
reiiMji isLed for the sake of that which
was gained, or to comprehend that

there was more which consecrates

humanity in one stormy day of Athens,
than in a serene century of iron

Lace'lfemon. But there is ever beauty

of soul where there is enthusiastic love

of country
;
an ; the yung ^'pirtan was

wis- in bis o«n Dorian way.

The religious festival which had
piovidtd the Ephors with an excuse for

delaying theii answer to the Ionian

envoys occupied the city. The youths
aid the maidens met in the sacred

chorus ; and Lysander, standing by
amidst the gazers, suddenly felt his

heart beat. A boy pulled him by the

skirt of bis mantle.

"Lysander, hast thou yet scolded

Percalus ? " said the boy's voice,

archly.

" Mj young friend," answered
Lj sander, colouring high, "Percalus
hath vouchsafed me as yet no occ-.sion

;

and, indeed, she alone, of all the

fiiends whom I left behind, does not

seem to recognize me."
His e.\es, as he spoke, rested with a

mute reproach in their faze on tb?
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form of a virgin, who had just paused in

the choral dance, and whose looks were

Dent obdurately on the ground. Her
luxuriant hair was drawn upward from
cheek and brow, braided into a knot

at the crown of the head, in the fashion

so trying to those who have neither

bloom nor beauty, so exquisitely be-

coming to those who have both ; and
the maiden, even amid Spartan girls,

was pre-emineutly lovely. It is true

that the sun had somewhat embrowned
the smooth cheek ; bnt the stately

throat and the rounded arms were ad-

mirably fair— not, indeed, with the

pale and dead whiteness which the

Ionian women sought to obtain by
art, but with the delicate rose-hue

of Hebe's youth. Her garment of

snow-white wool, fastened over both

shoulders with large golden clasps,

was without sleeves, fitting not too

tightly to the harmonious form, and
leaving more than the ancle free to

the easy glide of the dance. Taller

than Hellenic women usually were, but
about the average height of her Spartan
companions, her shape was that which
the sculptors give to Artemis. Light

and feminine and virginlike, but with
all the rich vitality of a divine youth,

with a force not indeed of a man, but
such as art would give to the goddess

whose step bounds over the mountain
top, and whose arm can launch the shaft

fiora the silver bow— yet was there

something in the mien and face of Per-

calus more subdued and bashful than in

those of most of the girls around her
;

and, as if her ear had caught Lysander's

words, a smile just now played round
her lips, and gave to all the counte-

nance a wonderful sweetness. Then,
as it became her turn once more to

join in the circling measure she lifted

her eyes, directed them full upon the
young Spartan, and the eyes said

plainly, " Ungrateful ! I forget thee !

I!"
It was but one glance, and she

seemed again wholly intent upon the
dance ; but Lysander felt as if he had
tasted the nectar, and caught a glimpse

of the courts of the Gods. No further

approach was made by either, although

intervals in the evening permitted it.

But if on the one hand there was in

Sparta an intercourse between theyouth

of both sexes wholly unknown in most

of the Grecian States, and if that inter-

course made marriages of love espe-

cially more common there than else-

where, yet, when love did actually

exist, and was acknowledged by some
young pair, they shunned public notice

;

the passion became a secret, or con-

fidants to it were few. Then came the

charm of stealth :—to woo and to win,

as if the treasure were to be robbed by
a lover from the Heaven unknown to

man. Accordingly Lysander now mixed
with the spectators, conversed cheer-

fully, only at distant intervals per-

mitted his eyes to turn to Percalus,

and when her part in the chorus

had concluded, a sign, undetected

by others, seemed to have been
exchanged between them, and, a little

while alter, Lysander had disappeared

from the assembly.

He wandered down the street called

the Aphetais, and after a little while

the way became perfectly still and
lonely, for the inhabitants had crowded
to the sacred festival, and the houses

lay quiet and scattered. So he went
on, passing the ancient temple in which
Ulysses is said to have dedicated a

statue in honour of his victory in the
race over the suitors of Penelope, and
paused where the ground lay bare and
rugged around many a monument to

the fabled chiefs of the heroic age.

Upon a crag that jutted over a silent

hollow, covered with oleander and
arbute and here and there the wild

rose, the young lover sat down, wait-

ing patiently ; for the eves of Percalus

had told him he should not wait iu

vain. Afar he saw, in the exceeding

clearness of the atmosphere, the Tajna-

rium or Temple of Neptune, unpro-
phetic of the dark connection that

shrine would hereafter have with him
whom he then honoured as a chief

worthy, after death, of a monument
amidst those heroes : and the gale that

cooled his forehead wandered to him
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from the field of the Hellanium in

which the envoys of Greece had taken
council how to oppose the march of

Xerxes, when his myriads first poured
into Europe.

Alas, all the great passions that dis-

tinguish race from race pass away in

the tide of generations. The enthu-
siasm of soul which gives us heroes

and demi-gods for ancestors, and hal-

lows their empty tombs ; the vigour

of thoughtful freedom which guards

the soil from invasion, and shivers

force upon the edge of intelligence
;

the heroic age and the civilized alike

depart ; and he who wanders through

the alens of Laconia can scarcely guess

where was the monument of Lelex, or

the field of the Hellanium. And yet

on the same spot where sat the young
Spartan warrior, waiting for the steps

of the beloved one, may, at this very

hour, some rustic lover be seated, with
a heart beating with like emotions,

and an ear listening for as light a
tread. Love alone never passes away
from the spot where its footstep hath
once pressed the earth, and reclaimed

the savage. Traditions, freedom, the

thirst for glory, art, laws, creeds,

vanish ; but the eye thrills the breast,

and hand warms to hand, as before

the name of Lycurgus was heard, or

Helen was borne a bride to the home
of Menelaus. Under the influence of

this power, then, something of youth
is still retained by nations the most
worn with time. But the power thus

eternal in nations is shortlived for the
individual being. Brief, indeed, in

the life of each is that season which
lasts for ever in the life of all. From
the old age of nations glory fades away

;

but in their utmost decrepitude there

is still a generation young enough to

love. To the individual man, how-
ever, glory alone remains when the

snows of ages have fallen, and love is

but the memory of a boyish dream.
No wonder that the Greek genius, half

incredulous of the soul, clung with
such tenacity to Youth. What a sigh

from the heart of the old sensuous

world breathes in the strain of Mim-

nermus, bewailing with so fierce and
so deep a sorrow the advent of the

years in which man is loved no more !

Lysander's eye was still along the
solitary road, when he beard a low
musical laujh behind him. He started

in surprise, and beheld Percalus. Her
mirth was increased by his astonished

gaze, till, in revenge, he caught both
her hands, and drawing her towards
him, kissed, not without a struggle,

the lips into serious gravity.

Extricating herself from him, the

maiden put on an air of offended

dignity, and Lysander, abashed at his

own audacity, muttered some broken
words of penitence.

" But indeed," be added, as he saw
the cloud vanishing from her brow

;

" indeed thou wert so provoking, and
so irresistibly beauteous. And bow
earnest thou here, as if thou hadst
dropped from the heavens?"

" Didst thou think," answered Per-

calus demurely, "that I could be
suspected of following thee ? - Nay

;

I ttrried till I could accompany
Euryclea to her home yonder, and then
slipping from her by her door, I came
across the grass and the glen to search

for the arrow shot yesterday in the
hollow below thee." So saying, she
tripped from the era;; by his side into

the nooked recess below, which was
all out of sight, in case some pas-

senger should pass the road, and
where, stooping down, she seemed to

busy herself in searching for the shaft

amidst the odorous shrubs.

Lysander was not slow in following

her footstep.

" Thine arrow is here," said he,

placing his band to his heart.

"Fie! The Ionian poets teach thee
these compliments."

" Not so. Who hath sung more of

Love and his arrows than our own
Alcman ?

"

"Mean yon the Regent's favourite

brother ?

"

"Oh no ! The Ancient Alcman ;

the poet whom even the Epbors sanc-

tion."

Percalus ceased to seek for the
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arrow, and they seated themselves on
t> little knoll in the hollow, side by
side, and frankly she gave him her
hand, and listened, with rosy cheek
and rising bosom, to his honest wooing.

He told her truly, how her image had
been with him in the strange lands

;

how faithful he had been to the absent,

amidst all the beauties of the Isles and
of the East. He reminded her of their

early days—how, evenaschiLlren, each

had sought the other. He spoke of

his doubts, his fears, lest he should

find himself forgotten or replaced ; and
how overjoyed he had been when at

last her eye replied to his.

"And we understood each other so

well, did we not, Percalus ? Here we
have so often met before ; here we
parted last ; here thou knewest I

should go ; here I knew that I might
await thee."

Percalus did not answer at much
length, but what she said sufficed to

enchant her lover. For the education

of a Spartan maid did not favour the

affected concealment of real feelings.

It could not, indeed, banish what Na-
ture prescribes to women—the modest
self-esteem—the difficulty to utter by
word, what eye and blush reveal—nor,

perhaps, something of that arch and
innocent malice, which enjoys to taste

the power which beauty exercises be-

fore the warm heart will freely acknow-
ledge the power which sways itself.

But the girl, though a little wilful and
high-spirited, was a candid, pure, and
noble creature, and too proud of being

loved by Lysander to feel more than a
maiden's shame to confess her own.

"And when I return," said the
Spartan, "ah then look out and take

care ; for I shall speak to thy father,

gain his consent to our betrothal, and
then carry thee away, despite all tby
struggles, to the bridesmaid, and these

long locks, alas, will fall."
•' I thank thee for thy warning, and

will find my arrow in time to guard
myself," said Percalus, turning away
her face, but holding up her hand in

pretty menace ;
" but where is the arrow

!

I must make haste and find it."

"Thou wilt have time enough,

courteous Amazon, in mine absence,

for I must soon return to Byzantium."
Percalus. "Art thou so sure of

that ?

"

Lysander. " Why—dost thou doubt
it!"

Percalus (rising and moving the
arbute boughs aside with the tip of

her sandal), " And, unless thou
wouldst wait very long for my father's

consent, perchance thou mayst have to

ask for it very soon—too soon to pre-

pare thy courage for bo great a
peril."

Lysander (perplexed). " What
canst thou mean ? By all the Gods, I

pray thee speak plain."

Percalus. '
' If Pausanias be recalled,

wouldst thou still go to Byzantium f

"

Lysander. " No ; but I think the

Ephors have decided not so to discredit

their General."

Percalus (shaking her head incre-

dulously). " Countnot on their decision

so surely, valiant warrior ; and suppose
that Pausanias is recalled, and that

some one else is sent in his place whose
absence would prevent thy obtaining

that consent thou covetest, and so

frustrate thy designs on—on—(she

added, blushing scarlet)—on these

poor locks of mine."
Lysander (starting). "Oh, Percalus,

do I conceive thee aright ? Hast thou
any reason to think that thy father

Dorcis will be sent to replace Pausa-
nias—the great Pausanias?"

Percalus (a little offended at a tone

of expression which seemed to slight

her father's pretensions). " Dorcis,

my father, is a warrior whom Sparta

reckons second to none ; a most brave

captain, and every inch a Spartan ; but
—but—"

Lysander. " Percalus, do not trifle

with me. Thou knowest how my fate

has been linked to the Regent's.

Thou must have intelligence not shared

even by my father, himself an Ephor.

—What is it ?
"

Percalus. "Thou wilt be secret,

my Lysander, for what I may tell thee

I can only learn at the hearth-stone."

K 2
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Lysander. " Fear me not. Is not

all between us a secret ?
"

Percalus. "Well, then, Periclides

and my father, as thou art aware, are

near kinsmen. And when the Ionian

Envoys first arrived, it was my father

who was specially appointed to see to

their fitting entertainment. And that

same night I overheard Dorcis say to

my mother, ' if I could succeed Pausa-

nias, and conclude this war, I should

be consoled for not having commanded
at PLttsea. ' And my mother, who is

proud for her husband's glory, as a
woman should be, said, ' Why not

strain every nerve as for a crown in

Olympia? Periclides will aid thee

—

thou wilt win.'"

Lysander. " Bat that was the first

night of the Ionians' arrival."

Percalus. " Since then, I believe

that thy father and others of the

Ephors overruled Periclides and Zeuxi-

damus, for I have heard all that passed

between my father and mother on the

subject. But early this morning,

while my mother was assisting to attire

me for the festival, Periclides himself

called at our house, and before I came
from home, my mother, after a short

conference with Dorcis, said to me, in

the exuberance of her joy, 'Go, child,

and call here all tbe maidens, as thy

father ere long will go to outshine all

the Grecian Chiefs.' So that if my
father does go, thou wilt remain in

Sparta. Then, my beloved Lysander

—and—and—but what ails thee ? Is

that thought so sorrowful ?

"

Lysander. " Pardon me, pardon
;

thou art a Spartan maid ; thou must
comprehend what should be felt by a
Spartan soldier when he thinks of

humiliation and ingratitule to hischief.

Gods ! the man who rolled back the

storm of the Mede to be insulted in the

face of Hellas by the government of

his native city ! The blush of shame
upon his cheek burns my own."
The warrior bowed his face in his

clasped hands.

Not a resentful thought natural to

female vanity and exacting affection

then crossed the mind of the Spartan
girl. She felt at once, by the sym-
pathy of kindred nurture, all that was
torturing her lover. She was even

prouder of him that he forgot her for

the moment to be so truthful to his

chief ; and abandoning the innocent

coyness she had before shown, she put

her arm round his neck with a pure

and sisterly fondness, and, kissing his

brow, whispered soothingly, " It is for

me to ask pardon, that I did not think

of this—that I spoke so foolishly ; but

comfort—thy chief is not disgraced

even by recall. Let them recall Pau-

sanias, they cannot recall his glory.

When, in Sparta, did we ever hold a
brave man discredited by obedience to

the government ? None are disgraced

who do not disgrace themselves."

"Ah 1 my Percalus, so I should say

;

but so will not think Pausanias, nor

the allies ; and in this slight to him I

see the shadow of the Erinnys. But
it may not be true yet ; nor can Peri-

clides of himself dispose thus of the

Lacejdsemonian armies."

"We will hope so, dear Lysander,"

said Percalus, who, born to be man's

helpmate, then only thought of con-

soling and cheering him. "And if

thou dost return to the camp, tarry as

long as thou wilt, thou wilt find Per-

calus the same."

"The Gods bless thee, maiden!"
said Lysander, with grateful passion,
*' and blessed be the State that rears

such women ; elsewhere Greece knows
them not."

" And does Greece elsewhere know
such men?" asked Percalus, raising

her graceful head. "But so late—is

it possible ? See where the shadows
are falling i Thou wilt but be in time

for thy pheidition. Farewell."

"But when to meet again I
"

"Alas! when we can." She sprang

lightly away ; then, turning her face

as she fled, added, "Look out 1 thou

wert taught to steal in thy boyhood

—

steal au interview. I will be thy ac-

complice."
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CHAPTER VTL

That night, as Agesilaus was leaving

the public table at which he supped,

Periclides, who was one of the same
company, but who had been unusually

silent during the entertainment, ap-

proached him, and said, "Let us walk
towards thy home together ; the moon
is up, and will betray listeners to our

converse should there be any."

"And in default of the moon, thy
years, if not yet mine, permit thee a
lanthcrn, Periclides."

" I have not drunk enough to need

it," answered the Chief of the Ephors,

with unusual pleasantry; " but as thou

art the younger man, I will lean on

thine arm, so as to be closer to thine

ear."

"Thou hast something secret and
grave to say, then ?"

Periclides nodded.

As they ascended the rugged accli-

vity, different groups, equally return-

ing home from the public tables,

passed them. Though the sacred fes-

tival had given excuse for prolonging

the evening meal, and the wine-cup
had been replenished beyond the abste-

mious wont, still each little knot of

revellers passed, and dispersed in a
sober and decorous quiet which perhaps

no other eminent city in Greece could

have exhibited
; young and old equally

grave and noiseless. For the Spartan
youth, no fair Hetoera then opened
homes adorned with flowers, and gay
with wit, no less than alluring with
beauty ; but as the streets grew more
deserted, there stood in the thick shadow
of some angle, orglided furtively by some
winding wall, a bridegroom lover,

tarrying till all was still, to steal to

the arms of the lawful wife, whom for

years perhaps he might not openly

acknowledge, and carry in triumph to

his home.
But not of such young adventurers

thought the sage Periclides, thoueh his

voice was as low as a lover's " hist !
"

and his step as stealthy as a bride-

groom's tread.

"My friend," said he, " with the

faint grey of the dawn there comes to

my house a new messenger from the

camp, and the tidings he brings change
all our decisions. The Festival does

not permit us as Ephors to meet in

public, or, at least, I think thou wilt

agree with me it is more prudent not
to do so. All we should do now
should be in strict privacy."

"But hush! from whom themes-
sage—Pausanias ?

"

"No—from Aristides the Athenian."
"And to what effect?"
" The Ionians have revolted from

the Spartan hegemony and ranged
themselves under the Athenian flag."

"Gods! what I feared has already

come to pass."

"And Aristides writes to me, with
whom you remember that he has the
hospitable ties, that the Athenians
cannot abandon their Ionian allies and
kindred who thus appeal to them, and
that if Pausanias remain, open war
may break out between the two divi-

sions into which the fleet of Hellas is

now rent."

"This must not be, for it would
be war at sea ; we and the Pelopon-

nesians have far the fewer vessels, the

less able seamen. Sparta would be
conquered.

"
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" Kather than Sparta should be

conquered, must we not recall her

General ?

"

"I would give all my lands, and
sink out of the rank of Equal, that

this had not chanced," said Agesilaus,

bitterly.

"Hist! hist! not so loud."
' I had hoped we might induce the

Regent himself to resign the command
and so have been spared the shame
and the pain of an act that atfects the

hero- blood of our kings. Could not

that be done yet?"
" Dost thou think so ? Pausanias

resign in the midst of a mutiny ?

Thou canst not know the man."
"Thou art right—impossible. I

see no option now. He must be re-

called. But the Spartan hegemony
is then gone—gone for ever—gone to

Athens."

"Not so. Sparta hath many a

worthy son beside this too arrogant

Heracleid."
" Yes ; but where his genius of com-

mand ?—where his immense renown ?

—where a man, I say, not in Sparta,

but in all Greece, fit to cope with

Aristides and Cimon in the camp,

with Themistocles in the city of our

rivals ? If Pausanias fails, who suc-

ceeds ?"

"Be not deceived. What must be,

must ; it is but a little time earlier

than Necessity would have fixed.

Wouldst thou take the command ?
"

" I ? The Gods forbid."
" Then, if thou wilt not, I know but

one man."
"And who is he?"
"Dorcis."
Agesilaus started, and, by the lighc

of the uioon, gazed full upon the face of

the chief Ephor.
" Thy kinsman, Dorcis? Ah! Peri-

clides, hast thou schemed this from the

first ?"

Periclides changed colour at finding

himself thus abruptly detected, and
as abruptly charged ; however, he
answered with laconic dryness,

—

" Friend, did I scheme the revolt

of the Ionians ? But if thou knowest

a better man than Dorcis, speak. la

he not brave ?

"

"Yes"
"Skilful?"
"No. Tut ! thou art as conscious

as I am that thou mightest as well

compare the hat on thy brow to the

brain it hides as liken the solid Dorcis

to the fiery but profound Heracleid."

"Ay, ay. But there is one merit the

hat has which the brow has not—it can

do no harm. Shall we send our chiefs

to be made worse men by Eastern man-
ners ? Dorcis has dull wit, granted

;

no aits can corrupt it; he may not

save the hegemony, but he will return

as he went, a Spartan."

"Thou art right again, and a wise

man, Periclides. I submit. Thou hast

my vote for Dorcis. What else hast

thou designed ? for I see now that

whatever thou designest that wilt thou

accomplish ; and our meeting on the

Archeiou is but an idle form."

"Nay, nay," said Periclides, with

his austere smile, "thou givest me a
wit and a will that I have not. But
as chief of the Epbors I watch over the

State. And thou-h I design nothing,

this I would counsel,—On the day we
answer the Ionians, we shall tell

them, ' What ye ask, we long since

proposed to do. And Dorcis is

already on the seas as successor to

Pausanias.'
"

"When will Dorcis leave?" said

Agesilaus, curtly.

" If the otter Ephors concur, to-

morrow night."
" Here we are at my doors, wilt thou

not enter ?

"

" No. I have others yet to see. I

knew we should be of the same mind."

Agesilaus made no reply ; but as he

entered the court-yard of his bouse, Le

muttered uneasily,—

"And if Irysander is right, and
Sparta, is too small for Pausanias, do

not we bring back a giant who will

widen it to his own girth, an' 1 raze the

old foundations to make room for the

buildings he would add ?
"

• * * •

(UNFINISHED.)
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Thb pages covered by the manuscript

of this uncompleted story of '"Pau-

sanias" arc scarcely more numerous

than those which its author has filled

with the notes made by him from

•works consulted with special reference

to the subject of it. Those notes

(upon Greek and Persian antiquities)

are wholly without interest for the

general public. They illustrate the

author's conscientious industry, but

they afford no clue to the plot of his

romance. Under the sawdust, how-

ever, thus fallen in the industrial

process of an imaginative woik, un-

happily unfinished, I have found two

sp^jimens of original composition.

They are rough sketches of songs

expressly composed for "Pausanias ;"

and, since they are not included in the

foregoing portion of it, I think they

may properly be added here. The
unrhymed lyrics introduced by my
father into some of the opening chapters

of this romance appear to have been

suggested by some fragments of Mim-
nermus, and composed about the same
time as "The Lost Tales of Miletus."

Indeed, one of them has been air ady

printed in that work. The following

verses, however, which are rhymed,

bear evidence of having been coaiposed

at a much earlier period. I know not

whether it was my father's intention

tn il i?card them altogether, or to alter

them materially, or to insert them
without alteration in some later poi tion

of the romance. But I print them
here precisely as they are written.

FOR PAUSANIAS.

Partially Sorrowed from Aristophanes'
"Peace."—v. 1127, etc.

Awav, away, with the helm and greaves,
Away with the leek9 and cheese !*

* Tvpov re koX Kpofj-ixvuiv. Cheese and
onions, the rations furnished to soldiers

tn campaign.

I have conquered my passion for wounds
and blows,

And the worst that I wish to the worst of

my foes
Is the glory and gain
Of a year's campaign

On a diet of leeks and cheese.

I love to drink by tiiy own warm hearth,
Nourisht with logs from the pine-clad

heights,
were hewn in the blaze of the

summer sun
To treasure his rays for the winter nights
On the hearth where my grandam spun.

I love to drink of the grape I press,
And to drink with a friend of yore ;

Quick I bring me a bough from the myrtle
tree

Wh :h is budding afresh by Nicander's
duor.

Tell Nicander himself he must sup with
me,

And a'ong with the bough from his myrtle
tree

We will circle the lute, in a choral glee
To the goddess of corn and peace.

For Nicander and I were fast friends at
school.

Here fie comes ! We are boys once more.

When the grasshopper chaunts in the
bells of thyme

I love to watch if the Lemnian grape*
Is donning the purple that decks its

prime

;

And, as I sit at my porch to see,

With my litt'e one trving to scale my knee,
To join in ihe grasshopper's chaunt, and

sing
To Apollo and Pan from the heart of

Spring, t
Listen, O list I

Hear ye not, neighbours, the voice of

Peace ?

" The swallow hear in the household
eaves."

Io iEgien ! Peace !

" And the skyiark at poise o'er the bended
sheaves,"

ien I Peace !

Here and there, everywhere, hear we
Peace,

Hear her, and see her, and clasp her—
Peace !

The grasshopper chaunts in the bells of

thyme,
And the halcyon is back to her nest in

Greece !

* It ripened earlier than the others
The words of the chorus are, ras Aquinas
afL77e'.\ou5 et iretraivovKFLv tjStj.

t Variation

—

" What a blessing is life In a noon of

Spring."
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IN PRAISE OF THE ATHENIAN

KNIGHTS.

Imitated from the "Knights" of Aristo-
phanes, v. 565, etc.

Chattnt the fame of the Knights, or 111

war or in peace,
Chaunt the darlings of Athens,* the bul-

warks of Greece,
Pressing foremost to glory, on wave and

on shore,

Where the steed has no footing they win
with the oar.f

On their bosoms the battle splits, wasting
its shock. .

If they charge like the whirlwind, they
stand like the rock.

Ha ! they count not the numbers, they
scan not the ground,

When a foe comes in sight on his lances
they bound.

Fails a foot in its speed ? heed it not. One
and all):

Spurn the earth th*t they spring from,
and own not a fall.

O the darlings of Athens, the bulwarks of
Greece,

Wherefore envy the lovelocks they per-
fume in peace !

• Variation

—

"The adorners of Athens, the bul-
warks of Greece."

f Variation

—

" Keenest racers to glory, on wave or
on shore,

By the rush of the steed or the stroke
of the oar !

"

$ Variation

—

" Falls there one ? never help him 1

Our knights one and all."

Wherefore scowl if they fondle a quail or
a dove,

Or inscribe on a myrtle the names that
they love?

Does Alcides not teach us how valour ia

mid?
Lo, at rest from his labours he playa with

a child.

When the slayer of Python has put down
his bow,

By his lute and his lovelocks Apollo we
know.

Fear'd, O rowers, those gillants their
beauty to spoil

When they sat on your benches, and shared
in your toil

!

When with laughter they row"d to your
cry " Hippoi ai,"

" On, ye coursers of wood, for the palm
wreath, a way !

"

Did th'se iunty youths ask you to store
in y

Or a cask from their crypt or a lamb from
their folds?

No, they cried, " We are here both to fight
and to fast,

Place us first in the fight, at the board
serve us last

!

Wheresoever is peril, *ve knights lead the
way,

Wheresoever is hardship, we claim it as
pay-

" Call us proud, Athenians, we know it
full well,

And we give you the life we 're too haughty
to sell."

Hail the stoutest in war, hail the mildest
in peace,

Hail the darlings of Athens, the bulwarks
of Greece 1

THE END.














